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INTRODUCTION 

If  Xrollope  had  been  a  Frenchman  he  would 
have  had  the  gout  du  tnacAbn.  As  it  was,  he 
constantly,  and  probably  quite  unconsciously, 
yielded  to  the  &scination  of  the  ugly.  He 
does  not  idealize  it,  idealization  was  not  in 
his  nature ;  he  does  not  rise  to  the  hideous, 
the  horrible,  to  do  so  would  have  savoured  to 
him  of  a  contemptible  sensationalism  ;  but,  as 
Hegel  says  of  Divine  Philosophy,  he  ^^  paints 
the  grey  in  grey/'  And  among  his  grey  books 
this  novel  is  one  of  the  greyest.  It  also 
possesses  a  most  insidious  attractiveness  ;  once 
begun  it  must  be  finished. 

Readers  of  Flaubert's  famous  fantasia  La 
Tentation  db  St.  Antoinb  will  remember 
that  delightful  monster  the  Catopl6bas,  who 
was  so  idiotic  tfaaf  he  unieonsciously  devoured 
his  own  paw.    "  fitf  sttipidift  nfatitrt  1 "  cri^d 
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the  Saint.  Well,  there  is  a  certain  quality  akin 
to  the  Catoplebtic  (if  I  may  coin  the  epithet) 
about  Xhb  Bertrams.  Its  tranquil  pessimism, 
its  quiet  melancholy  long  drawn  out  un- 
questionably attract.  Indeed,  the  confirmed 
Trollope-reader  will  find  them  of  quite 
riveting  force. 

The  Bertrams  is  substantially  the  story  of 
two  mined  lives.  For,  although  they  creep 
together  on  broken  wings  at  the  end  of  the 
tale,  the  conviction  imposes  itself  that  what 
they  ultimately  gain  is  out  of  all  proportion 
to  what  they  might  have  had,  to  what  they 
have  lost,  George  Bertram  and  Caroline 
Waddington  begin  with  unusually  great 
promise,  though  it  is  perhaps  characteristic  of 
Trollope's  subtle  methods  that  the  promise 
is  never  made  quite  convincing.  He  is  a 
Double  First,  and  she  "  was  certainly  at  that 
time  a  beautiful  girl — very  beautiful,  hand- 
some in  the  outline  of  her  face,  graceful  and 
distinguished  in  her  mien,  nay,  sometimes 
lost  ma-jestic — it  Juno  rather  than  a  Venus. 
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Young  pcrioiw  cotcniig  upon  life  with  these 

rooritcs 

of  the  gods.  Happmea^  howcirer,  is  m  sub- 
jective quaUtfy  mad  tfacie  was  that  in  these 
two  which  made  them  from  the  first  the 
enemies  of  themsdves,  and,  in  spite  of  their 
mutual  love,  of  each  other. 

So  thejr  go  from  misery  to  misery. 
George  Bertram  has  a  rich  and  miserly 
uncle,  who  b  drawn  in  TroUope's  happiest 
style.  The  expectations  of  the  old  man's 
relatives  are  described  in  such  poignant  terms 
that  the  reader  b^ns  imconsciously  to  find 
himself  looking  for  some. share  of  the  hoarded 
gold. 

The  love  of  money  is  a  commonplace 
passion,  of  the  expression  of  which  TroUope 
is  a  perfect  master.  Not  that  he  ever  calls 
in  question  the  falseness  of  the  god.  Old 
Mr.  Bertram's  money  degrades  not  only  its 
possessor  but  every  one  who  comes  within 
range  of  its  glitter.  But  you  are  nevertheless 
made  to  fed,  as  you  read,  the  &scinatton  of 
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its  "irresistible  grace."  And  in  rendering 
this  feeling  so  successfully,  TroUopc  vindicates 
his  steadiness  of  vision  as  a  critic  of  English 
life.  For,  although  in  all  countries  men  love 
money,  in  no  other  does  this  fetish,  more 
bloody  than  any  whose  reign  is  doomed  by 
British  arms  in  Central  Africa,  succeed  in 
draping  itself  in  such  decent,  such  becoming 
raiment,  in  so  impressing  on  humanity  the 
plausibility  of  its  cult,  as  in  England. 

The  sadness  of  the  story  is  relieved  by  many 
touches  of  humour  in  its  author's  best  manner. 
Miss  Todd  is  a  fine  creation.  We  all,  I  hope, 
have  such  a  friend  :  there  are  none  better. 
Her  card-parties  at  "  Littlebath  "  are  rich  in 
delightful  episodes,  among  which  not  the  least 
pleasing  is  the  discomfiture  of  her  elderly 
suitor.  Sir  Lionel,  a  cruelly  life-like  personage. 
Indeed,  although  Ttollope  has  told  us  that  he 
himself  regarded  The  Bertrams  as  a  feilure, 
perhaps  the  most  serious  objection  which  can 
be  brought  against  the  boolc  from  the  point 
of  view  of  literature  is  that  it  is  too  much 
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like  life.  For  literature,  like  the  other  arts, 
should  afford  us  an  escape  from  life's  dailiness 
and  absurdity.  I  do  not  know,  however, 
that  Trollope  thought  so.  In  any  case,  his 
depreciation  of  the  story  may  be  put  down  to 
loss  of  focus  on  his  part.  The  phenomenon 
is  not  rare  among  writers  when  they  judge 
the  value  of  their  own  productions. 

Algar  Thorold. 
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CHAPTER   I 

V^   VICTIS! 

This  is  undoubtedly  the  age  of  humanity — as 
far,  at  least,  as  England  is  concerned.  A  man 
who  beats  his  wife  is  shpcking  to  us,  and  a 
colonel  who  cannot  manage  his  soldiers  without 
having  them  beaten  is  nearly  equally  so.  We 
are  not  very  fond  of  hanging ;  and  some  of  us 
go  so  far  as  to  recoil  under  any  circumstances 
from  taking  the  blood  of  life.  We  perform  our 
operations  under  chloroform ;  and  it  has  even 
been  suggested  that  those  schoolmasters  who 
insist  on  adhering  in  some  sort  to  the  doctrines 
of  Solomon  should  perform  their  operations  in 
the  same  guarded  manner.  If  the  disgrace  be 
absolutely  necessary,  let  it  be  inflicted ;  but  not 
the  bodily  pain. 

So  far  as  regards  the  low  externals  of  humanity, 
this  is  doubtless  a  humane  age.     Let  men,, 
women,  and  children  have  bread ;   let  them ; 
have  if  possib!e  no  blows,  or,  at  least,  as  few  as 
may  be;  let  them  also  be  decently  clothed; 
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and  let  the  pestilence  be  kept  out  of  their  way. 
In  venturing  to  call  these  low,  I  have  done  so 
in  no  contemptuous  spirit ;  they  are  compara- 
tively low  if  the  body  be  lower  than  the  mind. 
The  humanity  of  the  age  is  doubtless  suited  to 
its  material  wants,  and  such  wants  are  those 
which  demand  the  promptest  remedy.  But  in 
the  inner  feelings  of  men  to  men,  and  of  one 
man's  mind  to  another  man's  mind,  is  it  not  an 
age  of  extremest  cruelty  ? 

There  is  sympathy  for  the  hungry  man ;  but 
there  is  no  sympathy  for  the  unsuccessful  man 
who  is  not  hungry.  If  a  fellow  mortal  be 
ragged,  humanity  will  subscribe  to  mend  his 
clothes ;  but  humanity  will  subscribe  nothing  to 
mend  his  ragged  hopes  so  long  as  his  outside 
coat  shall  be  whole  and  decent. 

To  him  that  hath  shall  be  given ;  and  from 
him  that  hath  not  shall  be  taken  even  that 
which  he  hath.  This  is  the  special  text  that  we 
delight  to  follow,  and  success  is  the  god  that 
we  delight  to  worship.  "  Ah  !  pity  me.  I  have 
struggled  and  fallen— struggled  so  manfully,  yet 
fallen  so  utterly — help  me  up  this  time  that  I 
may  yet  push  forward  once  again  ! "  Who  listens 
to  such  a  plea  as  this  ?  "  Fallen  !  do  you  want 
bread  ?  *'  "  Not  bread,  but  a  kind  heart  and  a 
kind  hand."  "  My  friend,  I  cannot  stay  by  you ; 
I  myself  am  in  a  hurry ;  there  is  that  fiend  of  a 
rival  there  even  now  gaining  a  step  on  me.  I 
beg  your  pardon ;  but  I  will  put  my  foot  on 
your  shoulder — only  for  one  moment.  Occupet 
extremum  scabies,** 

Yes.  Let  the  devil  take  the  hindmost ;  the 
three  or  four  hindmost  if  you  will ;  nay,  all  but 
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those  strong-running  horses  who  can  force  them^ 
selves  into  noticeable  places  under  the  judge's 
eye.  This  is  the  noble  shibboleth  with  which 
the  English  youth  are  now  spurred  on  to  deeds 
of — what  shall  we  say  ? — ^money-making  activity. 
Let  every  place  in  which  a  man  can  hold  up 
his  head  be  the  reward  of  some  antagonistic 
struggle,  of  some  grand  competitive  examinar 
tion.  Let  us  get  rid  of  the  fault  of  past  ages. 
With  us,  let  the  race  be  ever  to  the  swift ;  the 
victory  always  to  the  strong.  And  let  us 
always  be  racing,  so  that  the  swift  and  strong 
shall  ever  be  known  among  us.  But  what, 
then,  for  those  who  are  not  swift,  not  strong? 
V(B  victis  I  Let  them  go  to  the  wall.  They 
can  hew  wood  probably ;  or^  at  any  rate^  draw 
water- 
Were  we  to  ask  Lord  Derby,  or  Lord  Pal- 
merston,  or  to  consult  the  shade  of  Lord  George 
Bentinck — or  to  go  to  those  greater  authorities 
on  the  subject,  Mr.  Scott,  for  instance,  and  the 
family  of  the  Days — ^we  should,  I  believe,  be 
informed  that  the  race-horse  requires  a  very 
peculiar  condition.  It  is  not  to  be  obtained 
quickly  5  and,  when  obtained,  will  fit  the  beast 
for  no  other  than  that  one  purpose  of  running 
races.  Crucifix  was  never  good  at  going  in  a 
cab ;  Ilione  never  took  her  noble  owner  dpwn 
to  the  house  of  Parliament ;  nor  has  Toxopholite 
been  use&l  in  Leicestershire. 

But,  nevertheless,  let  all  our  work  be  done  by 
race-horses ;  all,  at  leasts  that  shall  be  considered 
honourable.  Let  us  have  strength  and  speed. 
And  how  shall  we  know  who  are  strong  and 
swift  if  we  do  not  train  our  horses  to  run  aJg,^.\T^5^ 
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«ach  other?  But  this  early  racing  will  hardly 
produce  that  humanity  of  spirit  of  which  we  now 
deplore  the  want.  "The  devil  take  the  hind- 
most "  is  the  very  essence  of  the  young  mar's 
book  of  proverbs.  The  devil  assuredly  will 
lake  all  the  hindmost.  None  but  the  very 
foremost  can  enter  the  present  heaven  of  good 
things.  Therefore,  oh  my  brother,  my  friend, 
thou  companion  of  my  youth  !  may  the  devil 
take  thee;  thee  quickly,  since  it  needs  must  be 
thee  or  me. 

Vte  vktis — alas !  for  these  hindmost  ones  ; 
there  are  so  many  of  tliem  I  The  skim-milk 
will  always  be  so  much  more  in  quantity  than 
the  cream.  With  us  at  present  cream  is  re- 
quited for  everything ;  nothing  can  be  well 
done  now  unless  it  be  done  by  cream  of  some 
sort.  That  milk  has  been  skimmed ;  the  cream 
has  been  taken  away.  No  matter;  skim  it 
again.  There  shall  be  something  yet  which  we 
will  call  cream.  Competitive  CKamination  will 
produce  something  that  shall  look  to  be  strong ; 
that  shall  be  swift,  if  it  be  only  for  a  start  of 
twenty  yards. 

This  is  the  experiment  of  the  present  day. 
Wise  men  say  that  when  nothing  but  cream  is 
accepted,  all  mankind,  all  boykind  rather,  will 
])repare  itself  for  a  skimming  of  some  sort ;  and 
that  the  quantity  of  cream  produced  will  be 
immense.  It  is  only  done  as  an  instigation  to 
education.  Much  may  be  said  in  opposition  to 
this;  but  nothing  shall  be  said  here.  It  is 
merely  of  the  cruelty  of  spirit  that  is  thus 
igendered  that  we  now  speak.  Success  is 
.  Mie  only  test  of  merit.     Words  have  lost  their 
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old  significance,  and  to  deserve  only  is  noi 
meritorious.  Va  victis  /  there  are  so  many  oi 
them! 

"  Thompson,"  says  Johnson,  the  young  poet, 
when  he  has  at  last  succeeded  in  getting  the 
bosomest  of  his  friends  alone  into  his  chambei 
with  him,  "  have  you  happened  to  look  at  m} 
Iphigenia  yet  ?  " 

Thompson  can't  say  that  he  has.  He  has 
been  busy ;  has  had  so  many  water-parties ;  an<] 
then,  somehow,  he  doesn't  think  that  he  is  ver> 
partial  to  modern  poetry  on  subjects  of  old 
mythology.  Of  course,  however,  he  means  tc 
read  it — some  of  these  days. 

"  I  wish  you  would,"  says  Johnson,  tendering 
a  copy  of  the  thin  volume.  **  I  really  wish  yow 
would  \  and  let  me  have  your  candid  opinion 
The  press  certainly  have  not  noticed  it  much, 
and  what  they  have  said  has  been  very  luke 
warm." 

"I  am  sorry  for  that,"  says  Thompson, 
looking  grave, 

"  And  I  did  my  best  with  it  too.  You  woulc 
hardly  believe  how  hard  I  worked  at  it.  Then 
is  not  a  line  that  has  not  been  weighed  anc 
written,  perhaps,  three  times  over.  I  do  noi 
think  I  am  conceited ;  but  I  cannot  but  believe 
that  there  is  something  in  it  The  reviewen 
are  so  jealous !  if  a  man  has  not  a  name,  the} 
will  give  him  credit  for  nothing;  and  it  is  s< 
hard  to  begin." 

"  I  am  sure  it  is,"  says  Thompson. 

"  I  don't  expect  fame ;  and  as  for  money,  o: 
course  I  don't  think  of  that.  But  I  should  likt 
to  know  that  it  had  been  read  by  one  or  twc 
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persons  who  could  understand  it.  I  have  given 
to  it  the  best  of  my  time,  the  best  of  my  labour. 
I  cannot  but  think  that  there  is  something  in 
it."  Thus  pleads  the  unsuccessful  one  for 
mercy. 

And  thus  answers  to  him  the  successful  one, 
with  no  grain  of  mercy  in  his  composition : — 
"  My  dear  Johnson,  my  maxim  is  this,  that  in  this 
world  every  man  gets  in  the  long  run  exactly 
what  he  deserves " 

"  Did  Milton  get  what  he  deserved  ?  " 

"These  are  not  the  days  of  Milton.  I  don't 
want  to  hurt  your  feelings;  but  old  friends  as 
we  are,  I  should  not  forgive  myself  if  I  didn't 
tell  you  what  I  really  think.  Poetry  is  all  very 
well ;  but  you  can't  create  a  taste  ibr  it  if  it 
doesn't  exist.  Nobody  that  I  know  of  cares  a 
d for  Iphigenia." 

"You  think  I  should  change  my  subject, 
then  ?  " 

"To  tell  you  the  truth,  I  think  you  should 
change  your  trade.  This  is  the  third  attempt, 
you  know.  I  dare  say  they  are  very  good  in 
their  way;  but  if  the  world  liked  them,  the 
world  would  have  found  it  out  by  this  time. 
*  Vox  populi^  vox  DeV — ^that  is  my  motto — I 
don't  trust  my  own  judgment;  I  trust  that  of 
the  public.  If  you  will  take  my  advice,  you 
will  give  up  Iphigenia  and  the  rest  of  them. 
You  see  you  are  doing  nothing  whatever  at  the 
bar,"  &C.,  &c. 

And  thus  Johnson  is  left,  without  a  scrap  of 
comfort,  a  word  of  consolation,  a  spark  of 
sympathy ;  and  yet  he  had  given  to  that 
Iphigenia  of  his  tiie  best  that  was  in  him  to 
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give.  Had  his  publisher  sold  ten  thousand 
copies  of  it^how  Thompson  would  have  admired 
it !  how  he  would  have  pressed  the  poet  in  his 
anns,  and  have  given  him  champagne  up  at 
Richmond !  But  who  now  has  sympathy  for 
f^dlure  ?  To  fail  is  to  be  disgraced.  Va 
victis  I 

There  is  something  very  painful  in  these 
races,  which  we  English  are  always  running,  to 
one  who  has  tenderness  enough  to  think  of  the 
nine  beaten  horses  instead  of  the  one  who  has 
conquered.  Look  at  that  list  which  has  just 
come  out  after  our  grand :  national  struggle  at 
Cambridge.  .How  many  wranglers  are  there? 
Thirty,  shall  we  say?  and  it  is  always  glorious 
to  be  a  wrangler.  Out  of  that  thirty  there  is 
probably  but  one  who  has  not  failed,  who  is 
not  called  on  to  submit  to  the  inward  grief  of 
having  been  beaten.  The  youth  who  is  second, 
who  has  thus  shown  himself  to  be  possessed 
of  a  mass  of  erudition  sufficient  to  crush  an 
ordinary  mind  to  the  earth,  is  ready  to  eat  his 
heart  with  true  bitterness  of  spirit.  .  After  all 
his  labour,  his  midnight  oil,  his  many  sleepless 
nights,  his  deserted  pleasures,  his  racking  head- 
aches, Amaryllis  abandoned,  and  Neaera  seen  in 

the  arms  of  another !    After  all  this,  to  be 

beaten  by  Jones !  Had  it  been  Green  or  Smith 
he  could  have  borne  it  Would  it  not  have 
been  better  to  do  as  others  had  done?  he  could 
have  been  contented  to  have  gone  out  in  the 
crowd;  but  there  is  nothing  so  base  as  to  be 
second — and  then  second  to  Jones  ! 

Out  of  the  whole  lot,  Jones  alone  is  con- 
tented;  and  he  is  told  by  his  physician  tbsX  \^fe 
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must  spend  his  next  two  winters  at  Cairo.  The 
intensity  of  his  application  has  put  his  lungs 
into  very  serious  jeopardy. 

It  was  at  Oxford,  in  the  year  184 — ,  that  a 
young  man  sat  in  his  college-rooms  at  Bailiol 
a  wretched  victim  to  unsuccessful  competition. 
It  had  been  everything  to  him  to  come  out 
as  a  first  in  classics,  and  he  had  dared  to  dream 
even  of  a  double-first  But  he  had  failed  in 
both.  The  lists  had  just  appeared,  and  he  was 
only  a  second-class  man.  Now,  a  second-class 
man  is  not  much  thought  of  at  Bailiol,  and  he 
had  lost  his  chance  of  an  immediate  fellowship. 

But  this  was  perhaps  hardly  the  worst  of  it. 
Arthur  Wilkinson,  for  such  was  this  gentleman's 
name,  had  hitherto  run  his  race  in  life  along- 
side a  friend  and  rival  named  George  Bertram  ; 
and  in  almost  every  phase  of  life  had  hitherto 
been  beaten.  The  same  moment  that  had  told 
Wilkinson  of  his  failure  had  told  him  also  that 
Bertram  had  obtained  the  place  he  had  so 
desired.    Bertram  was  the  only  double-first  man 

As  these  two  young  men  will  play  the  fore- 
most parts  in  the  following  pages,  I  will 
endeavour  to  explain,  in  as  few  words  as 
possible,  who  each  of  them  was.  As  Bertram 
seems  to  have  been  the  favourite  with  fortune, 
I  will  begin  with  him. 

His  father  at  the  lime  alluded  to  was  still 
alive,  but  his  son  George  had  seen  but  little  of 
.him.  Sir  Lionel  Bertram  had  been  a  soldier 
rof  fortune,  which  generally,  I  believe,  means  a 
Boldier  without  a  fortune,  and  in  that  capacity 
:  was  still  in  some  sort  fighting  his  country's 
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battles.  At  the  present  moment  he  held  a 
quasi-militaiy  position  in  Persia,  where  he  had 
been  for  the  last  five  years,  and,  previously  to 
that,  he  had  served  in  Canada,  India,  the  Cape 
of  Good  Hope,  and  on  some  special  mission  at 
Monte  Video.  He  had,  therefore,  seen  a  good 
deal  of  the  world ;  but  very  little  of  his  only 
child.  Mrs.  Bertram,  George's  mother,  had 
died  early  in  life,  and  Mr.  (afterwards  Sir 
Lionel)  Bertram  had  roamed  the  world  free 
from  all  encumbrances. 

The  Rev.  Arthur  Wilkinson,  vicar  of  Hurst 
Staple,  on  the  borders  of  Hampshire  and 
Berkshire,  had  married  a  first-cousin  of  Mrs. 
Bertram's;  and  when  young  George  Bertram, 
at  the  age  of  nine,  was  tossing  about  the  world 
rather  in  want  of  a  fixed  home,  Mr.  Wilkinson 
undertook  to  give  him  that  home,  and  to 
educate  him  with  his  own  eldest  child  till  they 
should  both  be  sent  to  some  school.  For  three 
years  George  Bertram  lived  at  Hurst  Staple, 
and  was  educated  accordingly.  During  these 
years  he  used  to  go  annually  for  one  month  to 
the  house  of  an  uncle,  who,  in  due  time,  will  also 
be  introduced  to  the  reader ;  and  therefore,  not 
unnaturally,  this  month  was  regarded  by  the 
boy  as  his  holidays. 

Now,  it  may  as  well  be  explained  in  this 
place  tiiat  Sir  Lionel  Bertram,  though  a  very 
gallant  man,  and  peculiarly  well  adapted  to 
do  business  with  outlandish  people,  had  never 
succumbed  to  a  habit  of  punctuality  in  pecuniary 
matters.  An  arrangement  had  been  perhaps 
rather  named  than  made,  that  one.  hundred 
and  thirty  pounds  per  annum  should  be  paid 
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for  young  Bertram's  needs ;  and  as  this  was  to 
include  pocket-money,  clothing,  and  washing, 
as  well  as  such  trifles  as  the  boy's  maintenance 
and  education,  perhaps  the  bargain  was  not  a 
very  hard  one  as  regarded  Sir  Lionel  The  first 
seventy-five  pounds  were  paid ;  but  after  that, 
up  to  the  end  of  the  second  year,  Mr.  Wilkinson 
had  received  no  more.  As  he  was  a  poor  man, 
with  six  children  of  his  own,  and  little  besides 
his  living,  he  then  thought  it  better  to  mention 
the  matter  to  Sir  Lionel's  brother  in  London. 
The  balance  was  instantly  paid,  and  Mr. 
Wilkinson  had  no  further  trouble  on  that  head. 

Nor  had  he  much  trouble  on  any  other  head 
as  regarded  young  Bertram.  The  lad  was 
perhaps  not  fit  to  be  sainted,  and  gave  Mrs. 
Wilkinson  the  usual  amount  of  trouble  as 
regarded  his  jackets  and  pantaloons;  but,  on 
the  whole,  he  was  a  good  boy,  free  and  generous 
in  his  temper,  quick  in  his  parts,  affectionate  in 
disposition,  and  full  of  humour.  Those  who 
examined  him  most  closely  (among  whom, 
perhaps,  Mr.  Wilkinson  was  not  included)  might 
have  observed  that  he  was  hardly  as  steady  as 
he  might  have  been  in  his  likings  and  dis- 
likings;  that  he  made  too  little  of  the  tasks 
which  he  learnt  without  trouble;  and  that,  in 
fact,  he  was  not  sufficiently  solicitous  about 
anything.  He  was,  however,  undoubtedly  a  lad 
of  great  promise,  and  one  of  whom  any  father 
might  have  been  proud. 

He  was  not  a  handsome  boy,  nor  did  he 
become  a  handsome  man.  His  face  was  too 
solid,  his  cheeks  too  square,  and  his  forehead 
too  heavy;  but  his  eyes,  though  small,  were 
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bright,  and  his  mouth  was  wonderfully  marked 
by  intelligence.  When  he  grew  to  be  a  man, 
he  wore  no  beard,  not  even  the  slightest 
apology  for  a  whisker,  and  this  perhaps  added 
to  the  apparent  heaviness  of  his  face ;  but  he 
probably  best  understood  his  own  appearance, 
for  in  those  days  no  face  bore  on  it  more 
legible  marks  of  an  acute  mind. 

At  the  age  of  twelve,  he  was  sent  to 
Winchester,  and  as  his  holidays  were  still 
passed  with  his  uncle,  he  then  ceased  to  regard 
Hurst  Staple  as  his  home.  Twice  a  year,  as  he 
went  up  to  town,  he  stayed  there  for  a  couple 
of  days ;  but  he  was  soon  looked  oil  as  a 
visitor,  and  the  little  Wilkinsons  no  longer 
regarded  him  as  half  a  brother  in  reality  and 
quite  a  brother  in  love. 

Arthur  Wilkinson  was  very  nearly  of  the 
same  age.  He  was  just  older  than  young  Ber- 
tram— ^by  three  months  or  so ;  just  sufficiently 
to  give  to  Wilkinson  a  feeling  of  seniority  when 
they  first  met,  and  a  consciousness  that  as  he 
was  the  senior  in  age,  he  should  be  the  senior 
in  scholastic  lore.  But  this  consciousness  Wil- 
kinson was  not  able  to  attain ;  and  during  all 
the  early  years  of  his  life,  he  was  making  a  vain 
struggle  to  be  as  good  a  man  as  his  cousin; 
that  is,  as  'good  in  scholarship,  as  good  in 
fighting,  as  good  in  play,  and  as  good  in  spirit. 

In  looks,  at  any  rate,  Arthur  was  superior  to 
George ;  and  much  consolation  did  his  mother 
receive  from  this  conviction.  Young  Wilkin- 
son was  a  very  handsome  lad,  and  grew  up 
to  be  a  handsome  man ;  but  his  beauty  was 
of  that  regular   sort  which  is   more  p\e2L*sa!k% 
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I  in  a  boy  thao  in  a  man.  He  was  also  an 
excellent  lad,  and  no  parent  could  be  so  thank- 
less as  to  be  other  than  proud  of  him.  All  men 
said  all  good  things  of  him,  so  that  Mr.  IVilkin- 
son  coiild  not  but  be  contented.  Nevertheless, 
one  would  always  wish  to  see  one's  own  son  not 
less  bright  than  one's  friend's  son. 

Arthur  Wilkinson  was  also  sent  to  Win- 
chester. Perhaps  it  would  have  been  better 
for  the  cousins  that  they  should  have  gone  to 
diiTerent  schools.  The  matter,  however,  had 
been  left  to  Mr.  Wilkinson,  and  as  he  thought 
Winchester  good  for  his  own  son,  he  naturally 
thought  the  same  school  was  good  for  Sir 
Lionel's  son.  But  Bertram  was  entered  as  a 
commoner,  whereas  Wilkinson  was  in  the  col- 
lege. Those  who  know  Winchester  will  under- 
stand, that  though,  as  regarded  school  business 
and  school  hours,  they  were  at  the  same  estab- 
lishment, Ihey  were  not  together  at  the  much 
more  important  hours  of  eating,  sleeping,  and 
playing.  They  did  not  cease  to  be  friends,  but 
they  did  cease  to  live  together  as  friends  gene- 
rally do  live  when  educated  at  the  same  school. 
At  Winchester  they  both  did  fairly  well ; 
but  Bertram  did  much  the  best.  He  got  the 
prizes,  whereas  his  cousin  did  but  nearly  get 
them.  He  went  up  from  class  to  class  above 
the  other ;  and  when  the  last  tussle  for  pride 
of  place  came  on  at  the  close  of  their  boyish 
career,  Bertram  was  the  victor.  He  stood 
forth  to  spout  out  the  Latin  hexameters,  and 
to  receive  the  golden  medal,  while  Wilkinson 
had   no  other   privilege   than  to  sit  still  and 

I  listen  to  them. 
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I  believe  masters  but  seldom  recognize  the 
agony  of  spirit  with  which  boys  endure  being 
beaten  in  these  contests.  Boys  on  such  sub- 
jects are  very  reticent ;  they  hardly  understand 
their  own  feelings  enough  to  speak  of  them, 
and  are  too  much  accustomed  both  to  ridicule 
and  censure  to  look  anywhere  for  sympathy. 
A  favourite  sister  may  perhaps  be  told  of  the 
hard  struggle  and  the  bitter  failure,  but  not 
a  word  is  said  to  any  one  else.  His  father,  so 
thinks  the  boy,  is  angry  at  his  failure ;  and  even 
his  mother's  kisses  will  hardly  be  warmed  by 
such  a  subject  We  are  too  apt  to  think  that 
if  our  children  eat  pudding  and  make  a  noise 
they  require  no  sympathy.  A  boy  may  fail 
at  school,  and  afterwards  eat  much  pudding, 
and  make  much  noise ;  but,  ah  !  how  his  young 
heart  may  sigh  for  some  one  to  grieve  with 
him  over  his  failures  ! 

Wilkinson  was  unfortunate  at  school.  It 
was  a  great  object  with  his  father  that  he  should 
get  a  scholarship  at  New  College,  to  which, 
as  all  the  world  knows,  his  path  lay  through 
the  college  of  Winchester.  When  his  time 
came,  he  was  all  but  successful — but  he  was 
not  successful.  The  vacancies  in  his  year  were 
few  in  number,  only  three,  and,  of  these,  two 
were  preoccupied,  according  to  the  then  rule 
of  the  place.,  by  those  heaven-bom  Wykamists, 
called  founders  kin.  He  was  only  the  second 
best  on  the  list,  and  lost  the  prize. 

Bertram,  having  been  a  commoner,  had  had 
no  right  to  think  of  New  College ;  but  at  the 
time  when  he  was  to  be  removed  to  Oxford,  his 
uncle  gave  him  to  understand  that  money  was 
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B.  great  object  to  him.  His  father's  mind  was 
Still  too  fully  absorbed  ia  the  affairs  of  his 
country  to  enable  him  to  think  much  of  his 
son's  expenditure,  and  his  uncle  at  this  period 
took  a  fit  of  disgust  on  the  subject, 

"  Very  well,"  said  George,  "  I  will  give  up 
Oxford  if  I  cannot  do  something  for  myself." 

He  went  up,  however,  to  Trinity,  and  became 
a  candidate  for  a  scholarship  there.  This  be 
obtained  to  the  great  surprise  of  ail  the  Wilkin- 
sons and  of  himself.  In  those  days,  a  lad  of 
eighteen  who  could  get  a  scholarship  at  Trinity 
was  considered  to  be  nearly  safe  in  his  career. 
I  cio  not  know  how  far  this  may  be  altered  now. 
[  The  uncle,  when  he  heard  of  his  nephew's 
I  success,  immediately  allowed  him  what  would 
have  been  amply  sufficient  for  him  had  he  been 
in  possession  of  no  income  from  his  scholarship. 
Bertram,  therefore,  had  been  almost  a  rich  man 
during  his  residence  at  Oxford. 

Young  Wilkinson,  though  he  lost  New  Col- 
lege, received  a  small  scholarship  from  Win- 
chester, and  he  also  was  sent  by  his  father  to 
Oxford.  To  enable  him  to  do  this,  Mr.  Wil- 
kinson was  forced  to  make  a  great  struggle. 
He  had  five  other  children — four  daughters, 
and  one  younger  son,  and  it  was  with  difficulty 
that  he  could  make  up  the  necessary  allowance 
to  carry  Arthur  through  the  University,  But 
he  did  do  so,  and  the  disappointed  Wykamist 
went  up  to  Balliol  with  an  income  amounting 
to  about  half  that  which  his  cousin  enjoyed. 

We  need  not  follow  Ihem  very  accurately 
through  their  college  careers.  They  both 
became  prizemen — one  by  force  of  intellect. 
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and  the  other  by  force  of  industry.  They  both 
went  through  their  little  goes  and  other  goes 
with  sufficient  zeal,  up  to  that  important  day 
on  which  the  great  go  of  all  was  to  be  under- 
gone. They  both  belonged  to  the  same  de- 
bating society  at  Oxford,  and  though  they 
thought  very  differently  on  most  important 
subjects,  they  remamed,  with  some  few  tem- 
porary interruptions,  fast  friends  through  their 
four  years  of  Oxford  residence. 

There  were  periods  when  the  Balliol  man 
was  considered  by  his  fHends  to  run  a  better 
chance  of  academical  success  than  his  brighter 
cousin  at  Trinity.  Wilkinson  worked  hard 
during  his  three  first  years,  and  Bertram  did 
not.  The  style  of  mind,  too,  of  the  former  was 
the  more  adapted  to  win  friends  at  Oxford.  In 
those  days  the  Tracts  were  new,  and  read  by 
everybody,  and  what  has  since  been  called 
Puseyism  was  in  its  robust  infancy.  Wilkinson 
proclaimed  himself,  while  yet  little  more  than 
a  boy,  to  be  an  admirer  of  poor  Froude  and  a 
follower  of  Newman.  Bertram,  on  the  other 
hand,  was  unsparing  in  his .  ridicule  of  the 
"  Remains,'*  set  himself  in  full  opposition  to 
the  Sewells,  and  came  out  as  a  poet — success- 
fully, as  far  as  the  Newdigate  was  concerned — 
in  direct  opposition  to  Keble  and  Faber. 

For  three  years  Wilkinson  worked  hard  and 
regularly ;  but  the  iclat  attending  on  his  success 
somewhat  injured  him. .  In  his  foiuth  year,  or, 
at  any  rate,  in  the  earlier  part  of  it,  he  talked 
more  than  he  read,  and  gave  way  too  much  to 
the  delights  of  society— too  much,  at  least,  for 
one  who  was  so  poor,  and  to  whom  work  was 
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so  tiEcessaiy.  He  could  not  keep  his  position 
by  dint  of  genius,  as  Bertram  might  do  ;  conse- 
quently, though  he  was  held  to  have  taken 
honours  in  taking  his  degree,  he  missed  the 
high  position  at  which  he  had  aimed ;  and 
on  the  day  which  enabled  him  to  write  himself 
bachelor  of  arts,  he  was  in  debt  to  the  amount 
of  a  couple  of  hundred  pounds,  a  sum  which  it 
was  of  course  utterly  out  of  his  power  to  pay, 
and  nearly  as  far  out  of  the  power  of  his 
father. 

It  had  always  been  Bertram's  delight  to 
study  in  such  a  manner  that  men  should  think 
he  did  not  study.  There  was  an  affectation  in 
this,  perhaps  not  uncommon  to  men  of  genius, 
but  which  was  deleterious  lo  his  character — as 
all  affectations  are.  It  was,  however,  the  fact, 
that  during  the  last  year  before  his  examination, 
he  did  study  hard.  There  was  a  set  round  him 
at  his  college  among  whom  he  was  esteemed  as 
a  great  man— a  little  sect  of  worshippers,  who 
looked  for  their  idol  to  do  great  things  ;  and  it 
was  a  point  of  honour  with  ihem  to  assist  this 
pretence  of  his.  They  gloried  in  Bertram's 
idleness;  told  stories,  not  quite  veracious,  of 
his  doings  at  wine-parties ;  and  proved,  to  the 
satisfaction  of  admiring  freshmen,  that  he 
thought  of  nothing  but  his  horse  and  his  boat- 
ing. He  could  do  without  study  more  than 
any  other  man  could  do  with  it ;  and  as  for  that 
plodding  Balliol  hero,  he  might  look  to  be 
beaten  out  of  the  field  without  an  effort. 

'l"he  Balliol  men  had  been  very  confident  in 
their  hero  up  to  the  last  half-year ;  but  then 
they  began  to   doubt.      Poor   Wilkinson  was 
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beaten  by  his  rival  out  of  the  field,  though, 
probably,  not  without  an  effort  We  may  say 
that  no  man  ever  gets  a  double-first  in  anything 
without  an  effort.  But,  be  that  as  it  may, 
Wilkinson  was  sitting  alone,  a  very  unhappy 
man,  in  his  rooms  at  Balliol,  while  Bertram  was 
being  feted  to  his  heart's  content  at  Trinity. 

It  is  a  grievous  thing  to  have  to  write  home 
to  one's  father,  and  to  say  that  one  has  failed 
when  that  father  has  so  anxiously  longed  for 
success.  Arthur  Wilkinson  would  have  been  a 
made  man  for  life — made  according  to  the 
making  which  both  his  father  and  himself  at 
that  time  thought  the  most  desirable — if  his 
name  had  but  appeared  in  that  first-class  list. 
A  double-first  his  father  had  not  hoped  for; 
but,  in  resolving  not  to  hope  for  it,  he  had  con- 
soled himself  with  thinking  that  the  hopes  which 
he  did  form  were  the  more  certain  of  success ; — 
and  then  there  would  always  be  that  further 
chance  of  happiness  in  store.  But  now  Arthur 
Wilkinson  had  to  tell  his  father  that  he  was 
neither  first  nor  double-first.  His  degree  was 
very  respectable  for  a  man  who  had  not  looked 
for  much,  for  one  who  had  not  been  talked  of 
in  high  places ;  but  it  was  not  respectable  for 
Wilkinson  of  Balliol. 

Va  victis/  He  was  indeed  unhappy  as  he 
sat  there  alone,  meditating  how  he  would  frame 
his  letter.  There  were  no  telegraphs  or  tele- 
grams in  those  days,  and  it  behoved  him  to 
write.  If  he  did  not,  his  father  would  be  at 
Oxford  before  the  next  night  was  over.  How 
should  he  write?  Would  it  not  be  better  to 
write  to  his  mother  ?    And  then  what  should  ba 
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^o,  or  what  should  he  say,  about  that  accursed 
debt? 

His  pen  and  ink  and  paper  were  on  tlie  table, 
and  lie  had  got  into  his  chair  for  the  purpose. 
There  he  had  been  for  some  half-hour,  but  still 
not  a  word  was  written ;  and  his  chair  had 
somehow  got  itself  dragged  round  to  the  fire. 
He  was  thus  sitting  when  he  heard  a  loud  knock 
at  his  outer  door. 

"  Come ;  open  the  door,"  said  Bertram's 
voice,  "  I  know  you  are  there." 

Wilkinson  still  sat  silent.  He  had  not  seen 
iBectram  since  the  lists  had  come  out,  and  he 
could  hardly  make  up  his  mind  whether  he 
could  speak  to  him  or  no. 

"  I  know  you're  there,  and  I'll  have  the  door 
down  if  you  don't  open  it.  There's  nobody 
with  me,"  shouted  the  manly  voice  of  his 
triumphant  friend. 

Slowly  Wilkinson  got  up  and  undid  the  lock. 
He  tried  to  smile  as  he  opened  the  door ;  but 
the  attempt  was  a  failure.  However,  he  could 
still  speak  a  few  words,  heavy  as  his  heart  was. 

"  I  have  to  congratulate  you,"  said  he  to 
Bertram,  "  and  I  do  it  with  all  ray  heart." 

There  was  very  little  heart  in  the  tone  in 
which  this  was  spoken ;  but  then,  what  could 
be  expected  ? 

'■  Thank'ee,  old  fellow,  I'm  sure  you  do. 
Come,  Wilkinson,  give  us  your  hand.  It's  better 
to  have  it  all  out  at  once.  I  wish  you'd  had 
more  luck,  and  there's  an  end  of  it.  It's  all 
luck,  you  know." 

"  No,  it's  not,"  said  Wilkinson,  barely  able  to 
suppress  the  tears. 
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"  Every  bit  of  it  If  a  chap  gets  a  headache, 
or  a  fit  of  the  colic,  it's  all  up  with  him.  Or  if 
he  happens  to  have  been  loose  as  to  some  pet 
point  of  the  examiners,  it's  all  up  with  him.  Or 
if  he  has  taken  a  fad  into  his  head,  and  had  a 
pet  point  of  his  own,  it's  all  up  with  him  then, 
too,  generally.  But  it  will  never  do,  Wilkinson, 
to  boody  over  these  things.  Come,  let  you  and 
I  be  seen  walking  together ;  you'll  get  over  it 
best  in  that  way.  We'll  go  over  to  Parker's, 
and  I'll  stand  a  lunch.  We'll  find  Gerard,  and 
Madden,  and  Twisleton  there»  Twisleton's  so 
disgusted  at  getting  a  fourth.  He  says  he  won't 
take  it,  and  swears  he'll  make  them  let  him  go 
out  inthe.ruck."' 

"  He's  got  as  much  as  he  thought  he'd  get, 
at  any  rate,  and  therefore  he  can't  be  unhappy." 

"  Unhappy  !  who's  unhappy  ?  Nonsense,  my 
dear  fellow.  Shy  all  that  to  the  dogs.  Come, 
let's  go  over  to  Parker's  ;  we  shall  find  Harcourt 
there.     You  know  he's  up,  don't  you  ?  " 

"  No ;  and  I  had  rather  not  meet  him  just  at 
present." 

"  My  dear  fellow,  you  must  get  over  that" 

"  That's  all  very  well  for  you,  who  have  got 
nothing  to  get  over." 

"And  have  I  never  had  anything  to  get  over  ? 
I'll  tell  you  what  it  is ;  I've  come  here  to  pre- 
vent you  firom  moping,  and  I  don't  mean  to 
leave  you.  So,  you  see,  you  may  as  well  come 
with  me  at  first." 

With  some  little  hesitation,  Wilkinson  made 
his  friend  understand  that  he  had  not  yet  written 
home,  and  that  he  could  not  go  out  till  he  had 
done  so. 
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"  Then  I'll  give  you  ten  minutes  to  write 
your  letter;  it  can't  possibly  take  you  more, 
not  even  if  you  put  into  it  my  love  to  my  aunt 
and  cousins." 

"  I  cannot  do  it  wliile  you  are  here." 

"Nonsense!  gammon  !  You  shall  do  it 
while  I'm  here.  I'll  not  allow  you  to  make 
yourself  a  miserable  ass  all  for  nothing.  Come, 
write.  If  it's  not  written  in  ten  minutes,  I'll 
write  it ;"  and  so  saying',  he  took  up  a  play  of 
Aristophanes  wherewith  to  amuse  himself,  by 
way  of  light  reading,  after  the  heavy  work  of 
the  week. 

Poor  Wilkinson  again  drew  his  chair  to  the 
table,  hut  his  heart  was  very  heavy,     Vee  victU  / 


CHAPTER   II  ^H 

BREAKFAST  AND   LUNCH  t- 

WiLKiNSQN  took  the  pen  in  his  hand  and  bent 
himself  over  the  paper  as  though  he  were  going 
to  write;  but  not  an  ink-mark  fell  upon  the 
paper.  How  should  he  write  it  ?  The  task 
might  have  been  comparatively  light  to  him  but 
for  that  dreadful  debt.  Bertram  in  the  mean- 
time tossed  over  the  pages  of  his  book,  looking 
every  now  and  then  at  his  watch ;  and  then 
turning  sharply  round,  he  exclaimed,  "  Well  1  " 
"  I  wish  you'd  leave  me,"  said  Wilkinson ; 
"  I'd  rather  be  alone." 

"  May  I  be  doomed  to  live  and  die  3  don  if 
L  4  do ;  which  style  of  life,  next  to  that  of  an 
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English  bishop,  I  look  on  as  the  most  con- 
temptible in  the  world.  The  Queen's  royal 
beef-eaters  come  next;  but  that,  I  think,  I 
could  endure,  as  their  state  of  do-nothingness 
is  not  so  absolute  a  quantity.  Come ;  how  far 
have  you  got?  Give  me  the  paper,  and  1*11 
write  you  a  letter  in  no  time." 

"  Thank  you ;  I'd  rather  write  my  own  letter." 
"  That's  just  what  I  want  you  to  do,  but  you 
won't;"  and  then  again  he  turned  for  two 
minutes  to  the  "  Frogs."  **  Well — you  see  you 
don't  write.  Come,  we'll  both  have  a  try  at  it, 
and  see  who'll  have  done  first.  I  wonder 
whether  my  father  is  expecting  a  letter  from 
me  ?  "  And,  so  saying,  he  seized  hold  of  pen 
and  paper  and  began  to  write. 

"My  dearest  Father, — This  weary  affair  is 
over  at  last  You  will  be  sorry  to  hear  that  the 
event  is  not  quite  as  well  as  it  might  have  been 
as  far  as  I  am  concerned.  I  had  intended  to 
be  a  first,  and,  lo  !  I  am  only  a  second.  If  my 
ambition  had  been  confined  to  the  second  class, 
probably  I  might  have  come  out  a  first.  I  am 
very  sorry  for  it,  chiefly  for  your  sake ;  but  in 
these  days  no  man  can  count  on  the  highest 
honours  as  a  certainty.  As  I  shall  be  home  on 
Tuesday,  I  won't  say  any  more.  I  can't  give 
you  any  tidings  about  the  fellowships  yet. 
Bertram  has  had  his  old  luck  again.  He  sends 
his  love  to  mamma  and  the  girls. 

"  Your  very  affectionate  son, 

*' Arthur  Wilkinson." 

"There,  scribble  that  off;  it  will  do  just  as 
well  as  anything  else." 
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"  Do  not  seem  to  be  vexed  with  him  when  he 
comes  home/'  said  the  mother. 

"  Vexed  with  him  1  you  mean  angry.  Of 
course,  I'm  not  angry.  He  has  done  his  best,  I 
suppose.     It's  unlucky,  that's  all." 

And  then  the  breakfast  was  continued  in 
silence. 

"I  don't  know  what  he's  to  do,"  said  the 
father,  after  awhile ;  **  he'll  have  to  take  a  curacy, 
I  suppose." 

"  I  thought  he  meant  to  stop  up  at  Oxford 
and  take  pupils,"  said  Mary. 

"I  don't  know  that  he  can  get  pupils  now. 
Besides,  he'll  not  have  a  fellowship  to  help 
him." 

"  Won't  he  get  a  fellowship  at  all,  papa  ?  " 

"Very  probably  not,  I  should  think."  And 
then  the  family  finished  their  meal  in  silence. 

It  certainly  is  not  pleasant  to  have  one's 
hopes  disappointed;  but  Mr.  Wilkinson  was 
hardly  just  in  allowing  himself  to  be  so  ex- 
tremely put  about  by  his  son's  failure  in  getting 
the  highest  honours.  Did  he  remember  what 
other  fathers  feel  when  their  sons  are  plucked  ? 
or,  did  he  reflect  that  Arthur  had,  at  any  rate, 
done  much  better  than  nineteen  out  of  every 
twenty  young  men  that  go  up  to  Oxford  ?  But 
then  Mr.  Wilkinson  had  a  double  cause  for 
grief.  Had  George  Bertram  failed  also,  he 
might  perhaps  have  borne  it  better. 

As  soon  as  the  letter  had  been  written  and 
made  up,  Wilkinson  suffered  himself  to  be  led 
out  of  the  room. 

"  And  now  for  Parker's,"  said  Bertram ;  "  you 
will  be  glad  to  see  Harcourt." 
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"Indeed,  I  shall  not  Harcourt's  all  very 
well ;  but  just  at  present,  I  would  much  rather 
see  nobody." 

"Well,  then,  he'll  be  glad  to  see  you;  and 
that  will  be  quite  the  same  thing.  Come 
along." 

Mr.  Harcourt  was  a  young  barrister  but 
lately  called  to  the  bar,  who  had  been  at  Ox- 
ford spending  his  last  year  when  Bertram  and 
Wilkinson  were  freshmen ;  and  having  been  at 
Bertram's  college,  he  had  been  intimate  with 
both  of  them.  He  was  now  beginning  to  prac- 
tise, and  men  said  that  he  was  to  rise  in  the 
world.  In  London  he  was  still  a  very  young 
man ;  but  at  Oxford  he  was  held  to  be  one  who, 
from  his  three  years'  life  in  town,  had  become 
well  versed  in  the  world's  ways.  He  was  much 
in  the  habit  of  coming  to  Oxford,  and  when 
there  usually  spent  a  good  deal  of  his  time  with 
George  Bertram. 

And  so  Wilkinson  walked  forth  into  the  street 
arm  and  arm  with  his  cousin.  It  was  a  grievous 
trial  to  him ;  but  he  had  a  feeling  within  him 
that  the  sooner  the  sorrow  was  encountered  the 
sooner  it  would  be  over.  They  turned  into  the 
High  Street,  and  as  they  went  they  met  crowds 
of  men  who  knew  them  both.  Of  course  it  was 
to  be  expected  that  Bertram's  friends  should 
congratulate  him.  But  this  was  not  the  worst ; 
some  of  them  were  so  ill  advised  as  to  condole 
with  Wilkinson. 

"  Get  it  over  at  once,"  whispered  Bertram  to 
him,  "and  then  it  will  be  over,  now  and  for 
ever." 

And  then  fliey  arrived  at  Parker's,  and  th^t^ 
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"Do  not  seem  to  be  vexed  with  him  when  he 
comes  home,"  said  the  mother, 

"  Vexed  with  him !   you   mean   angry.     Of 

urse,  I'm  not  angry.  He  has  done  his  best,  I 
suppose.     It's  unlucky,  that's  all," 

And  then   the   breakfast   was    continued   in 

"I  don't  know  what  he's  to  do,"  said  the 
father,  after  awhile ;  "  he'll  have  to  take  a  curacy, 
I  suppose." 

"  I  thought  he  meant  to  stop  up  at  Oxford 
and  take  pupils,"  said  Mary. 

"  I  don't  know  that  he  can  get  pupils  now. 
Besides,  he'll  not  have  a  fellowship  to  help 
him." 

"Won't  he  get  a  fellowship  at  all,  papa?" 
"  Very  probably  not,  I  should  think."     And 
then  the  family  finished  their  meal  in  silence. 

It  certainly  is  not  pleasant   to   have   one's 
hopes    disappointed ;    but  Mr.  Wilkinson  was 
hardly  just  in  allowing  himself  to  be  so   ex- 
tremely put  about  by  his  son's  failure  in  getting 
the  highest  honours.     Did  he  remember  what 
other  fathers  feel  when  their  sons  are  plucked  ? 
or,  did  he  reflect  that  Arthur  had,  at  any  rate, 
done  much  better  than  nineteen  out  of  every 
twenty  young  men  that  go  up  to  Oxford  ?     But 
then  Mr.  Wilkinson   had    a    double  cause  for 
^t         grief.     Had    George    Bertram   failed   also,    he 
^ft       might  perhaps  have  borne  it  better, 
^B  A3  soon  as  the  letter  had  been  written  and 

^B       made  up,  Wilkinson  suffered  himself  to  be  led 
^B       out  of  the  room. 

^M  "  And  now  for  Parker's,"  said  Bertram  ;  "  you 

^L      will  be  glad  to  see  Hatcourt." 
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"Indeed,  I  shall  not  Harcourt's  all  very 
well ;  but  just  at  present,  I  would  much  rather 
see  nobody." 

"Well,  then,  he'll  be  glad  to  see  you;  and 
that  will  be  quite  the  same  thing.  Come 
along." 

Mr.  Harcourt  was  a  young  barrister  but 
lately  called  to  the  bar,  who  had  been  at  Ox- 
ford spending  his  last  year  when  Bertram  and 
Wilkinson  were  freshmen ;  and  having  been  at 
Bertram's  college,  he  had  been  intimate  with 
both  of  them.  He  was  now  beginning  to  prac- 
tise, and  men  said  that  he  was  to  rise  in  the 
world.  In  London  he  was  still  a  very  young 
man ;  but  at  Oxford  he  was  held  to  be  one  who, 
from  his  three  years'  life  in  town,  had  become 
well  versed  in  the  world's  ways.  He  was  much 
in  the  habit  of  coming  to  Oxford,  and  when 
there  usually  spent  a  good  deal  of  his  time  with 
George  Bertram. 

And  so  Wilkinson  walked  forth  into  the  street 
arm  and  arm  with  his  cousin.  It  was  a  grievous 
trial  to  him ;  but  he  had  a  feeling  within  him 
that  the  sooner  the  sorrow  was  encountered  the 
sooner  it  would  be  over.  They  turned  into  the 
High  Street,  and  as  they  went  they  met  crowds 
of  men  who  knew  them  both.  Of  course  it  was 
to  be  expected  that  Bertram's  friends  should 
congratulate  him.  But  this  was  not  the  worst ; 
some  of  them  were  so  ill  advised  as  to  condole 
with  Wilkinson. 

"  Get  it  over  at  once,"  whispered  Bertram  to 
him,  "and  then  it  will  be  over,  now  and  for 
ever." 

And  then  they  arrived  at  Parker's,  atvd  tt\^\^ 
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found  all  those  whom  Bertram  had  named,  and 
many  others.  Mr.  Paiker  was,  it  is  believed,  a 
pastrycook  by  trade;  but  he  very  commonly 
dabbled  in  more  piquant  luxuries  than  jam  tarts 
or  Bath  buns.  Men  who  knew  what  was  what, 
and  who  were  willing  to  pay — or  to  promise  to 
pay^ — for  their  knowledge,  were  in  the  habit  of 
break&Eting  there,  and  limching.  Now  a  break- 
fast or  a  lunch  at  Parker's  generally  meaat 
champagne. 

Harcourt  was  seated  on  the  table  when  they 
got  into  the  back  room,  and  the  other  men  were 
standing. 


he  sung  out  as  Bertram  entered  the  room. 
"Make  way  for  the  double-first — the  hero  of 
the  age,  gentlemen  1  I  am  told  ihat  they  mean 
to  put  up  an  alabaster  statue  to  him  in  the 
Common  Room  at  Trinity.  However,  I  will 
vote  for  nothing  more  expensive  than  marble." 

"  Make  it  in  pie-crusl,"  said  BurUam,  "  and 
let  Parker  be  the  artist." 

"Yes;  and  we'll  celebrate  the  installation 
with  champagne  and  patk  di  foie  gras"  said 
Twifileton. 

''And  afterwards  devour  the  object   of  our 

latiy,  to  show  how  short-lived  is  the  fame 
which  we  work  so  hard,"  said  Madden, 

"J   should  be  delighted  at   such  tokens  of 

lUT  regard,  gentlemen.  Harcourt,  you  haven't 
.■n  Wilkinson," 

Hurcourl  turned  round  and  shook  hands 
>  witli  bis  othei  tneod,      ,'  Upon    my 
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word,  I  did  not  see  yon,  Master  Wilkinsoii. 
You  have  such  a  habit  of  hiding  yourself  under 
a  bushel  that  one  always  misses  you.  Well ;  so 
the  great  day  is  over,  and  the  great  deed  done. 
It's  a  bore  out  of  the  way,  trampled  under  foot 
and  got  rid  of;  that's  my  idea  of  a  degree." 

WUkinson  merely  smiled ;  but  Harcourt  saw 
at  once  that  he  was  a  deeply-disappointed  man. 
The  barrister,  however,  was  too  much  a  man  of 
the  world  either  to  congratulate  him  or  condole 
with  him. 

"  There  are  fewer  firsts  this  year  than  there 
have  been  for  the  last  nine  years,"  said  Gerard, 
thinking  to  soften  the  asperity  of  Wilkinson's 
position. 

"  That;  may  'be  because  the  examiners  re- 
quired more,  or  because  the  men  had  less 
to  give,"  said  Madden,  forgetting  all  about 
Wilkinson.     ' 

"  Why,  what  noodles  you  are,"  said  Bertram, 
"not  to  kiiow  that  it's  ail  settled  by  chance  at 
roulette  the  night  before  the  lists  come  down  ! 
If  it's  not,  it  -ought  to  be.  The  average  result 
would  be  just  as  fair.  Come,  Harcourt,  I  know 
that  you,  with  your  Temple  experiences,  won't 
drink  Oxford  wine ;  but  your  good  nature  will 
condescend  to  see  the  children  feeding.  Wilkin- 
son, sit  opposite  there  and  give  Twisleton  some 
of  that  pie  that  he  was  talking  of."  And  so  they 
sat  down  to  their  banquet ;  and  Harcourt,  in 
spite  of  the  refinement  which  London  had 
doubtless  given  to  his  taste,  seemed  perfectly 
able  to  appreciate  the  flavour  of  the  University 
vintage. 

"  Gentlemen,  silence  for  one  monxexvX"  ^^\^ 
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Harcourt,  when  the  graver  work  of  eating  began 
to  lull,  and  men  torpidly  peeled  their  pears, 
and  then  cut  them  up  into  shapes  instead  of 
eating  them.  "  It  is  always  said  at  all  the 
breakfasts  I  go  to " 

"This  is  not  a  breakfast,"  said  Bettrani,  "it's 
a  lunch." 

"Well,  all  the  lunches,  then  ;  and  God  bless 
you.  It's  always  said  at  these  matutinal  meais 
. — which,  by-the-by,  would  be  the  nicest  things  in 
the  world,  only  one  doesn't  know  what  on  earth 
fo  do  when  they're  over." 

"  It's  time  to  go  to  dinner  then,"  said 
Twisletoa 

"  That  may  do  for  the  '  dura  ilia  '  of  a  fresh- 
man, but  now  that  you're  a  B.A,,  you'll  find 
that  that  power  fails  you  greatly.  But,  for 
heaven's  sake,  let  me  go  on  with  my  speech,  or 
you'll  not  get  away  either  to  dinner  or  to  supper. 
It  is  commonly  declared,  I  say,  that  there  should 
be  no  speaking  at  these  delicious  little  morning 
repasts." 

"  Do  you  call  tiiat  a  little  repast  ? "  said 
Madden,  who  was  lying  back  in  his  chair  with  a 

jar  in  his  mouth,   of  which  he  hardly  had 

■ength  enough  left  to  puff  out  the  smoke. 

"  I  mean  no  offence  to  the  feed,  which,  of  its 
Jrind,  has  been  only  too  good.  If  I'm  to  be 
allowed  to  go  on,  I'll  say,  that  this  rule,  which 
is  always  laid  down,  is  always  broken ;  and 
therefore  I  feel  no  hesitation  in  breaking  it  on 
this  occasion.  A  long  speech  is  a  long  bore, 
and  a  little  speech  is  a  little  bore ;  but  bores 
must  be  endured.  We  can't  do  very  well  with- 
out them.     Now  my  bore  shall  be  a  very  short 
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bore  if  Tm  allowed  to  make  an  end  of  it  without 
interruption." 

"All  right,  Harcourt,"  said  Bertram.  "Go 
ahead;  we're  only  too  delighted  to  hear  you* 
It  isn't  every  day  we  have  a  London  barrister 
here." 

"  No ;  and  it  isn't  every  day  that  we  have  a 
double-first  at  old  Trinity.  Gentlemen,  there 
are,  I  think,  five,  six  Trinity  men  here  including 
myself.  It  will  be  a  point  of  honour  with  you 
to  drink  health  and  prosperity  to  our  friend 
Bertram  with  all  the  honours.  We  have  many 
men  of  whom  we  can  boast  at  Trinity ;  but  if 
I  have  any  insight  into  character,  any  power  of 
judging  what  a  man  will  do" — it  must  be  re- 
membered that  Mr.  Harcourt,  though  a  very 
young  man  in  London,  was  by  no  means  a 
young  man  at  Oxford — "  there  have  been  very 
few  before  him  who  have  achieved  a  higher 
place  than  will  fall  to  his  lot,  or  whose  name 
will  be  more  in  men's  mouths  than  his.  There 
are  also  here  four  gentlemen  of  other  colleges  ; 
they  will  not,  I  am  sure,  begrudge  us  our 
triumph ;  they  are  his  old  friends,  and  will  be 
as  proud  of  tiie  Oxford  man  as  we  are  of  the 
Trinity  man.  Gentlemen,  here  is  prosperity  to 
Ottr  friend  the  double-first,  and  health  to  enjoy 
the  firuits  of  his  labour." 

Whereupon  the  toast  was  drunk  with  a  great 
deal  of  fervour.  It  was  astonishing  that  ten 
men  should  make  so  much  uproar ;  even  Wilkin- 
son, whose  heart  the  wine  had  just  touched 
sufficiently  to  raise  it  a  little  from  the  depth 
to  which  it  had  fallen  —  even  he  cheered; 
and  Madden,  overcoming  by  dcgre^^  VCv^  x^cx 
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tmnatural  repugnance  to  rise,  produced  from 
certain  vast  depths  a  double-bass  hurrah. 

"  Bertram,"  said  he,  when  the  voices  and 
glasses  were  once  more  silent,  "  you're  a  credit 
to  your  college,  and  I've  a  regard  for  you  ;  so  I 
don't  mind  running  the  risk  for  once.  But  1 
must  beg  that  I  may  not  be  asked  to  repeat  it." 

Bertram  of  course  returned  thanks  to  his 
guests  with  all  the  mawkish  modesty  which 
usually  marks  such  speeches — or,  rather,  with 
modesty  which  would  be  raawkisii  were  it  not 
BO  completely  a  matter  of  course.  And  then 
he  sat  down ;  and  then,  with  a  face  rather 
heightened  in  colour,  he  Tgot  upon  his  legs 
again. 

"  In  spite  of  Madden's  difficulty  of  utterance," 
said  he,  "  and  his  very  visible  disinclination  to 

"  I'm  not  going  to  do  any  more  shouting," 
said  Madden,  "even  though  you  propose  the 
health  of  the  chancellor,  vice-chancellor,  and 
two  members." 

"Not  even  tliough  he  throws  the  proctor's 
into  the  bargain,"  said  Twisletoo. 

"  You  may  shout  or  not  as  you  like ;  but  at 

tlie  risk  of  giving  some  temporary  pain  to  as 

good  a  friend  as  I  have  in  the  world,  I  will  ask 

you  lo  drink  the  health  of  one  whom  on  this 

k    occasion  fortune  has  not  favoured — I  mean  my 

B    cousin,  Arthur  Wilkinson,      The  lists  as  they 

■  come  down  are,  I  dare  say,  made  out  with  tole- 
f  nbk  fairness.  It  is  not  at  any  rate  for  roe  to 
r     5Tuinl)le  at  tliem.    But  of  this  I  am  quite  soie, 

tJuit  did  tlterc  exist  some  infallible  test  for  find- 

■  ^V  out  die  best  man,  no  man's  oKm^  in.  ^Ouk 
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year  would  have  been  placed  before  his.  He 
is  not  so  jovial  as  the  rest  of  us  now,  because 
he  has  partly  failed;  but  the  time  will  come 
when  he  will  not  fail."  And  then  Arthur 
Wilkinson's  health  was  toasted  with  a  somewhat 
bated  enthusiasm,  but  still  with  sufficient  kdat 
to  make  every  glass  in  Mr.  Parker's  house  ring 
on  its  shelf 

Poor  Wilkinson's  ears  tingled  when  he  heard 
his  name  pronounced;  and  he  would  at  the 
moment  have  given  anything  to  be  allowed  to 
be  quiet.  But  it  may  be  doubted  whether  he 
would  not  have  been  more  hurt  had  he  been 
left  there  without  any  notice.  It  is  very  hard 
to  tune  oneself  aright  to  a  disappointed  man. 
".I'll  break  the  ice  for  him,  at  any  rate,"  said 
Bertram  to  himself.  *' When,  he's  used  to  talk 
about  it,  he  will  suffer  less." 

Wilkinson  had  been  accounted  a  good  hand 
at  speaking  in  the  debating  society,  and  though 
rather  more  prolix  than  Bertram,  and  not  quite 
so  vivacious,  had  been  considered  almost  more 
than  a  match  for  his  cousin  on  account  of  his 
superior  erudition  and  more  practised  delivery ; 
but  now  his  voluble  gift  of  words  deserted  him. 
"  He  was  much  obliged  to  them,"  he  said ; 
"  though  perhaps,  on  the  whole,  it  was  better 
that  men  who  placed  themselves  in  a  mediocre 
condition  should  be  left  to  their  mediocrity. 
He  had  no  doubt  himself  of  the  justness  of  the 
lists.  It  would  be  useless  for  him  to  say  that 
he  had  not  aspired;  all  the  world" — it  was  all 
the  world  to  him — "  knew  too  well  that  he  had 
aspired.  But  he  had  received  a  \t^^OTv  ^\^^ 
wight  probably  be  useful  to  him  toi  \\x^  x^'sX  oi 
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his  life.  As  for  failing,  or  not  failing,  that 
depended  on  the  hopes  which  a  man  might 
form  for  himself.  He  trusted  that  his  would 
henceforth  be  so  moderate  in  their  nature  as  to 
admit  of  a  probability  of  their  being  realized." 
Having  uttered  these  very  lugubrious  words, 
and  almost  succeeded  in  throwing  a  wet 
blanket  over  the  party,  he  sat  down. 

"  Now,  you're  not  going  to  do  anybody  else, 
are  you  ? "  said  Madden. 

"Only  Twisleton,  and  Gerard,  and  Hop- 
good,"  answered  Bertram ;  "  and  Fortescue 
looks  as  if  he  expected  it.  Perhaps,  however, 
he'll  let  us  off  till  the  day  after  to-morrow." 

And  then,  with  a  round  of  milk  punch, 
another  cigar  apiece,  and  a  little  more  chat, 
the  party  broke  up. 

Bertram  and  Harcourt  remained  together, 
and  Bertram  endeavoured  to  induce  Wilkinson 
to  stay  with  them.  He,  however,  wished  to  be 
alone,  and  got  home  to  his  college  by  himself. 

"  You  always  overrated  that  man,"  said 
Harcourt. 

"  I  think  not ;  hut  time  will  show.  After 
all,  a  good  degree  is  not  everything  in  the 
world.  Who  in  London  cares  about  senior 
wranglers  and  double-firsts  ?  When  all  is  done, 
I  don't  see  the  use  of  it." 

"Nobody  cares  much  about  wranglers  and 
double-firsts;  but  these  are  the  men,  never- 
theless, who  get  the  best  of  what's  going. 
Wood  that  will  swim  in  one  water  will  swim 
in  all  waters." 

■  You'll  find  Wilkinson  will  swim  yet" 

'  That  is,  he  won't  sink.    I  don't  sajr  he  wilL 
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Nine-tenths  of  the  men  in  the  world  neither 
swim  nor  sink ;  they  just  go  along  with  their 
bows  above  the  wave,  but  dreadfully  water- 
lo^ed,  barely  able  to  carry  the  burdens  thrown 
on  them ;  but  yet  not  absolutely  sinking ; 
fighting  a  hard  fight  for  little  more  than  mere 
bread,  and  forgetting  all  other  desires  in  their 
great  desire  to  get  that.  When  such  a  man 
does  get  bread,  he  can't  be  said  to  sink." 
"  Ah  !  Wilkinson  will  do  more  than  that." 
"  Something  more,  or  something  less,  as  the 
case  may  be.  But,  believe  me,  he  is  not  the 
man  to  make  other  men  fall  before  him.  In- 
dustry alone  never  does  that,  and  certainly 
not  that  sort  of  industry  which  breaks  down 
once  in  every  six  months.  But  come,  Mr. 
Parker's  champagne  makes  my  head  buzz :  let 
us  take  a  walk  up  the  river;  Twisleton's  idea 
of  going  to  dinner  requires  far  too  much  pluck 
for  me." 

And  so  they  walked  out  along  the  towing- 
pathy  discussing  many  things  of  much  import- 
ance to  them. 

**  There  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  men 
Which,  taken  at  the  flood,  leads  on  to  fortune." 

In  nine  cases  out  of  ten,  this  flood-tide  comes 
but  once  in  life,  and  then  in  early  years.  A 
man  may  have  a  second  or  a  third  chance  for 
decent  maintenance,  but  hardly  a  second  chance 
for  fortune's  brighter  favours.  The  horse  that 
is  to  win  the  race  needs  not  make  all  his  best 
running  at  once ;  but  he  that  starts  badly  will 
rarely  do  so.  When  a  young  man  discusses 
what  shall  be  his  future  walk  in  life,  he  is 
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talking  of  all  that  concerns  his  success  as  far 
as  this  world  is  concerned.  And  it  is  so  hard 
for  a  youth  to  know,  to  make  even  a  fair  guess, 
as  to  what  his  own  capacities  are !  The  right 
man  is  wanted  in  the  right  place ;  but  how  is 
a  lad  of  two  and  twenty  to  surmise  what  place 
will  be  right  for  him?  And  yet,  if  he  surmises 
wrong,  he  fails  in  taking  his  tide  at  its  single 
flood.  How  many  lawyers  are  there  who  should 
have  been  soldiers  !  how  many  clergymen  who 
should  have  been  lawyers  !  how  many  unsuccess- 
ful doctors  who  might  have  done  well  on  'Change, 
or  in  Capel  Court ! 

Bertram  had  an  inkling  of  this ;  and  Har- 
court  had  more  than  an  inkling.  His  path  in 
life  was  chosen,  and  he  had  much  self-confidence 
that  he  had  chosen  it  well.  He  had  never 
doubted  much,  and  since  he  had  once  deter- 
mined had  never  doubted  at  all  He  had 
worked  hard,  and  was  prepared  to  work  hard  j 
not  trusting  over  much  in  his  own  talents,  but 
trusting  greatly  in  his  Own  industry.  But  Ber- 
tram, with  double  his  friend's  genius,  had,  at 
any  rate  as  yet,  but  little  of  his  friend's  stability. 
To  him  the  world  was  ail  before  him  where  to 
choose ;  but  he  was  sadly  in  want  of  something 
that  should  guide  his  choice.  He  had  a  high, 
but  at  the  same  time  a  vague  ambition.  The 
law,  the  church,  letters,  art,  and  politics  all 
enticed  him ;  but  be  could  not  decide  of  which 
mistress  the  blandishments  were  the  sweetest 

Well,    when    shall    we    have    you    up    in 
London  ?  ''  said  Harcourt. 

In  London !  I  don't  know  that  I  shall  go 

London.     I  shall  go  down  to  Hadley  for  a 


^_  "  Well, 
^^L  London  ? 
^M  "In  Li 
^^Lto  Londo 
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few  weeks  of  course" — Bertram's  uncle  lived  at 
the  village  of  that  name,  in  the  close  vicinity  of 
Bamet — "but  what  I  shall  do  then,  I  don't  in 
the  least  know." 

"But  I  know  you'll  come  to  London  and 
begin  to  keep  your  terms." 

"What,  at  the  Middle  Temple?" 

"  At  some  Temple  or  some  Inn :  of  course 
you  won't  go  where  anybody  else  goes;  lo 
probably  it  will  be  Gray's  Inn." 

"No,  I  shall  probably  do  a  much  more 
commonplace  thing ;  come  back  here  and  take 
orders." 

"Take  orders!  You!  You  can  no  more 
swallow  the  thirty-nine  articles  than  I  can  ett 
Twisleton's  dinner." 

"  A  man  never  knows  what  be  can  do  till  he 
tries.  A  great  deal  of  good  may  be  done  by  a 
clergyman  if  he  be  in  earnest  and  not  too 
much  wedded  to  the  Church  of  England.  I 
should  have  no  doubt  about  it  if  the  voluntary 
principle  were  in  vogue." 

^  A  voluntary  fiddlestick  ! " 

"  Well,  even  a  voluntary  fiddlestick — if  it  be 
voluntary  and  well  used." 

"Of  course  you'll  be  a  barrister.  It  is  what  you 
are  cut  out  for,  and  what  you  always  intended" 

"It  is  the  most  alluring  trade  going,  I  own ; 
— but  then  they  are  all  such  rogues.  Of  course 
you  will  be  an  exception." 

"  I  shall  do  at  Rome  as  Romans  do— I  hope 
always.  My  doctrine  is,  that  we  have  no 
immutable  law  of  right  and  wrong." 

"  A  very  comfortable  code.  I  wish  I  could 
share  it." 
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"Well,  you  will  some  of  these  days ;  indeed, 
you  do  now  practically.  But  the  subject  is  too 
long  to  talk  of  here.  But  as  I  know  you  won't 
go  into  the  church,  I  expect  to  see  you  settled 
in  London  before  Christmas." 

"  What  am  I  to  live  on,  my  dear  fellow  ?  " 

"  Like  all  good  nephews,  live  on  your  uncle. 
Besides,  you  will  have  your  fellowship ;  live  on 
that,  as  1  do." 

"  You  have  more  than  your  fellowship  ;  and 
as  for  my  uncle,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  have  no 
fancy  for  living  on  him.  I  am  not  quite  sure 
that  he  doesn't  mean  me  to  think  that  it's 
charity.  However,  I  shall  have  the  matter  out 
with  him  now." 

"Have  the  matter  out  with  him !— and 
charity !  What  an  ass  you  are !  An  uncle  is 
just  the  same  as  a  father," 

"  My  uncle  is  not  the  same  to  me  as  my 
father." 

"  No ;  and  by  all  accounts  it's  lucky  for  you 
that  he  is  not  Stick  to  your  uncle,  my  dear 
fellow,  and  come  up  to  London.  The  ball  will 
be  at  your  foot." 

"  Did  you  ever  read  Manyat's  novel, 
Harcourt  ? " 

"What,  Peter  Simple?" 

"  No,  that  other  one.  I  think  of  going  out  as 
another  Japhet  in  search  of  a  father.  I  have 
a  great  anxiety  to  know  what  mine's  like.  It's 
fourteen  years  now  since  I  saw  him." 

"  He  is  at  Teheran,  isn't  he?" 

"At  Hong  Kong,  I  think,  just  at  present; 
but  I  might  probably  catch  him  at  Panama ;  he 
has  something  to  do  with  the  isthmus  there." 
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"You  wouldn't  have  half  the  chance  that 
Japhet  had,  and  would  only  lose  a  great  deal  of 
time.  Besides,  if  you  talk  of  means,  that  would 
want  money." 

They  were  now  walking  back  towards  Oxford, 
and  had  been  talking  about  fifty  indifferent 
subjects,  when  Bertram  again  began. 

**  After  all,  there's  only  one  decent  career  for 
a  man  in  England." 

"  And  what  is  the  one  decent  career  ?  " 

"  Politics  and  Parliament.  It's  all  very  well 
belonging  to  a  free  nation,  and  ruling  oneself,  if 
one  can  be  one  of  the  rulers.  Otherwise,  as  far 
as  I  can  see,  a  man  will  suffer  less  from  the 
stings  of  pride  under  an  absolute  monarch. 
There,  only  one  man  has  beaten  you  in  life ; 
here,  some  seven  hundred  and  fifty  do  so, — ^not 
to  talk  of  the  peers." 

"  Yes,  but  then  a  fellow  has  some  chance  of 
being  one  of  the  seven  hundred  and  fifty." 

"  I  shall  go  in  for  that,  I  think ;  only  who  the 
deuce  will  return  me  ?  How  does  a  man  begin  ? 
Shall  I  send  my  compliments  to  the  electors  of 
Marylebone,  and  tell  them  that  I  am  a  very 
clever  fellow  ?  " 

"Exactly;  only  do  something  first  to  show 
that  you  are  so.  I  mean  also  to  look  to  that ; 
but  I  shall  be  well  contented  if  I  find  myself  in 
the  House  in  twenty  years'  time, — or  perhaps  in 
thirty." 

"  Ah,  you  mean  as  a  lawyer." 

**  How  else  should  a  man  without  property 
get  into  Parliament?" 

•'That's  just  what  I  want  to  know.  But  I 
have  no  idea,  Harcourt,  of  waiting  tY?txv\.>}  -^^ax^ 
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before  I  make  my  start  in  !jfe.     A  mau  at  any 
rate  may  write  a  book  without  any  electors." 

"  Yes,  but  not  have  it  read.  The  author  who 
does  any  good  must  be  elected  by  suffrages  at 
least  as  honestly  obtained  as  those  of  a  member 
of  Parliament." 


CHAPTER    HI 
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Poor  Arthur  ^Vilkinson  was  in  a  very  unhappy 
frame  of  mind  when  he  left  the  party  at  Parker's, 
and,  indeed,  as  he  went  to  bed  that  night  he 
was  in  a  state  not  to  be  envied ;  but,  never- 
theless, when  the  end  of  the  week  came,  he  was 
able  to  enter  the  parsonage  with  a  cheerful  step, 
and  to  receive  his  mother's  embrace  with  a 
smiling  face,  God  is  good  to  us,  and  heals 
■those  wounds  witli  a  rapidity  which  seems  to  us 
impossible  when  we  look  forward,  but  which  is 
regarded  with  very  insufficient  wonder  when  we 
look  backward. 

Before  he  left  Oxford  he  had  seen  the  head  of 
his  college  and  the  tutor  ;  and  had  also  felt  him- 
self bound  to  visit  the  tradesmen  in  whose  black 
books  he  was  written  down  as  a  debtor.  None 
of  these  august  persons  made  themselves  so 
dreadful  to  him  as  he  Iiad  expected.  The 
master,  indeed,  was  more  than  civil — was  almost 
paternally  kind,  and  gave  him  all  manner  of 
Jjope,  which  came  as  balra  ponred  into  his  sick 
Though   he  had  taiVed,  \\\a  Tft^MXaSkia. 
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and  known  acquirements  would  undoubtedly  get 
him  pupils ;  and  then^  if  he  resided,  he  might 
probably  even  yet  have  a  college  fellowship, 
though,  no  doubt,  not  quite  immediately.  The 
master  advised  him  to  ts^e  orders,  and  to  remain 
within  the  college  as  long  as  the  rules  permitted. 
If  he  should  get  his  fellowship,  they  would  all  be 
delighted  to  have  him  as  one  of  their  body ; 
there  could — so  thought  the  master-r-r-be  no 
doubt  that  he  might  in  the  meantime  maintain 
himself  at  the  University  by  his  pupils.  The 
tutot  was  perhaps  not  quite  so  encouraging.  He 
was  a  working  man  himself,  and  of  a  harder 
temperament  than  his  head.  >  He  thought  that 
Wilkinson  should  have  got  a  first,  that  he  had 
owed  it  to  his  college  to  do  so,  and  that,  having 
failed  to  pay  his  debt,  he  should  not  be  received 
with  open  arms, — at  any  rate  just  at  first.  He 
was  therefore  cool,  but  not  generous.  "  Yes,  I 
am  sorry  too ;  it  is  a  pity,"  was  all  he  said  when 
Wilkinson  expressed  his  own  grief.  But  even 
this  was  not  so  bad  as  Arthur  had  expected,  and 
on  the  whole  he  left  his  college  with  a  lightened 
heart 

Nor  were  his  creditors  very  obdurate.  They 
did  not  smile  so  sweetly  on  him  as  they  would 
have  done  had  his  name  been  bruited  down  the 
High  Street  as  that  of  a  successfiil  University 
pet  Sad  such  been  his  condition,  they  would 
have  begged  him  not  to  distress  their  ears  by 
anythiilg  so  unnecessarily  mundane  as  the 
mention  of  his  very  small  account  All  that 
they  would  have  wanted  of  him  would  haN^  Vj^^xi. 
the  continuation  of  his  favours.  Ks  \\.  n«2C&,  "Cci^-^ 
were  very  civil     Six  months  vrOMYdi  ft.o  N^t^ 
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well.  Oh  !  he  could  not  quite  undertake  to  pay 
it  iQ  six  months,  but  would  certainly  do  so  by 
instalments  in  two  years.  Two  years  was  a. 
long  time,  certainly  ;  would  not  Mr,  Wilkinson 
senior  prefer  some  quicker  arrangement  ?  Oh  ! 
Mr.  Wilkinson  senior  could  do  nothing  I  Ah ! 
that  was  unfortunate  !  And  so  the  arrangement 
for  two  years — with  interest,  of  course — was 
accepted.  And  thus  Mr,  Wilkinson  junior 
began  the  swimming-match  of  life,  as  so  many 
others  do,  with  a  slight  millstone  round  his  neck. 
Well ;  it  may  be  questioned  whether  even  that 
is  not  better  than  an  air-puffed  swimming-belt. 

When  he  got  home,  his  mother  and  sisters 
hung  about  him  as  they  always  had  done,  and 
protected  him  in  some  measure  from  the  cold 
serenity  of  the  vicar.  To  his  father  he  said 
little  on  the  subject,  and  his  father  said  as  little 
to  him.  They  talked,  indeed,  by  the  hour  as  to 
the  future ;  and  Arthur,  in  spite  of  his  having 
resolved  not  to  do  so,  told  the  whole  story  of  his 
debts,  and  of  his  arrangement  for  their  payment. 

"  Perhaps  I  could  do  something  in  the 
spring,"  said  Mr.  Wilkinson. 

"  Indeed,  father,  you  shall  do  nothing,"  said 
the  son.  "I  had  enough,  and  should  have 
lived  on  it ;  as  I  did  not,  I  must  hve  the  closer 
now,"     And  so  that  matter  was  settled. 

In  a  very  few  days  Arthur  found  himself 
going  into  society  with  quite  a  gay  heart.  His 
sisters  laughed  at  him  because  he  would  not 
dance  :  but  he  had  now  made  up  his  mind  for 
the  church,  and  it  would,  he  thought,  be  weli 
for  him  to  begin  to  look  to  those  amusements 
which  would  be  befitting  his  future  sacerdotal 
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life.  He  practised  singing,  therefore,  fasted  on 
Fridays,  and  learned  to  make  chessmen  with  a 
lathe. 

But  though  his  sisters  laughed  at  him,  Adela 
Gauntlet,  the  daughter  of  the  neighbouring 
vicar  at  West  Futford,  did  not  laugh.  She  so 
far  approved  that  by  degrees  she  almost  gave 
over  dancing  herself.  Waltzes  and  polkas  she 
utterly  abandoned;  and  though  she  did  oc- 
casionally stand  up  for  a  quadrille,  she  did  it 
in  a  very  lack-a-daisical  way,  as  though  she 
would  have  refused  that  also  had  she  dared  to 
make  herself  so  peculiar.  And  thus  on  the 
whole  Arthur  Wilkinson  enjoyed  himself  that 
winter,  in  spite  of  his  blighted  prospects,  almost 
as  well  as  he  had  on  any  previous  winter  that 
he  remembered. 

Now  and  again,  as  he  walked  along  the  little 
river  bank  that  ran  with  so  many  turnings  from 
Hurst  Staple  down  to  West  Putford,  he  would 
think  of  his  past  hopes,  and  lament  that  he 
could  talk  of  them  to  no  one.  His  father  was 
very  good  to  him;  but  he  was  too  cold  for 
sympathy.  His  mother  was  all  affection,  and 
kindly  suggested  that,  perhaps,  what  had  hap- 
pened was  for  the  best :  she  kindly  suggested 
this  more  than  once,  but  her  imagination 
carried  her  no  further.  Had  she  not  four 
daughters,  hitherto  without  husbands,  and  also, 
alas!  without  portions?  Was  it  not  enough 
for  her  to  sympathize  with  them  ?  As  for  his 
sisters — his  sisters  were  well  enough — excellent 
girls ;  but  they  were  so  gay,  so  light-hearted,  so 
full  of  fun  and  laughter,  that  he  could  not  talk 
to  them   of   his   sorrows.     They  N«^t^    Ti<e^^\ 
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1  by  his  patron.     In  late  years  none  C 
e  Wilkinsons  bad  seen  anything  of  the  1 
dean  family.     The  marquis,  though  not  an  olii 
man,  was  reported  to   be  very  eccentric 
very  cross.     Though  he  had  a  beautiful  s 
{he  neighbourhood — not  in  the  parish  of  Hui 
Staple,   but  in  that  of  Deans   Staple,   wh 
adjoins,  and  which  was  chiefly  his  property— 
never  came    to  it,  but    lived   at   a  much   1 
inviting   mansion    in   the  north   of   Yorkshire. 
Here  he  was  said  to  reside  quite  alone,  having 
been   separated   from   his    wife ;    whereas,    his 
children  had   separated  themselves  from  him. 
His  daughters  were  married,  and  his  son.  Lord 
Stanmore,  might  more  probably  be  found  under 
any  roof  in  tbe  country  than  that  of  his  father. 
The  living  had  now  to  be  given  away  by  the  ^ 
i,  and  the  Wilkinson  family,  who  of  late 
s  had  bad  no  communication  with  him,  dielj 
^t  even  think  of  thinking  of  it.     But  : 
Ught  after  the  funeral,  Arthur  received  a  lettet 
■nth  the  postmaik  of  Bowes  on  It,  which,  oaM 
wing  opened,   was   found  to   be  from    LorA 
"lapledean,  and  wliich  very  curtly  requested  his   j 

mdance    at    Bowes    Lodge.     Now     Bowes 

^dge   was   some  three    hundred    miles   from 

Kurst   Staple,    and   a  Journey    thither   at    the 

"  resent  moment  would  be  both  expensive  and 

roiiblesome.       But     marquises     are      usually 

fcbeyed  ;  especially  when  they  have  livings  to 

%ive  away,  and  when  their  orders  are  given  to 

'young  clergymen.     So  Arthur  Wilkinson  went 

off  to  the  north  of  England.     It  was  the  raiddie 

of    March,    and   the    east    wind   was   blowing 

bitteily.    But  at  twenty-four  the  east  wind  does 
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not  penetrate  deep,  the  trachea  is  all  but  invul- 
nerable, and  the  left  shoulder  knows  no  twinges. 

Arthur  arrived  at  the  cold,  cheerless  village 
of  Bowes  with  a  red  nose,  but  with  eager  hopes. 
He  found  a  little  inn  there,  but  he  hardly 
knew  whether  to  leave  his  bag  or  no.  Lord 
Stapledean  had  said  nothing  of  entertaining  him 
at  the  Lodge — had  only  begged  him,  if  it  were 
not  too  much  trouble,  to  do  him  the  honour 
of  calling  on  him.  He,  living  on  the  northern 
borders  of  Westmoreland,  had  asked  a  man  in 
Hampshire  to  call  on  him,  as  though  their 
houses  were  in  adjacent  streets;  but  he  had 
said  nothing  about  a  dinner,  a  bed,  or  given 
any  of  those  comfortable  hints  which  seem  to 
betoken  hospitality. 

"  It  will  do  no  harm  if  I  put  my  bag  into  the 
gig,"  said  Arthur ;  and  so,  having  wisely  pro- 
vided for  contingencies,  he  started  for  Bowes 
Lodge. 

Wisely,  as  regarded  probabilities,  but  quite 
uselessly  as  regarded  the  event !  Hardy  as 
he  was,  that  drive  in  the  gig  from  Bowes  did 
affect  him  unpleasantly.  That  Appleby  road 
has  few  sheltered  spots,  and  when  about  three 
miles  from  Bowes  he  turned  off  to  the  right,  the 
country  did  not  improve.  Bowes  Lodge  he 
found  to  be  six  miles  from  the  village,  and 
when  he  drove  in  at  the  gate  he  was  colder 
than  he  had  been  since  he  left  Hurst  Staple. 

There  was  very  little  that  was  attractive  about 
the  house  or  grounds.  They  were  dark  and 
sombre,  and  dull  and  dingy.  The  trees  were 
all  stunted,  and  the  house,  of  which  half  the 
windows  were  closed,  was  green  yi\X\\  XJcv^  ^^^^\.^ 
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pensive,  nor  given  to  that  sober  sadness  which 
is    prone    to    sympathy.      If,    indeed,    Adela 

Gauntlet  had  been  his  sister !     And  so  he 

walked  along  the  river  to  West  Putford. 

He  had  now  fully  made  up  his  mind  to  go 
into  the  church.  While  yet  thinking  of  high 
academical  lionours,  and  the  brighter  paths  of 
ambition,  he  also  had  dreamed  of  the  bar.  Ail 
young  men  I  believe  do,  who  have  high 
abilities,  a  taste  for  labour,  and  scanty  fortune. 
Senior  wranglers  and  double-firsts,  when  not 
possessed  of  means  for  political  life,  usually 
'  find  their  way  to  the  bar.  It  is  on  the  bench 
of  judges,  not  on  the  bench  of  bishops,  that  we 
must  look  for  them  in  after  life.  Arthur,  there- 
fore, had  thought  of  the  joys  of  a  Chancery  wig, 
and  had  looked  forward  eagerly  to  fourteen 
hours'  daily  labour  in  the  purlieus  of  Lincoln's 
Inn,  But  when,  like  many  another,  he  found 
himself  disappointed  in  his  earliest  hopes,  he 
consoled  himself  by  thinking  that  after  all  the 
church  was  the  safer  haven.  And  when  he 
walked  down  to  West  Putford  there  was  one 
there  who  told  him  that  it  was  so. 

But  we  cannot  follow  him  too  closely  in  these 
early  days.  He  did  go  into  the  church.  He 
did  take  pupils  at  Oxford,  and  went  abroad 
with  two  of  them  in  the  long  vacation.  After 
the  lapse  of  the  year,  he  did  get  his  fellowship  ; 
and  had  by  that  time,  with  great  exertion,  paid 
half  of  that  moiety  of  his  debt  which  he  had 
promised  to  liquidate.  This  lapse  in  iiis  pur- 
posed performance  sat  heavy  on  his  clerical 
conscience ;  but  now  that  he  bad  his  fellowship 
he  would  do  better. 
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And  so  somewhat  more  than  a  year  passed 
away,  during  which  he  was  but  little  at  Hurst 
Staple,  and*  very  little  at  West  Putford.  But 
still  he  remembered  the  sweetly-Jpensive  brow 
that  had  suited  so  well  with  his  own  feelings  > 
and  ever  and  again  he  heard  from  one  of  the 
girls  at  home,  that  that  little  fool,  Adela  Gaunt- 
let, was  as  bad  as  a  parson  herself,  and  that 
now  she  had  gone  so  far  that  nothing  would 
induce  her  to  dance  at  all. 

So  matters  stood  when  young  Wilkinson  re- 
ceived at  Oxford  a  letter  desiring  his  instant 
presence  at  home.  His  father  had  been 
stricken  by  paralysis,  and  the  house  was  in 
despair.  He  rushed  off,  of  course,  and  arrived 
only  in  time  to  see  his  father  alive.  Within 
twenty-four  hours  after  his  return  he  found  him- 
self the  head  of  a  wailing  family,  of  whom  it 
would  be  difficult  to  say  whether  their  wants  or 
their  griefs  were  most  heartrending.  Mr.  Wil- 
kinson's life  had  been  insured  for  six  hundred 
pounds;  and  that,  with  one  hundred  a  year 
which  had  been  settled  on  the  widow,  was  now 
the  sole  means  left  for  the  maintenance  of  her 
and  her  five  children — the  sole  means  excepting 
such  aid  as  Arthur  might  give. 

"  Let  us  thank  God  that  I  have  got  the 
fellowship,"  said  he  to  his  mother.  "  It  is  not 
much^  but  it  will  keep  us  from  starving." 

But  it  was  not  destined  that  the  Wilkinsons 
should  be  reduced  even  to  such  poverty  as  this. 
The  vicarage  of  Hurst  Staple  was  in  the  gift  of 
the  noble  family  of  Stapledean.  The  late  vicar 
had  been  first  tutor  and  then  chaplain  to  the 
marquis,  and  the  vicarage  had  been  confert^'iL 


I 


'  46  The  Bertrams 

of  damp.  It  was  large  enough  for  the  residence 
of  a  nobleman  of  moderate  pretensions ;  but  it 
had  about  it  none  of  that  spruce,  clean,  well- 
cared-for  appearance  which  is  common  to  the 
country-houses  of  the  wealthy  in  England. 

When  he  descended  from  tiie  gig  he  thought 
he  might  as  well  leave  his  bag  there.  The 
sombre-looking  servant  in  black  clothes  who 
opened  the  door  made  no  inquiry  on  the  sub- 
ject; and,  therefore,  he  merely  told  his  Jehu  to 
drive  into  the  yard  and  wait  for  farther  ortiers. 

His  lordship  was  at  home,  said  the  sombre, 
dingy  servant,  and  in  half  a  minute  Arthur 
found  himself  in  the  marquis's  study  and  in  the 
marquis's  presence,  with  his  nose  all  red  and 
moist,  his  feet  in  an  agony  of  cold,  his  fingers 
benumbed,  and  his  teeth  chattering.  He  was 
barely  allowed  time  to  take  off  his  greatcoat, 
and,  as  he  did  so,  he  felt  almost  disinclined  to 
part  with  so  good  a  friend. 

"  How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Wilkinson  ? "  said  the 
marquis,  rising  from  his  chair  behind  the  study 
table,  and  putting  out  the  ends  of  his  fingers 
so  as  to  touch  the  young  clergyman's  hand. 
"Pray  take  a  seat."  And  Arthur  seated  him- 
self— as,  indeed,  he  had  no  alternative — on  a 
straight-backed  old  horsehair-bottomed  chair 
which  stood  immediately  under  a  tall,  black 
book-case.  He  was  miles  asunder  from  the 
fire ;  and  had  he  been  nearer  to  it,  it  would 
have  availed  him  hut  little ;  for  the  grate  was 
one  of  those  which  our  grandfathers  cleverly 
invented  for  transmitting  all  the  heat  up  the 
'himney. 
The  marquis  was  tali,  thin,  and  gra.-^-\vi\te.i. 
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He  was,  in  fact,  about  fifty ;  but  he  looked  to 
be  at  least  fifteen  years  older.  It  was  evident 
from  his  face  that  he  was  a  discontented, 
moody,  unhappy  man.  He  was  one  who  had 
not  used  the  world  over  well;  but  who  was 
quite  self-assured  that  the  world  had  used  him 
shamefully.  He  was  not  without  good  instincts, 
and  had  been  just  and  honest  in  his  dealings — 
except  in  those  with  his  wife  and  children. 
But  he  believed  in  the  justness  and  honesty  of 
no  one  else,  and  regarded  all  men  as  his  enemies 
— especially  those  of  his  own  flesh  and  blood. 
For  the  last  ten  years  he  had  shut  himself  up, 
and  rarely  appeared  in  the  world,  unless  to 
make  some  statement,  generally  personal  to 
himself  in  the  House  of  Lords,  or  to  proffer,  in 
a  plaintive  whine  to  his  brother  peers,  some 
complaint  as  to  his  neighbour  magistrates,  to 
which  no  one  cared  to  listen,  and  which  in  latter 
years  the  newspapers  had  declined  to  publish. 

Arthur,  who  had  always  heard  of  the  marquis 
as  his  father's  old  pupil,  was  astonished  to  see 
before  him  a  man  so  aged.  His  father  had 
been  only  fifty-five  when  he  died,  and  had 
appeared  to  be  a  hale,  strong  man.  The  mar- 
quis seemed  to  be  worn  out  with  care  and  years, 
and  to  be  one  whose  death  might  be  yearly 
expected.  His  father,  however,  was  gone ;  but 
the  marquis  was  destined  to  undergo  yet  many 
more  days  of  misery. 

"  I  was  very  sorry  to  hear  of  your  father's 
sudden  death,"  said  Lord  Stapledean,  in  his 
cold,  thin  voice. 

"  It  was  very  sudden,  my  loid"  s^iivft.  k\?CK»x^ 
shuddenng. 
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"  Ah — yes ;  he  was  not  a  prudent  man  ; — 
always  too  fond  of  slrong  wine," 

"  He  was  always  a  temperate  man,"  said  the 
son,  rather  disgusted. 

"  That  is,  he  never  got  drunk.  I  dare  say 
not.  As  a  parish  clergyman,  it  was  not  likely 
that  he  should.  But  he  was  an  imprudent  man 
in  his  manner  of  living — very," 

Arthur  remained  silent,  thinking  it  better  to 
say  nothing  further  on  the  subject. 

"  1  suppose  he  has  not  left  his  family  well 
provided  for?" 

"  Not  very  well,  my  lord.  There  is  some- 
thing— and  I  have  a  fellowship." 

"Something  !  "  said  the  marquis,  with  almost 
a  sneer.  "How  much  is  this  something?" 
Whereupon  Arthur  told  his  lordship  exactly  the 
extent  of  his  mother's  means. 

"  Ah,  1  thought  as  much.  Tliat  is  beggary, 
you  know.  Your  father  was  a  very  imprudent 
man.  And  you  have  a  fellowship  ?  I  thought 
you  broke  down  in  your  degree."  Whereupon 
Arthur  again  liad  to  explain  the  facts  of  the  case. 

"  Well,  well,  well.  Now,  Mr.  Wilkinson,  you 
must  be  aware  that  your  family  have  not  tlie 
slightest  claim  upon  me," 

"Your  lordship  is  also  aware  that  we  have 
made  none." 

"Of  course  you  have  not.  It  would  have 
been  very  improper  on  your  part,  or  on  your 
mother's,  had  you  done  so — very.  People  make 
claims  upon  me  who  have  been  my  enemies 
through  life,  who  have  injured  me  to  the  utmost 
of  their  power,  who  have  never  ceased  striving 
,10  make  me  wretched.     Yes,  these  very  people 
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make  claims  on  me.  Here — ^here  is  a  clergy- 
man asking  for  this  living  because  he  is  a  friend 
of  Lord  Stanmore — because  he  went  up  the 
Pyramids  with  him,  and  encouraged  him  in  all 
manner  of  stupidity.  I'd  sooner — well,  never 
mind.  I  shan't  trouble  myself  to  answer  this 
letter."  Now,  as  it  happened  that  Lord  Stan- 
more  was  a  promising  young  nobleman,  already 
much  thought  of  in  Parliament,  and  as  the 
clergyman  alluded  to  was  known  by  Arthur  to 
be  a  gentleman  very  highly  reputed,  he  con- 
sidered it  best  to  hold  his  tongue. 

"  No  one  has  a  claim  on  me ;  I  allow  no  one 
to  have  such  claims.  What  I  want  I  pay  for, 
and  am  indebted  for  nothing.  But  I  must  put 
some  one  into  this  living." 

"  Yes  j  your  lordship  must  of  course  nomi- 
nate some  one."  Wilkinson  said  so  much,  as 
the  marquis  had  stopped,  expecting  an  answer. 

"  I  can  only  say  this :  if  the  clergymen  in 
Hampshire  do  their  duty  as  badly  as  they  do 
here,  the  parish  would  be  better  off  without  a 
parson." 

"  I  think  my  father  did  his  duty  well" 

"  Perhaps  so.  He  had  very  little  to  do ;  and 
as  it  never  suited  me  to  reside  there,  there  was 
never  any  one  to  look  after  him.  However,  I 
make  no  complaint.  Here  they  are  intolerable 
— intolerable,  self-sufficient,  impertinent  up- 
starts, full  of  crotchets  of  their  own ;  and  the 
bishop  is  a  weak,  timid  fool ;  as  for  me,  I  never 
go  inside  a  church.  I  can't ;  I  should  be  in- 
sulted if  I  did.  It  has  however  gone  so  far 
now  that  I  shall  take  permission  to  bring  the 
matter  before  the  House  of  Lords  " 
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What  could  Wilkinson  say  ?  Nothing,  So 
he  sat  still  and  tried  to  drive  the  cold  out  of 
his  toes  by  pressing  them  against  the  floor. 

"  Your  father  certainly  ought  to  have  made 
some  better  provision,"  continued  Lord  Staple- 
deaa  "But  he  has  not  done  so;  and  it  seems 
to  me,  that  unless  something  is  arranged,  your 
mother  and  her  children  will  starve.  Now,  you 
are  a  clergyman?" 

"Yes,  I  am  in  orders." 

"And  can  hold  a  living?  You  distinctly 
understand  that  your  mother  has  no  claim  on 
me." 

"  Surely  none  has  been  put  forward,  Lord 
SCapledean  i"' 

"I  don't  say  it  has;  but  you  may  perhaps 
fancy  by  what  I  say  that  I  myself  admit  that 
there  is  a  claim.  Mind;  I  do  no  such  thing. 
Not  in  the  least." 

"I  quite  understand  what  you  mean." 

"  It  is  well  that  you  should.  Under  these 
circumstances,  if  I  had  the  power,  I  would  put 
in  a  curate,  and  pay  over  the  extra  proceeds  of 
the  living  for  yoiu"  mother's  maintenance.  But 
I  have  no  such  power." 

Arthur  could  not  but  think  that  it  was  very 
well  his  lordship  had  no  such  power.  If  patrons 
in  general  were  so  privileged  there  would  be,  he 
thought,  but  little  chance  for  clergymen. 

"As  the  law  stands  I  cannot  do  that.  But 
as  you  are  luckily  in  orders,  I  can  put  you  in^ 
on  this  understanding,  that  you  shall  regard  the 
income  as  belonging  rather  to  your  mother  and 
to  your  sisters  than  to  yourself." 

"  \i  your  lordship  shall  see  fit  to  present  me 
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to  the  living,  my  mother  and  sisters  will  of 
course  want  nothing  that  I  can  give  them/' 

**Ah — ^h — ^h — h,  my  young  friend!  but  that 
will  not  be  sufficient  for  me.  I  must  have  a 
pledge  from  you — ^your  word  as  a  gentleman 
and  a  clergyman,  that  you  take  the  living  on  an 
imderstanding  that  the  income  is  to  go  to  your 
father's  widow.  Why  should  I  give  you  five 
hundred  pounds  a  year  ?  £h  ?  Tell  me  that 
Why  should  I  nominate  a  young  man  like  you 
to  such  a  living  ?  you^  whom  I  never  saw  in  my 
life?    TeUmethat." 

Arthur  Wilkinson  was  a  man  sufficiently 
meek  in  spirit,  as  ordinary  meekness  goes — the 
ordinary  meekness,  that  is,  of  a  young  clergyman 
of  the  Church  of  England— but  he  was  not 
quite  inclined  to  put  up  with  this. 

**I  am  obliged,  my  lord,  to  say  again  that 
I  have  not  asked  for  so  great  a  favour  from 
you.  Indeed,  till  I  received  your  letter  desiring 
me  to  come  here,  I  had  no  other  thought  of 
the  living,  than  that  of  vacating  the  house,  when- 
ever your  nominee  should  present  himself." 

"That's  all  very  well,"  said  Lord  Stapledean; 
"  but  you  must  be  a  very  unnatural  son  if  on 
that  account  you  refuse  to  be  the  means  of 
providing  for  your  unfortunate  mother  and 
sisters." 

"  I  refuse !  why,  my  lord,  I  regard  it  as  much 
my  duty  to  keep  my  mother  and  sisters  from 
want  as  my  faXhei  did.  Whether  I  am  to  have 
this  living  or  no,  we  shall  live  together;  and 
whatever  I  have  will  be  theirs." 

"That's  all  very  well,  Mr.  Wilkinson;  but 
the  question  I  ask  you  is  this :  if  I  mak.^  ^^\x 
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vicar  of  Hutst  Staple,  will  you,  after  deducting 
a  fair  stipend  for  yourself  as  curate — say  one 
hundred  and  fifty  pounds  a  year  if  you  will — 
will  you  make  over  tJie  rest  of  the  income  to 
your  mother  as  long  as  she  lives  ?  " 

This  was  a  question  to  which  Wilkinson 
found  it  very  difficult  to  give  a  direct  answer. 
He  hardly  knew  whether  he  would  not  be 
guilty  of  simony  in  making  such  a  promise, 
and  he  felt  that  at  any  rate  the  arrangement 
would  be  an  improper  one. 

"If  you  knew,"  said  he,  at  last,  "the  terms 
on  which  my  mother  and  I  live  together,  you 
would  perceive  that  such  a  promise  is  not 
needed" 

"I  shall  not  the  less  think  it  necessary  to 
exact  iL  I  am  putting  great  trust  in  you  as  it 
is,  very  great  trust ;  more  so  perhaps  than  I 
ara  justified  in  doing."  His  lordship  here 
alluded  merely  to  the  disposition  of  the  vicarial 
tithes,  and  not  at  all  to  the  care  of  souls  which 
he  was  going  to  put  into  the  young  man's 
hands. 

Arthur  Wilkinson  again  sat  silent  for  awhile. 

"  One  would  think,"  said  his  lordship,  "  that 
you  would  be  glad  to  have  the  means  of 
securing  your  mother  from  beggary.  I  imagined 
that  you  would  have  been  in  some  measure 
gratified  by  my  —  my  —  my  good  intentions 
towards  your  family." 

"So  I  am,  my  lord;  so  I  am.  But  I  doubt 
whether  I  should  be  justified  in  giving  such  a 
pledge." 

"  Irf  -"1  win  make  me  almost  doubt, 

jdr  (ether  I  shall  be  justified  in 
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putting  the  living  into  your  hands;  but,  at 
any  rate,  I  must  have  an  answer." 

**What  time  can  you  allow  me  to  consider 
my  answer  ?  " 

"  What  time  !  It  never  struck  me  that  you 
could  require  time.  Well;  you  can  let  me 
have  your  decision  to-morrow  morning.  Send 
it  me  in  writing,  so  that  I  may  have  it  before 
ten.  The  post  goes  out  at  twelve.  If  I  do  not 
hear  from  you  before  ten,  I  shall  conclude  that 
you  have  refused  my  offer."  And  so  speaking 
the  marquis  got  up  from  his  chair. 

Arthur  also  got  up,  and  promised  that  he 
would  send  a  letter  over  from  Bowes  the  first 
thing  on  the  following  morning. 

"And  tell  the  messenger  to  wait  for  an 
answer,"  said  his  lordship ;  "  and  pray  express 
yourself  definitely,  so  that  there  may  be  no 
doubt"  And  then,  muttering  something  as  to 
his  hope  that  the  inn  was  comfortable,  and 
saying  that  the  state  of  his  health  prohibited 
him  from  entertaining  visitors,  the  marquis 
again  put  out  his  fingers,  and  Arthur  soon  found 
himself  in  the  gig  on  his  journey  to  Bowes. 

He  intended  returning  to  town  on  the  follow- 
ing day  by  the  twelve  o'clock  mail,  of  which 
Lord  Stapledean  had  spoken.  But  before  that 
he  had  a  difficult  task  to  perform.  He  had  no 
friend  to  consult,  no  one  of  whom  he  could 
ask  advice,  nothing  to  rely  on  but  his  own  head 
and  his  own  heart.  That  suggestion  as  to 
simony  perplexed  him.  Had  he  the  right,  or 
could  he  have  it,  to  appropriate  the  income 
of  the  living  according  to  terms  laid  down  by 
the  lay  impropriator  ?    At  one  time  ^      '        ^X 
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of  calling  on  the  old  clergyman  of  the  parish 
and  asking  him  ;  but  tlien  he  remembered 
what  the  marquis  had  said  of  the  neighbouring 
parsons,  and  felt  that  he  could  not  well  consult 
one  of  them  on  any  matter  in  which  his  lordship 
was  concerned. 

In  the  evening  he  considered  the  matter  long 
and  painfully,  sitting  over  a  cup  of  some 
exquisitely  detestable  concoction  called  tea  by 
the  Bowesian  landlady,  "  If  he  had  only  left 
me  to  myself,"  thought  Arthur,  "I  should  do 
at  least  as  much  as  that  for  them.  It  is  for  them 
that  I  want  It ;  as  for  myself,  I  should  be  more 
comfortable  at  Oxford."  And  then  he  thought 
of  West  Putford,  and  Adela  Gauntlet  This 
arrangement  of  Lord  Stapledean's  would  entirely 
prevent  the  possibility  of  his  marrying;  but 
then,  the  burden  of  his  mother  and  sisters  would 
prevent  that  equally  under  any  circumstances. 

It  would  be  a  great  thing  for  his  mother  to 
be  left  in  her  old  house,  among  her  old  friends, 
in  possession  of  her  old  income.  As  regarded 
money,  they  would  ail  be  sufficiently  well  pro- 
vided for.  For  himself,  his  fellowship  and  his 
prescribed  stipend  would  be  more  than  enough. 
But  there  was  something  in  the  proposition 
that  was  very  distasteful  to  him.  He  did  not 
begrudge  the  money  to  his  mother ;  but  he 
did  begrudge  her  the  right  of  having  it  from 
any  one  but  himself. 

But  yet  the  matter  was  of  such  vital  moment. 
Where  else  was  he  to  look  for  a  living?  From 
his  college  in  the  course  of  years  he  might  get 
one;  but  he  could  get  none  that  would  be 
equal  in  value  to  this  of  Hurst  Staple,  and  to 
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his  fdlowship  combined.  If  he  should  refuse 
it,  all  those  whom  he  loved  would  in  truth 
suffer  great  privation ;  and  that  privation  would 
not  be  rendered  more  endurable  by  the  know- 
ledge that  such  an  offer  had  been  refused. 

Thus  turning  the  matter  over  painfully  in 
his  mind,  he  resolved  at  last  to  accept  the  offer 
of  the  marquis.  The  payment  after  all  was  to 
be  made  to  his  own  mother.  The  funds  of  the 
living  were  not  to  be  alienated — ^were  not,  in 
truth,  to  be  appropriated  otherwise  than  they 
would  have  been  had  no  such  conditions  as 
these  been  insisted  on.  And  how  would  he  be 
able  to  endure  his  kndther^s  poverty  if  he  should 
throw  away  on  her  behalf  so  comfortable  a  pro- 
vision? He  determined,  therefore,  to  accept 
the  goods  the  gods  had  provided  him,  clogged 
though  they  were  with  alloy,  like  so  many 
other  gifts  of  fortime ;  and  accordingly  he  wrote 
a  letter  to  Lord  Stapledean,  in  which  he  stated 
"that  he  would  accept  the  living,  subject  to  the 
stipulations  named — ^namely,  the  payment  to 
his  mother,  during  her  life,  of  three  hundred 
and  fifty  pounds  per  annum  out  of  the  tithes." 
To  this  he  received  an  answer  from  the  marquis, 
very  short  and  very  cold,  but  nevertheless 
satisfactory. 

The  presentation  to  the  living  was,  in  fact, 
made  in  his  favour,  and  he  returned  home  to 
his  family  laden  widi  good  news.  The  dear 
old  vicarage  would  still  be  their  own ;  the  trees 
which  they  had  planted,  the  flower-beds  which 
they  had  shaped,  the  hives  which  they  had  put 
up,  would  not  go  into  the  hands  of  strangers. 
And  more  than  this,  want  no  longer  st;&x^<i 
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them  in  the  face.  Arthur  was  welcomed  back 
with  a  thousand  fond  caresses,  as  one  is 
welcomed  who  bringeth  glad  tidings.  But  yet 
his  heart  was  sad.  What  should  he  now  say 
to  Adela  Gauntlet  ? 


CHAPTER    IV 

OUR  PRIMA  DONNA 

When  Arthur  first  explained  to  his  mother  the 
terms  on  which  the  living  had  been  given  to  him, 
she  refused  to  receive  the  income.  No  such  pro- 
raise  with  reference  to  money  matters  between 
mother  and  son  could  be  binding.  Were  they 
not,  moreover,  one  and  the  same  household? 
Would  it  not  be  in  the  end  the  same  if  Arthur 
should  keep  the  money  himself?  If  it  were  paid 
to  her,  she  should  only  pay  it  back  again,  and 
so  on.  But  the  vicar  declared  that  he  would 
adhere  strictly  to  his  promised  engagement,  and 
the  mother  soon  fell  into  the  way  of  thinking  the 
arrangement  not  altogether  a  bad  one.  She  had 
received  intimation  through  the  lord's  man  of 
business  of  the  exact  steps  which  had  been  taken 
for  the  relief  of  her  great  pecuniary  distress — so 
the  letter  was  worded — and  it  was  not  long 
before  she  regarded  the  income  as  fairly  her  own. 

We  are  so  apt  to  be  generous  in  the  hot 
moments  of  impulse,  but  so  equally  apt  to  be 
only  coldly  just,  even  if  coldly  just,  in  the  long 
years  of  our  ordinary  existence. 

And  so  the  family  a^ain  settled  down ;  tl>e 
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commenced  packings  were  again  unpacked ;  the 
preliminary  arrangements  for  living  on  a  very 
small  income  were  thrown  to  the  winds;  the 
pony  that  was  to  have  been  sold,  and  which  with 
that  object  was  being  fattened  up  on  boiled 
barley,  was  put  on  his  accustomed  rations ;  the 
old  housekeeper's  warning  was  revoked,  as  was 
also  that  of  the  old  gardener.  It  was  astonishing 
how  soon  the  new  vicar  seemed  to  fill  the  old 
vicar's  shoes  in  the  eyes  and  minds  of  the 
people  of  Hurst  Staple.  Had  Mr.  Wilkinson 
come  up  from  his  grave  at  the  end  of  three 
months,  he  would  hardly  have  found  that  he 
was  missed.  A  very  elegant  little  tablet  had 
been  placed  to  his  memory,  and  there  apparently 
was  an  end  of  him.  The  widow's  cap  did  make 
some  change  in  the  appearance  of  the  family 
circle;  but  it  is  astonishing  how  soon  we  get 
used  even  to  a  widow's  cap ! 

There  had  of  course  been  visits  of  condolence 
between  West  Putfield  and  Hurst  Staple,  and 
the  Hurst  Staple  girls  and  Adela  had  been  as 
much,  or  perhaps  more,  together  than  usual. 
But  Arthur's  walks  along  the  river  had  not  been 
frequent.  This,  however,  was  not  thought  of  by 
any  one.  He  had  had  new  duties  to  assume, 
and  old  duties  to  put  off.  He  had  been  a  fort- 
night up  at  Oxford,  and  when  at  home  had 
been  calling  on  all  his  parishioners.  He  had 
been  attending  to  the  dilapidations  of  the 
vicarage,  and  rearranging  the  books  in  the 
book-room.  The  dingy  volumes  of  thirty  years 
since  had  been  made  to  give  way  to  the  new 
and  brighter  bindings  which  he  had  brought 
from  college. 


I 
I 


I 


58  The  Bertrams 

And  tlierefoTe  no  one  had  remarked  that  he 
had  but  once  been  at  West  Putford.  But  he 
thought  of  it  himself.  He  often  longed  to  go 
thither,  and  aa  often  feared  to  do  so.  When  he 
next  went,  it  must  be  to  tell  Adela,  not  that  he 
loved  her,  but  that  such  love  was  forbidden  to 

The  family  at  West  Putford  consisted  only  of 
the  vicar  and  his  daughter.  Mrs,  Gauntlet  had 
been  long  dead,  and  there  had  been  no  other 
child.  A  maiden  sister  of  Mr.  Gauntlet's  occa- 
sionally visited  them,  and  had,  indeed,  lived 
there  altogether  while  Adela's  education  had 
required  it;  but  this  lady  preferred  her  own 
lodgings  at  Litllebath,  and  Adela,  therefore, 
was  in  general  the  sole  mistress  of  the 
parsonage. 

I  beg  my  reader  not  to  imagine  that  there  had 
been  love-passages  between  Arthur  Wilkinson 
and  Adela  Gauntlet ;  nothing  of  the  sort  had 
occurred.  They  had  known  and  loved  each 
other  as  children  together,  and  now  that  tliey 
were  no  longer  children,  they  still  knew  and 
loved  each  other — that  was  all.  It  is  true  that 
Arthur,  when  he  had  wished  to  talk  of  his  own 
disappointments,  had  found  a  better  listener  at 
West  Putford  than  any  that  he  could  find  at 
Hurst  Staple,  It  is  true  that  Adela  had  always 
been  glad  to  listen  to  him,  that  she  had  had 
pleasure  in  cheering  his  fainting  heart,  and 
telling  him  that  the  work  of  a  soldier  of  Christ 
was  worthier  of  a  man  than  the  bickerings  of  a 
statesman  or  the  quibbles  of  a  lawyer,  that  she 
had  gravely,  yet  withal  so  sweetly,  spoken  to 
him  of  the  comforts  of  a  rural  life,  and  made 
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him  almost  in  love  with  his  own  failure.  .  Such 
passages  there  had  been  between  them,  but 
Arthur  had  never  taken  her  hand  and  sworn 
that  it  must  be  his  own,  nor  had  Adela  ever 
blushed  while  half  refusing  to  give  him  all  he 
asked. 

Why  then  need  he  trouble  himself  about  West 
Putford?  Why  not  let  matters  rest  as  they 
were  ?  Miss  Gauntlet  would  still  be  his  friend, 
though  seeing  that  she  could  never  be  more,  it 
might  not  be  well  for  him  to  walk  so  often  along 
that  river.  As  there  had  been  no  love-passages, 
one  would  say  that  nothing  else  was  necessary. 

But  he  could  not  content  himself  that  this 
should  be  so.  Adela  would  think  him  strange 
if  he  should  say  nothing  to  her  of  his  future 
prospects.  True,  he  had  spoken  no  word  of 
love,  but  had  he  not  looked  at  her  as  though  it 
was  in  his  mind  to  speak  such?  Was  it  not 
incumbent  on  him  to  make  her  understand  why 
he  threw  from  him  such  golden  hopes  ?  And 
then,  as  to  her,  he  did  not  flatter  himself  that 
she  loved  him — at  least,  not  much ;  but  yet  it 
might  be  well  to  let  her  know  that  she  was  now 
at  liberty  to  love  any  other  swain.  So  at  last 
he  once  more  went  his  way  to  West  Putford. 

Adela  Gauntlet  was No;   for  once  I 

will  venture  to  have  a  heroine  without  describing 
her.  Let  each  teader  make  what  he  will  of  her ; 
fancy  her  of  any  outward  shape  and  colour  that 
he  please,  and  endow  her  with  any  amount  of 
divine  beauty.  But  for  her  inner  chaiacter,  let 
him  take  that  from  me  as  I  go  on,  if  so  be  that 
I  can  succeed  in  making  clear  to  others  that 
which  is  dear  enough  to  my  own  mind's  eye.    1 
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have  called  her  a  heroine ;  it  is  the  novelist's 
customary  name  for  his  prima  donna,  and  so  1 
use  it.  But  many  opera  companies  have  more 
than  one  prima  donna.  There  is  the  donna 
prima,  and  if  one  may  so  say,  the  donna  pri- 
missima.  Now  Adela  Gauntlet  is  no  more  than 
my  donna  prima.  My  donna  primissima  will 
be  another  guess  sort  of  lady  altogether. 

Arthur,  as  he  walked  along,  communed  with 
himself  as  to  what  he  was  going  to  say.  "  At 
any  rate,  she  shall  know  it  all;  we  shall  be 
more  comfortable  when  we  meet  afterwards. 
Not  that  it  will  make  any  difference  to  her;" 
and  then  he  sighed  deeply,  and  cut  at  the  river 
lushes  with  his  walking-stick. 

He  found  her  as  usual  alone  in  the  drawing- 
room,  and,  as  usual,  she  smiled  sweetly  when  she 
saw  him.  Since  the  day  on  which  he  had  first 
gone  up  to  Oxford,  she  had  always  called  him 
'  Mr.  Wilkinson ' — so  instructed  by  Aunt  Pene- 
lope— but  in  other  respects  her  manner  to  him 
was  almost  that  of  a  sister,  only  that  it  was 
softer  and  more  gracious. 

"  I  declare,  I  thought  we  were  never  to  see 
you  again,  Mr.  Wilkinson."  Ah,  Adela  I  whom 
did  the  we  mean  ?  But  is  it  possible  that  any 
girl  should  live  fairly  before  the  world  without 
some  little  insincerities? 

"  I  have  been  so  occupied,  Adela.  There  is 
so  much  to  do  in  taking  up  a  pirish.  Even 
though  I  knoiv  all  the  people  so  well,  there  has 
been  so  much  to  do." 

"  Yes,  yes,  I  am  sure  of  it.  But  now  that  you 
are  settled,  I  do  so  hope  that  you  will  be  com- 
ibitable.     I  saw  Mary  the  other  day,  and  she 
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told  me  that  your  mother  was  quite  well 
again." 

"Yes,  she  is  pretty  well.  We  are  all  very 
well  now,  I  think." 

"  I  do  so  love  that  old  lord  for  giving  you  the 
living,  though  they  say  he  is  such  a  Turk.  It 
was  such  a  good  thing  in  him  to  do ;  so  con- 
siderate to  everybody." 

^*  Yes ;  it  has  made  my  mother  and  the  girls 
comfortable ;  that,  of  course,  is  what  I  had  first 
to  think  of." 

"  As  for  yourself,  I  have  no  doubt  you  would 
have  done  better  at  Oxford.  But  you  could 
have  got  no  home  for  them  like  their  old  home ; 
could  you  ?  " 

"  No,  of  course  not,"  said  Arthur,  answering 
almost  at  random,  and  thinking  how  best  he 
might  explain  the  sacrifice  which  he  had 
made  without  taking  too  much  credit  to  him- 
self. 

"  And  then,  if  you  had  remained  up  there,  you 
would  only  have  become  a  musty  old  don.  I 
don't  think  you  would  have  been  happy,  not 
so  happy  as  in  a  parish.  And  when  a  man  is  a 
clergyman  " — this  she  said  in  a  lower  and  some- 
what a  solemn  voice — "surely  he  cannot  be  so 
well  placed  as  in  charge  of  a  parish.  Don't 
you  think  so,  Mr.  Wilkinson  ?  " 

**  Certainly.  It  is  the  life  for  which  he  is 
intended ;  for  which  he  should  have  intended 
himself." 

**  And  I  am  sure  it  is  a  happy  life ;  look  at 
papa;  I  do  not  know  any  happier  man— only 
that  poor  mamma  died." 

And  upon  this  hint  he  spake.     "Yes^  Y^^^ 
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&ther  1  am  sure  has  been  a  happy  man,  and  he 
is  an  excellent  clergyman." 

"Is  he  not?  even  still  so  active  !  And  he  is 
so  glad  now  to  have  you  near  him." 

"  I  wish  I  had  received  my  living  as  he  did 
his ;  not  that  it  would  make  any  real  difference." 

"He  got  his,  you  know,  from  the  bishop. 
But  do  you  dislike  being  Lord  Stapledean's 
nominee  ?  " 

"It  would  be  ungrateful  to  say  that;  but  I 
certainly  do  not  like  Lord  Stapledean.  How- 
ever, I  have  taken  his  living,  and  should  not 
complain." 

"  I  did  not  know  that  there  was  anything  dis- 
agreeable." 

"  There  is  this,  Adela.  I  had  rather  tell 
you  ;  and  I  came  over  to-day  in  part  to  do  so : 
but  you  will  see  that  the  matter  is  one  that 
should  not  be  talked  about,"  and  he  looked 
down  on  the  floor,  poking  about  on  the  carpet 
pattern  with  his  stick,  being  unable  any  longer 
to  meet  the  clear  gaze  of  her  soft  eye. 

"  Oh,  I  am  sorry  if  there  is  anything  to  dis- 
tress you." 

"  Not  exactly  to  distress  me,  perhaps ;  but  I 
will  tell  you.  When  the  marquis  offered  me 
the  living,  he  did  it  on  the  stipulation  that  I 
should  pay  over  to  my  mother  three  hundred 
and  fifty  pounds  a  year  during  her  life.  I  doubt 
whether  it  was  right  to  accept  it  on  these  con- 
ditions ;  but  I  did  so.  The  living,  therefore,  is 
rather  hers  than  mine." 

"  Oh,  Arthur,  how  good  of  you  !  "  In  spite 
of  all  Aunt  Penelope's  lessons,  old  habits  would 
sonaetixaes  get  the  better  of  hei. 
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told  me  that  your  mother  was  quite  well 
again." 

"Yes,  she  is  pretty  well.  We  are  all  very 
well  now,  I  think." 

"  I  do  so  love  that  old  lord  for  giving  you  the 
living,  though  they  say  he  is  such  a  Turk.  It 
was  such  a  good  thin^  in  him  to  do ;  so  con- 
siderate to  everybody." 

^*  Yes ;  it  has  made  my  mother  and  the  girls 
comfortable ;  that,  of  course,  is  what  I  had  first 
to  think  of." 

"  As  for  yourself,  I  have  no  doubt  you  would 
have  done  better  at  Oxford.  But  you  could 
have  got  no  home  for  them  like  their  old  home ; 
could  you  ?  " 

"  No,  of  course  not,"  said  Arthur,  answering 
almost  at  random,  and  thinking  how  best  he 
might  explain  the  sacrifice  which  he  had 
made  without  taking  too  much  credit  to  him- 
self. 

"And  then,  if  you  had  remained  up  there,  you 
would  only  have  become  a  musty  old  don.  I 
don't  think  you  would  have  been  happy,  not 
so  happy  as  in  a  parish.  And  when  a  man  is  a 
clergyman  " — ^this  she  said  in  a  lower  and  some- 
what a  solemn  voice — "surely  he  cannot  be  so 
well  placed  as  in  charge  of  a  parish.  Don't 
you  think  so,  Mr.  Wilkinson  ?  " 

**  Certainly.  It  is  the  life  for  which  he  is 
intended ;  for  which  he  should  have  intended 
himself." 

"  And  I  am  sure  it  is  a  happy  life ;  look  at 
papa;  I  do  not  know  any  happier  man— only 
that  poor  mamma  died." 

And  upon  this  hint  he  spake.     "Yes,  your 
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upon  the  ground,  he  poked  sedulously  among 
the  patterns  with  his  stick. 

"Oh!"  said  Adela,  with  a  treraour  in  her 
roice,  and  her  eye  was  no  longer  able  to  rest 
ipon  his  face. 

There  was  a  pause  during  which  neither  of 
them  said  a  word,  or  saw  each  other.  As  far 
as  Adela  was  concerned,  immediate  speech  was 
impossible.  She  neither  cried,  nor  sighed,  nor 
sobbed,  nor  became  hysterical.  She  was  simply- 
dumb.  She  could  not  answer  this  little  an- 
nouncetnent  of  her  neighbour's.  Heretofore, 
wheu  he  had  come  to  her  with  his  sorrows, 
she  had  sympathized  with  him,  and  poured 
balm  into  his  wounds.  But  she  had  no  balm 
for  him  now — and  no  sympathy.  Tliere  they 
sat,  mute;  he  poking  the  while  at  the  carpet, 
L-wliile  she  did  not  even  move  a  limb. 
I  And  then  it  gradually  came  home  to  both  of 
Fthem  that  this  utter  silence,  this  prostration  of 
all  power  of  self-management,  told  to  each  the 
secret  of  the  other.  Each  felt  that  every  moment 
of  prolonged  silence  committed  both  of  them 
the  deeper.  Why  should  not  Adela  be  able  to 
~  ipeak  when  thus  informed  of  her  neighbour's 
Btended  celibacy?  Why  should  he  sit  like  a 
i  before  her  merely  because  he  had  told  her 
lat  on  which  he  had  long  decided  ? 
\  But  it  was  clearly  Wilkinson's  duty  to  have 
I  iBmbarrassed  the  lady  as  soon  as  possible. 
I  was  almost  unmanly  in  him  to  be  put  thus 
I  yond  the  power  of  speech  or  action.  But  still 
J:  poked  the  carpet  and  said  nothing.  It  was 
|dela  who  first  broke  that  tell-tale  silence :  and 
was  the  effort  which  it  cost  her  to  do  so. 
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'•  But  you  will  have  your  mother  and  sisters 
with  you,  Mr.  Wilkinson ;  and  so,  perhaps,  you 
won't  mind  that** 

•*  Yes,  I  shall  have  them,"  said  he ;  and  then 
there  was  another  silence,  which  seemed  about 
to  be  equally  dangerous  and  equally  difficult. 
But  Adela,  who  was  fully  aware  of  the  error 
which  she  had  already  committed,  strove  hard 
to  save  herself  from  repeating  it. 

"  You  will  have  a  family  round  you ;  and  if, 
as  you  say" — but  the  ground  that  she  ap- 
proached was  so  hot  that  she  could  not  walk 
on  it.  She  could  not  get  further  in  that  direc- 
tion, and  therefore  merely  added  :  **  I  am  sure 
I  hope  you  will  always  be  happy." 

At  length  Arthur  shook  himself,  positively 
shook  himself,  as  though  that  were  the  only 
mode  by  which  he  could  collect  his  faculties ; 
and  then  getting  up  from  his  chair,  and  standing 
with  his  back  against  the  wall,  he  spoke  out  as 
follows : — 

•*  Perhaps,  Adela,  there  was  no  necessity  for 
me  to  have  mentioned  this  subject.  At  least, 
I  am  sure  there  was  no  necessity.  But  yoa 
have  ever  been  such  a  friend  to  me,  have  so 
understood  my  feelings  when  no  one  else 
seemed  to  do  so,  that  I  could  not  but  tell  you 
this  as  I  have  told  you  everything  else.  I  hope 
I  have  not  annoyed  you  by  doing  so." 

**  Oh,  no ;  not  at  all." 

^'  It  does  make  me  a  little  sad  to  think  that 
I  shall  never  be  my  own  master." 

"  Never,  Mr.  Wilkinson  ! "  Had  Arthur  but 
known  it,  there  was  balm,  there  was  sympathy  in 
this  word.     Had  his  intellect  been  as  sharp  as 
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:  feelings,  he  would  have  known  it.    But  it 

1  pBssed  him  unperceived,  as  it  had  fallen  from 

her  unawares :  and  she  said  no  other  word  thai 

could  encourage  him.     If  he  was  cold,  she  at 

least  would  he  equally  so. 

"  Certainly  not  during  my  mother's  life ;  and 
you  know  how  good  ground  we  have  for  hoping 
that  her  life  will  be  long.  And  then  there  arc 
my  sisters.  My  duty  to  them  will  be  the  same' 
as  to  my  mother,  even  though,  as  regards  them, 
I  may  not  be  tied  down  as  1  am  with  regard 
"  s  her." 

"We    cannot    have  everything  here,"  said 
idela,   trying    to  smile.      "  But  I  am  sure  I 
it  teach  you  that." 

.   we   cannot   have    everything,"      And 

EAithuT  thought   that,  in  spite  of  the  clerical 

anslerity  which   he  was  about  to  assume,  he 

should  very  much  like  to  have  Adela  Gauntlet, 

"It  will  make  you  happy  to  know  that  you 
are  making  your  mother  happy,  and  the  dear 
girls — and — and  I  have  no  doubt  you  will  very 
soon  get  used  to  it.  Many  clergymen,  you 
know,  think  [hat  they  ought  not  to  many." 

"  Yes ;  but  I  never  made  up  my  mind  to  that." 

"  No,  perhaps  not ;  but  now  perhaps  you 
will  think  of  it  more  seriously." 

"Indeed,  I  used  to  have  an  idea  that  a 
parish  clergyman  should  be  a  married  man. 
There  are  so  many  things  which  he  can  do 
better  when  he  has  a  woman  to  assist  him  who 
thinks  exactly  as  he  thinks." 

"  You  will  have  your  sistere,  you  know.  Both 
Mary  and  Sophia  were  always  active  in  the 
paiiah,  and  Jane  and  Fanny  have  their  school" 
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"  Yes ; "  and  he  uttered  a  gentle  sigh  as  he 
paused  before  he  answered  her.  "  But  it  is  not 
quite  the  same  thing,  Adela.  I  love  my  sisters 
dearly  !  but  one  always  longs  to  have  one  heart 
that  shall  be  entirely  one's  own." 

And  had  he  come  over  to  tell  her  this  in  the 
same  breath  with  which  he  informed  her  that 
marriage  was  a  privilege  quite  beyond  his 
reach  ?  What  did  he  think  of  her,  or  of  what 
did  he  imagine  that  she  was  made?  There 
was  cruelty  in  it,  of  which  Adela  became  imme- 
diately conscious,  and  which  she  could  hardly 
help  wishing  to  resent.  He  had  performed  the 
object  of  his  visit;  why  did  he  not  leave  her? 
He  had  made  himself  thoroughly  understood ; 
why  did  he  not  go  ?  His  former  many  sweet 
visits  had  created  hopes  which  were  all  but 
certain.  He  had  said  nothing  of  love;  but 
coming  there  as  he  had  come,  and  gazing  at 
her  as  he  had  gazed,  Adela  could  not  doubt  but 
that  she  was  loved.  That  was  all  now  set  at 
rest;  but  why  should  he  remain  there,  break- 
ing her  heart  with  allusions  to  his  own  past 
tenderness  ?  " 

"  You  must  put  up  with  the  world  as  you  find 
it,  Mr.  Wilkinson.'' 

"  Oh,  yes ;  of  course.  But  when  one  has  had 
such  happy  dreams,  the  waking  reality,  you 
know,  does  make  one  sad." 
,  "You  are  too  happy  in  your  friends  and 
your  position  to  be  an  object  of  pity.  How 
many  clergymen  are  there  of  your  age  who 
would  look  upon  your  lot  as  almost  beyond 
their  ambition!  How  many  men  are  there 
with  mothers  and  sisters  for  whom  they  cannot 
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As  he  went  back  along  the  river  his  heart 
was  sad  within  him.  He  had  made  up  his 
mind  to  give  up  Adela  Gauntlet,  but  he  had 
not  made  up  his  mind  to  discover  that  she  did 
not  care  for  him — that  she  was  indifferent  to 
his  happiness,  and  unable  to  sympathize  with 
his  feelings.  The  fact  was,  that  though  he  had 
resolved  that  duty  and  his  circumstances  re- 
quired him  to  remain  single,  nevertheless,  he 
had  at  the  bottom  of  his  heart  a  sort  of  wish 
that  Adela  should  be  in  love  with  him.  He 
had  his  wish ;  but  he  was  not  sharp  enough  to 
discover  that  he  had  it.  "  I  never  thought  her 
unfeeling  before,"  said  he  to  himself  **  But  all 
the  world  is  alike.  Well ;  as  it  is,  it  does  not 
signify;  but  it  might  have  been  that  I  should 
have  half  broken  my  heart  to  find  her  so  un- 
feeling.— More  cause  for  thankfulness  than 
complaint !  Yes ;  that  is  true  of  us  all.  But 
it  was  unfriendly,  nay  unfeminine  in  her  to  say 
so  when  she  must  have  known  how  much  I 
was  giving  up."  And  so  he  walked  on  com- 
plaining ;  understanding  perhaps  accurately  the 
wants  of  his  own  heart,  but  being  quite  in  the 
dark  as  to  the  wants  of  that  other  heart. 

But   his    grief,   his   discontent  was  mild    in. 
comparison  with  hers.     She  shook  hands  wiIVl 
him  when   he  went,  and    endeavoured  to   ssty 
her  last    word  of  farewell  in  her  usual  tone  ^ 
nay,  for  a  few  minutes  after  his  departure  sla^ 
retained  her  seat  calmly,  fearing  that  he  possibly 
might    return  ;  but   then,  when   the  door  ha-c5- 
closed  on  him,  and  she  had  seen  him  ftom  ti^^^ 
window  passing  across  the  lawn,  then  her  spirits 
gave  way,  and  bitterly  she  made  her  tnoa:^* 
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Wliat  was  this  that  he  had  said  to  her  ?  He 
would  not  marry  because  he  had  his  mother 
and  sisters  to  support.  Would  not  she  have 
helped  to  support  them?  Would  not  she  have 
thrown  in  her  lot  with  his  for  better  or  for 
worse,  let  that  lot  have  been  ever  so  poor  ? 
And  could  it  be  possible  that  he  had  not  known 
this — had  not  read  her  heart  as  she  had  read 
his?  Could  it  be  that  he  had  come  there  day 
after  day,  looking  to  her  for  love,  and  sympathy, 
and  kindness — that  sort  of  kindness  which  a 
man  demands  from  no  one  but  her  he  loves, 
and  which  no  one  can  give  him  unless  she 
loves  him  ?  Could  it  be  that  he  had  done  this 
and  then  thought  that  it  all  meant  nothing  ? 
that  the  interchange  of  such  feelings  had  no 
ftirther  signification  ? 

Money  !  Had  she  asked  about  his  money  in 
those  days  when  his  father  stJU  lived,  when 
there  was  no  question  of  this  living  belonging 
to  him?  She  would  have  waited  lor  him  for 
years  had  years  been  necessary,  even  though 
they  should  be  counted  by  tens  and  tens.  Nay, 
she  would  have  been  contented  to  wait,  even 
though  that  waiting  should  never  have  been 
rewarded,  had  he  given  her  the  privilege  of 
regarding  herself  as  his.  Money  I  She  would 
have  been  contented  to  live  on  potato-parings 
could  he  have  been  contented  to  live  with  her 
on  potatoes. 

She  had  over  and  over  again    questioned 

herself  as  to  her  love,   and   reminded  herself 

that  as  yet  he  had  said  nothing  to  her  to  justify 

it;  but  as  often  she  had  answered  herself  that 

ffJtA  him  she  could  have  no   doubx.    Vt  ■*»& 
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impossible  that  he  should  so  look  into  her  eyes 
and  so  speak  to  her  if  he  did  not  love  her. 
And  so  she  had  resolved  to  risk  all.  her  happi- 
ness upon  her  conviction  of  his  faithfulnessL 
She  had  so  risked  it  all;  and  now  he  came 
to  her,  telling  her  coldly  that  he  could  not 
afford  to  marry. 

He,  to  tell  her  of  his  happy  dreams  and  his 
waking  reality  !  he  who  had  not  the  courage  to 
realize  the  bliss  of  his  dreams  when  that  bliss 
was  within  his  reach !  He,  to  talk  of  sympathy, 
of  a  woman  thinking  with  him  exactly  as  he 
thought  I  he  who  was  so  timid  of  the  world  that 
he  feared  to  love  lest  perchance  his  supplies  of 
bread  and  meat  should  fail  him  !  What  could 
heart  wounds  signify  to  him,  or  hurt  feelings  ? 
Had  he  not  his  arms  sound  and  his  head  clear? 
If,  k^ving  them,  he  would  not  venture  for  his 
lore's  sake  to  meet  the  world  and  its  burdens, 
h^  could  hardly  have  heart  enough  to  know 
what  love  really  meant. 

Flinging  herself  on  her  sofa  with  outstretched 
anns,  thus  Adela  made  her  moan ;  not  in  these 
words,  for  she  spake  none :  but  such  were  the 
thoughts  which  ran  through  her  mind  as  she 
bewailed  all  that  she  had  risked  and  all  that 
she  had  lost 

"  What  would  I  not  have  done  for  him ! "  she 
suddenly  exclaimed  aloud,  as,  rising  from  the 
sofa,  she  stood  erect  upon  the  ground,  pressing 
her  hand  upon  her  heart  "  Fool  that  I  have 
been — fool,  fool,  fool ! " 

And  then,  with  her  hand  still  close  to  V^<et 
side,  she  walked  up  and  down  tVie  looxxv  \nSOft. 
quick  step* 
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And  she  had  been  a  fool  according  to  the 
world's  wisdom.  Of  what  use  had  been  Aunt 
Penelope's  teaching,  strictly  enacting  as  it  did 
all  the  nice  proprieties  of  young-lady  life,  seeing 
that  it  had  not  sufficed  to  guard  her  heart 
against  the  first  comer  ?  Unasked  she  had 
given  it  all  away,  had  poured  it  out  to  the  last 
drop  of  its  warm  flood ;  and  now  she  was  told 
that  it  was  not  wanted,  that  the  article  was  one 
not  exactly  in  the  gentleman's  walk  of  life  !  She 
might  well  call  herself  a  fool: — hut  what  was 
she  to  call  him  ? 

"It  is  quite  impossible,  you  know,  that  I 
should  ever  marry  !  "  Why  had  he  not  asked 
her  whether  or  no  it  were  possible;  if  not  now, 
then  in  ten  years'  time-^if  not  in  ten  years, 
then  in  twenty  ?  Had  he  not  been  as  faithless 
to  her,  was  he  not  as  much  man-sworn,  as 
though  a  thousand  oaths  had  passed  between 
them  ?  Oaths  between  lovers  are  but  Cupid's 
phrases,  made  to  enable  them  to  talk  of  love. 
They  are  the  playthings  of  love,  as  kisses  are. 
When  lovers  trust  each  other  they  are  sweet 
bonds;  but  they  will  never  bind  those  who  do 
not  trust.  When  he  had  told  her  that  she,  and 
she  only,  understood  his  feelings,  that  she,  and 
she  only,  knew  his  moods,  and  when  she  had 
answered  him  by  the  encouragement  of  her  soft 
smile,  could  it  be  that  more  was  necessary 
between  them  ?  Ah  !  yes,  Adela,  much  more  ! 
Never  know  a  gentleman's  moods,  never  under- 
stand his  feelings  till,  in  the  plain  language  of 

J  his  mother-tongue,  he  has  asked  you  to   be 

\  nistress  of  them. 

WAea  her  faxhzr  came  in  beto^e  foxoiWi  Ave 
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was  still  pacing  up  and  down  the  room.  But 
she  had  not  spent  the  two  hours  since  Arthur 
had  left  her  in  vain  sorrow  or  in  vainer  anger. 
She  had  felt  that  it  behoved  her  to  resolve  how 
she  would  act,  and  what  she  would  do ;  and  in 
those  two  hours  she  had  resolved.  A  great 
misfortune,  a  stunning  blow  had  fallen  on  her ; 
but  the  fault  had  been  with  her  rather  than  with 
him.  She  would  school  herself  to  bear  the 
punishment,  to  see  him  occasionally,  and  bear 
with  him  as  she  would  have  done  had  he  never 
taken  those  walks  along  the  river;  she  would 
still  love  his  sisters ;  still  go  when  needs  was  to 
the  Hurst  Staple  parsonage.  As  for  him,  she 
would  wish  him  no  evil,  rather  every  good.  As 
for  herself,  she  would  check  her  rebel  heart  if 
she  could ;  but,  at  any  rate,  she  would  learn  to 
check  the  rising  blood  which  would  otherwise 
tell  her  tale. 

"Arthur  Wilkinson  has  been  here  to-day, 
papa,"  she  was  able  to  say,  with  composed 
voice;  "they  are  quite  settled  again  at  the 
parsonage." 

"Ah!  he  is  a  lucky  fellow,"  said  the  old 
vicar ;  "  he'll  be  wanting  a  wife  now  before  the 
year's  out." 


CHAPTER  V 

THE   CHOICE  OF   A  PROFESSION 

We  must  now  go  back  to  our  otViw  Vv^to,^^^ 
rather,  to  another  of  our  heroes.     KxVNwvt  N^'^- 
Jtlnson  Is  our meiancholy  love-loin  texvoT^^^ort^^ 
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Bertram  our  eager,  excitable  barytone,  and  Mr, 
Harcoutt — Henry  Harcourt — our  bass,  wide 
awake  to  the  world's  good  things,  impervious  to 
sentimentality,  and  not  over-scrupulous — as  is 
always  the  case  with  your  true  deep-mouthed 
opera  bass. 

Our  present  business  is  with  the  escitable 
barytone,  whom  we  left  some  year  and  a  half 
ago  in  not  a  very  clear  state  of  mind  as  to  the 
walk  in  life  which  would  be  best  suited  for  his 
peculiar  legs.  Harcourt,  who  was  himself  a 
lawyer,  recommended  the  law.  Selfish  as  was 
the  general  tone  of  Harcourt's  heart,  still  he  had 
within  him  a  high,  if  not  a  generous  feeling, 
which  made  him  wish  to  have  near  him  in  his 
coming  life  a  friend  of  such  promise  as  George 
Bertram.  Bertram  might  beat  him  in  his  career ; 
nay,  probably  would  do  so;  but,  nevertheless, 
Harcourt  wished  to  see  him  keeping  bis  terms 
in  London,  He  was  convinced  that  he  should 
gain  more  thon  he  should  lose  by  such  a 
friend. 

But  Bertram's  own  mind  was  not  so  easily 

made  up.     His  personal  possessions  in  life  may 

be  thus  catalogued.     He  had  come  of  a  good 

family;   he   had   received    the   best   education 

which  England  could  give  him  ;  be  was  quick 

in  speech  and  ready   in    thought ;    he   had   a 

double-first  degree,  and  would   at   once  have 

a  fellowship ;    he   had  also  an  uncle  who  was 

very  rich  and   occasionally  very  disagreeable, 

and  a  father  who  was  very  poor,  and  of  whom 

■  he  heard  all  men  say  that  he  was  one  of  the 

[most  agreeable  fellows  that  ever  lived.     Such 

Tieing  hia  stock  in  trade,  how  was  he  to  take  it 
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to  the  best  market,  and  what  market  would  be 
the  best? 

In  thinking  over  his  markets,  it  must  not  be 
supposed  that  his  only  object,  or  his  chief 
object,  was  the  making  of  money.  That  was  a 
rock,  rather,  of  which  it  behoved  him  to  be  very 
careful.  The  money-making  part  of  every 
profession  was,  according  to  his  present  views, 
a  necessary  incidental  evil.  To  enable  a  poor 
man  like  him  to  carry  on  his  work  some  money 
must  be  made ;  for  some  sorts  of  work,  perhaps 
for  that  very  sort  which  he  would  most  willingly 
choose,  much  money  must  be  made.  But  the 
making  of  it  should  never  be  his  triumph.  It 
could  be  but  a  disagreeable  means  to  a  desirable 
end.  At  the  age  of  twenty-two  so  thought  our 
excitable  barytone  hero  on  that  point 

Two  ends  appeared  to  him  to  be  desirable. 
But  which  of  the  two  was  the  most  desirable — 
that  to  him  was  the  difficult  question.  To  do 
good  to  others,  and  to  have  his  own  name  in 
men's  mouths — these  were  the  fitting  objects  of 
a  man's  life.  But  whether  he  would  attempt 
the  former  in  order  to  achieve  the  latter;  or 
obtain,  if  he  did  obtain,  the  latter  by  seeking- 
success  in  the  former :  on  this  point  his  char- 
acter was  not  sufficiently  fixed,  nor  his  principles 
sufficiently  high  to  enable  him  fitly  to  resolve. 

But  the  necessity  of  seeing  his  uncle  before  he 
took  any  actual  steps  secured  him  firom  the 
necessity  of  coming  to  any  absolutely  immediate 
decision.  He  and  Harcourt  were  together  fort 
three  or  four  days,  and  he  listened  not  unmoved' 
to  his  firiend's  doquence  in  favour  of  publicliiii 
in  London.    Not  unmoved,  indeed,  but  ibnisja 
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with  a.  spirit  of  antagonism.  When  Harcourt 
told  of  forensic  triumphs,  Bertram  spoke  of  the 
joy  of  some  rustic  soul  saved  to  heaven  in  the 
quiet  nook  of  a  distant  parish.  When  his 
friend  promised  to  him  Parliament,  and  the 
later  glories  of  the  ermine,  he  sighed  after 
literary  fame,  to  be  enjoyed  among  the  beauties 
of  nature.  But  Harcourt  understood  all  this: 
he  did  not  wish  to  convince  his  friend,  but  only 
to  lead  him. 

Mr.  George  Bertram  senior  was  a  notable 
man  in  the  city  of  London.  I  am  not  prepared 
to  say  what  was  his  trade,  or  even  whether  he 
had  one  properly  so  called.  But  there  was  no 
doubt  about  his  being  a  moneyed  man,  and  one 
well  thought  of  on  'Change,  At  the  time  of 
which  I  write,  he  was  a  director  of  the  Bank  of 
England,  chairman  of  a  large  insurance  com- 
pany, was  deep  in  water,  far  gone  in  gas,  and 
an  illustrious  potentate  in  railway  interests.  I 
imagine  that  he  had  neither  counting-house, 
shop,  nor  ware-rooms  ;  but  he  was  not  on  that 
account  at  a  loss  whither  to  direct  his  steps ; 
and  those  who  knew  city  ways  knew  very  well 
where  to  meet  Mr.  George  Bertram  senior 
between  the  hours  of  eleven  and  five. 

He  was  ten  years  older  than  his  brother.  Sir 
Lionel,  and  at  the  time  of  which  I  write  might 
be  about  seventy.  He  was  still  unmarried,  and 
in  this  respect  had  always  been  regarded  by  Sir 
Lionel  as  a  fountain  from  whence  his  own  son 
might  fairly  expect  such  waters  as  were  neces- 
sary for  his  present  maintenance  and  future 
well-being.  Bat  Mr.  George  Bertram  senior 
had  regarded  the  matter  in  a  different  light. 
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He  had  paid  no  shilling  on  account  of  his 
nephew,  or  on  other  accounts  appertaining  to 
his  brother,  which  he  had  not  scored  down  as 
so  much  debt  against  Sir  Lionel,  duly  debiting 
the  amount  with  current  interest;  and  state- 
ments of  this  account  were  periodically  sent  to 
Sir  Lionel  by  Mr.  Bertram's  man  of  business, 
and  periodically  thrown  aside  by  Sir  Lionel,  as 
being  of  no  moment  whatsoever. 

When  Mr.  Bertram  had  paid  the  bill  due  by 
his  brother  to  Mr.  Wilkinson,  there  was  out- 
standing some  family  unsettled  claim  from 
which  the  two  brothers  might,  or  might  not, 
obtain  some  small  sums  of  money.  Sir  Lionel, 
when  much  pressed  by  the  city  Croesus,  had 
begged  him  to  look  to  this  claim,  and  pay  him- 
self from  the  funds  which  would  be  therefrom 
accruing.  The  city  Croesus  had  done  so :  a 
trifle  of  two  or  three  hundred  pounds  had  fallen 
to  Sir  Lionel's  lot,  and  had  of  course  been  duly 
credited  to  his  account  But  it  went  a  very 
little  way  towards  squaring  matters,  and  the  old 
man  of  business  went  on  sending  his  half  yearly 
statements,  which  became  anything  but  '*  small 
by  degrees." 

Mr.  Bertram  had  never  absolutely  told  George 
of  this  debt,  or  complained  of  his  not  being 
repaid  the  advances  which  he  had  made ;  but 
little  hints  dropped  from  him,  which  were  some- 
times understood  for  more  than  they  were 
worth,  and  which  made  the  young  Oxonian  feel 
that  he  would  rather  not  be  quite  so  much  in 
his  uncle's  hands.  The  old  man  gave  him  to 
understand  that  he  must  not  look  on  himself  as 
an  heir  to  wealth,  or  imagine  that  atvoXJcitx  \oX. 
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wm  his  ihaii  that  ordinary  to  morials — the 
necoHitlty,  namely,  of  eating  his  bread  in  the 
nwcHt  oiIiIh  brow. 

Old  Mr.  liertrum  ordinarily  lived  at  Hadley, 
fi  villftKC  about  ii  inilo  beyond  Bamet,  just  on 
the  l)Ord<;(  of  what  used  to  be  called  Enfield 
Chnnc.  Here  he  had  an  cslablisliment  very  fit 
fyt  a  ci»iet  old  gentleman,  but  perhaps  not  quite 
ftdetiiinte  to  his  reputed  wealth.  By  my  use  of 
the  Woi\l  repHlcvI,  ihc  reader  must  not  be  ied 
to  think  that  Mr.  Bertram's  money-bags  were 
unt«.i  They  were  solid,  and  true  as  the  coffers 
uf  the  Ibnk  of  Kn^liuid.  He  was  no  Colonel 
Wimcb,  rich  tinly  by  means  of  his  rich  impu- 
<,t«ttc«.  It  is  Dut  (lesticed  that  he  shall  £tll 
bfUIuw^t  brinjing  down  with  bim  a  vtnld  of 
rt^u.  H«  vtil  not  levant  to  Spain  tx  eUe- 
His  wealth  is  of  dte  old-&shioaed  sort, 
and  will  tbUe  tx  any  tute  such  touch  at  time 
« it  mvf  mcottMer  ia  ooi  P*^^^  B*U  none  of 
U«  Ha>^«]riM%  or.  indeed;  any  odMf  ivs—aat 
I  «w^  BtolMUgr.  dke  Bai^-o^Ei«^UKtit&  «r  te 
I  aMli»(l(n>WiihMS>.Fttdite9— knew  vor 

^Mwiit  at  HaAm  spoke  of  he  wkhK  bMiase^ 
k  ML  Iter  war  opt  (»  sp»k  «f  k  «  tesg 

■  <WM;ifcwUfcawcftt3ncfc»»ai(Mii» 

witftw»>  Gnc^e  tad  atmman  faesvi  stmat 
fittflf  fe  iwatMBS  nHadiry.    ttttaunv- 

^llMfcV  tH9R  VCSC  BiM4«  a  VtPr  %3DCVB^  BSbBe* 

tatbian  andm^  ant  not  at  Ua&r 

•aTTStta 
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A  few  days  after  the  glories  of  his  degree, 
when  his  name  was  still  great  on  the  High 
Street  of  Oxford,  and  had  even  been  touched 
by  true  fame  in  a  very  flattering  manner  in  the 
columns  of  the  Daily  Jupiter^  he  came  home  to 
Hadley.  His  uncle  never  encouraged  visits 
from  him  in  the  city,  and  they  met,  therefore, 
for  the  first  time  in  the  old  man's  drawing-room 
just  before  dinner. 

"How  are  you,  George?"  said  the  uncle^ 
putting  out  his  hand  to  his  nephew,  and  then 
instantly  turning  round  and  poking  the  fire. 
"  What  sort  of  a  journey  have  you  hac  from 
Oxford  ?  Yes,  these  railways  make  it  alj  easy. 
Which  line  do  you  use?  Didcot,  eh?  That's 
wrong.  You'll  have  a  smash  some  of  these 
days  with  one  of  those  Great  Western  express 
trains." — Mr.  Bertram  held  shares  in  the  oppo- 
sition line  by  which  Oxford  may  be  reached, 
and  never  omitted  an  opportunity  of  doing  a 
little  business.  **  I'm  ready  for  dinner ;  I  don't 
know  whether  you  are.  You  eat  lunch,  I 
suppose.  John,  it*s  two  minutes  past  the  half- 
hour.     Why  don't  we  have  dinner  ?  " 

Not  a  word  was  said  about  the  degree — at 
least,  not  then.  Indeed  Mr.  Bertram  did  not 
think  very  much  about  degrees.  He  had  taken 
no  degree  himself,  except  a  high  degree  in 
wealth,  and  could  not  understand  that  he  ought 
to  congratulate  a  young  man  of  twenty-two  as 
to  a  successful  termination  of  his  school-lessons. 
He  himself  at  that  age  had  been,  if  not  on 
'Change,,  at  any  rate  seated  on  tVv^  ^\.^^^  oi 
^Change.  He  had  been  then  doing  a  Ta."ax:i^ 
work;  beginning  to  harden  togetViei  lYveuM^^'^^ 
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of  that  snowball  of  money  which  he  had  since 
loiled  onwards  till  it  had  become  so  huge  a 
lump — destined,  probably,  to  be  thawed  and  to 
run  away  into  muddy  water  in  some  much 
shorter  space  of  time.  He  could  not  blame  his 
nephew:  he  could  not  call  him  idle,  as  he 
would  have  delighted  to  do  had  occasion  per- 
mitted; but  he  would  not  condescend  to  con- 
gratulate him  on  being  great  in  Greek  or  mighty 
in  abstract  mathematics, 

"  Well,  George,"  said  he,  pushing  him  the 
bottle  as  soon  as  the  cloth  was  gone,  "  I  suppose 
you  have  done  with  Oxford  now  ?  " 

"Not  quite,  sir;  I  have  my  fellowship  to 
receive." 

"  Some  beggarly  two  hundred  pounds  a  year, 
I  suppose.  Not  that  I  mean  to  say  you  should 
not  be  glad  to  have  it,"  he  added,  thus  cor- 
recting the  impression  which  his  words  might 
otherwise  have  made.  "  As  you  have  been  so 
long  getting  it,  it  will  be  better  to  have  that 
than  nothing.  But  your  fellowship  won't  make 
it  necessary  for  you  to  live  at  Oxford,  will 
it?" 

"Oh,  no.  But  then  I  may  perhaps  go  into 
the  church." 

"  Oh,  the  church,  eh  ?    Well,  it  is  a  respect- 
able profession;  only   men   have   to  work  for 
lotbing  in  it." 
"  '    ish  they  did,  sir.     If  we  had  the  volun- 

I  tary  system " 

I      "You  can  have  that  if  you  like.    I  know  that 

Pthe  Independent  ministers " 

I       "I  should  not  think  of  leaving  the  Church  of 

I  England  on  any  account." 
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**  You  have  decided,  then,  to  be  a  clergyman  ?  " 

"Oh,  no;  not  decided.  Indeed,  I  really 
think  that  if  a  man  will  work,  he  may  do  better 
at  the  bar." 

"  Very  well,  indeed — if  he  have  the  peculiar 
kind  of  talent  necessary." 

"  But  then,  I  doubt  whether  a  practising  bar- 
rister can  ever  really  be  an  honest  man." 

«  What  ?  " 

"They  have  such  dirty  work  to  do.  They 
spend  their  days  in  making  out  that  black  is 
white ;  or  worse  still,  that  white  is  black." 

"  Pshaw  1  Have  a  little  more  charity,  master 
George,  and  do  not  be  so  over-righteous.  Some 
of  the  greatest  men  of  your  country  have  been 
lawyers." 

"  But  their  being  great  men  won't  alter  the 
fact ;  nor  will  my  being  charitable.  When  two 
clear-headed  men  take  money  to  advocate  the 
different  sides  of  a  case,  each  cannot  think  that 
his  side  is  true." 

"  Fiddlestick  I  But  mind,  I  do  not  want  you 
to  be  a  lawyer.  You  must  choose  for  yourself. 
If  you  don't  like  that  way  of  earning  your  bread, 
there  are  others." 

"  A  man  may  be  a  doctor,  to  be  sure ;  but  I 
have  no  taste  that  way." 

"  And  is  that  the  end  of  the  list  ?  " 

"There  is  literature.  But  literature,  though 
the  grandest  occupation  in  the  world  for  a  man's 
leisure,  is,  I  take  it,  a  slavish  profession." 

"Grub  Street,  eh?  Yes,  I  should  think  so. 
You  never  heard  of  commerce,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"  Commerce.  Yes.  I  have  heard  of  it.  But 
I  doubt  wl  the  necessai^  %eiiM^r 
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The  old  man  looketl  at  him  as  though  he 
doubted  whether  or  no  he  were  being  laughed  at. 

"The  necessary  kind  of  genius,  I  mean," 
continued  George. 

"  Very  likely  not.  Your  genius  is  adapted 
to  dispersing,  perliaps,  rather  than  collecting." 

"  I  dare  say  it  is,  sir." 

"  And  I  suppose  you  never  heard  of  a  man 
with  a — what  is  it  you  (fail  your  degree?  a 
doubk-first — going  behind  a  counter.  What 
sort  of  men  are  the  double-lasts,  I  wonder ! " 

"  It  is  they,  I  rather  think,  who  go  behind  the 
counters,"  said  George,  who  had  no  idea  of  allow- 
ing his  uncle  to  have  all  the  raillery  on  his  side. 

"Is  it,  sir?  But  I  rather  think  they  don't 
come  out  last  when  the  pudding  is  to  be  proved 
by  the  eating.  Success  in  life  is  not  to  be  won 
by  writing  Greek  verses ;  not  though  you  write 
ever  so  many.  A  ship-load  of  them  would  not 
fetch  you  the  value  of  this  glass  of  wine  at  any 
market  in  the  world." 

"  Commerce  is  a  grand  thing,"  said  George, 
with  an  air  of  conviction. 

"  It  is  the  proper  work  for  men,"  said  his 
uncle,  proudly. 

"But  I  have  always  heard,"  rephed  the 
nephew,  "that  a  man  in  this  couniiy  has  no 
right  to  look  to  commerce  as  a  profession  unless 
he  possesses  capital."  Mr.  Bertram,  feeling  (hat 
the  tables  had  been  turned  against  him,  finished 
his  glass  of  wine  and  poked  the  fire. 

A  few  da,ys  afterwards  the  same  subject  was 
again  raised  between  them.  "  You  must  choose 
for  yourself,  George,"  said  the  old  man ;  "  and 
you  should  choose  quickly," 


^L  again  ra 
^H  for  youi 
^K      yousho 
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If  I  could  choose  for  myself — ^which  I  am 
awaxe  that  I  cannot  do;  for  circumstances, 
after  all,  will  have  the  decision — but,  if  I  could 
choose,  I  would  go  into  Parliament." 

*  Go  where  ?  "  said  Mr.  Bertram,  who  would 
have  thought  it  as  reasonable  if  his  nephew  had 
proposed  to  take  a  house  in  Belgrave  Square 
with  the  view  of  earning  a  livelihood. 

"  Into  Parliament,  sir." 

"  Is  Parliament  a  profession  ?  I  never  knew 
it  before."     ^ 

**  Perhaps  not,  ordinarily,  a  money-making 
profession ;  nor  would  I  wish  to  make  it  so." 

"  And  what  county  or  what  borough  do  you 
intend  to  honour  by  representing  it  ?  Perhaps 
the  University  will  return  you.*' 

"  Perhaps  it  may  some  of  these  days." 

"  And>  in  the  meantime,  you  mean  to  live  on 
your  fellowship,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"  On  that  and  anything  else  that  I  can  get." 

Mr.  Bertram  sat  quiet  for  some  time  without 
speaking,  and  George  also  seemed  inclined  to 
muse  awhile  upon  the  subject.  "  George,"  said 
the  uncle,  at  last,  "  I  think  it  will  be  better  that 
we  should  thoroughly  understand  each  other. 
You  are  a  good  fellow  in  your  way,  and  I  like 
you  well  enough.  But  you  must  not  get  into 
your  head  any  idea  that  you  are  to  be  my  heir." 

"No,  sir;  I  won't." 

"  Because  it  would  only  ruin  you.  My  idea 
is  that  a  man  should  make  his  own  way  in  the 
world  as  I  made  mine.  If  you  were  my  son,  it 
may  be  presumed  that  I  should  do  as  other  men 
do,  and  give  you  my  money.  And,  most  pro- 
bably, you  would  make  no  better  use  of  it  than 
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the  sons  of  other  men  who,  like  me,  have  made 
money.     But  you  are  not  my  son." 

"Quite  true,  sir;  and  therefore  I  shall  be 
saved  the  danger.  At  any  rate,  I  shall  not  be 
the  victim  of  disappointment." 

"  I  am  very  glad  to  hear  it,"  said  Mr.  Bertram, 
who,  however,  did  not  give  any  proof  of  his 
gladness,  seeing  that  he  evinced  some  little 
addition  of  acerbity  in  his  temper  and  asperity 
in  his  manner.  It  was  hard  to  have  to  deal 
with  3  nephew  with  whom  he  could  find  so 
little  ground  for  complaint. 

"  But  I  have  thought  it  right  to  warn  you," 
he  continued.  "  You  are  aware  that  up  lo  the 
present  moment  the  expense  of  your  education 
has  been  borne  by  me." 

"No,  sir;  not  my  education." 

"Not  your  education!  How,  then,  has  it 
been  bome?" 

"  I  speak  of  my  residence  at  Oxford.  I  have 
had  a  great  many  indulgences  there,  and  you 
have  paid  for  them.  The  expenses  of  my  edu- 
cation I  could  have  paid  myself."  This  was 
fair  on  George's  part.  He  had  not  asked  his 
imcle  for  a  liberal  allowance,  and  was  hardly 
open  to  blame  for  having  taken  it. 

"I  only  know  I  have  paid  regularly  one 
hundred  and  fifty  pounds  a  year  to  your  order, 
and  I  find  from  Pritchett  "^Pritchett  was  his 
man  of  business — "  that  I  am  paying  it  still" 

"  He  sent  me  the  last  quarter  the  other  day  j 
but  I  have  not  touched  it." 

"  Never  mind ;  let  thai  pass.  I  don't  know 
rhat  your  father's  views  are  about  ^ou,  and 
Bcrer  couJd  Had  out." 
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'Til  ask  him.  I  mean  to  go  and  see 
him/' 

"  Go  and  see  him !     Why,  he's  at  Bagdad." 

"Yes.  If  I  start  at  once  I  shall  just  catch 
him  there,  or  perhaps  meet  him  at  Damascus." 

"  Then  you'll  be  a  great  fool  for  your  pains — 
a  greater  fool  almost  than  I  take  you  to  be. 
What  do  you  expect  your  father  can  do  for  you? 
My  belief  is,  that  if  four  hundred  pounds  would 
take  him  to  heaven,  he  couldn't  make  up  the 
money.  I  don't  think  he  could  raise  it  either 
in  Europe  or  Asia.  I'm  sure  of  this ;  I  wouldn't 
lend  it  him." 

"In  such  a  case  as  that,  sir,  his  personal 
security  would  go  for  so  little." 

"  His  personal  security  has  always  gone  for 
little.  But,  as  I  was  saying,  I  have  consented 
ever  since  you  went  to  Wilkinson's  to  allow 
your  father  to  throw  the  burthen  of  your  ex- 
penses on  my  shoulders.  I  thought  it  a  pity 
that  you  should  not  have  the  chance  of  a 
decent  education.  Mind,  I  claim  no  gratitude, 
as  I  shall  expect  your  father  to  pay  me  what 
I  have  advanced." 

"How  on  earth  can  he  do  that,  sir?  But 
perhaps  I  can." 

"  Can  you  ?  Very  well ;  then  you  can  settle 
it  with  him.     But  listen  to  me." 

"Listen  to  me  for  a  moment,  uncle  George. 
I  think  you  are  hard  on  my  father,  and  certainly 
hard  on  me.  When  I  went  to  Wilkinson's, 
what  did  I  know  of  who  paid  the  bill?" 

"Who  says  you  knew  anything,  sir?" 

^*And,  counting  on  from  thai  \!\me,  ^\.\«\vaX. 
period  ought  I  to   have  begvin  \.o  \LTisy«  vV"^ 
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When  should  I  have  first  learnt  to  feel  that  I 
was  a  burden  to  any  one  ?  " 

"Who  has  talked  about  a  burden?" 

"You  say  I  am  not  to  be  your  heir?" 

"  Certainly  not." 

"I  never  thought  of  being  your  heir.  I 
don't  care  a  straw  about  being  anybody's  heir. 
What  you  have  given  fireely,  I  have  taken 
freely.  As  for  my  father,  if  you  felt  so  harshly 
towards  him,  why  did  you  let  him  incur  this 
debt?" 

"  I  was  to  see  you  kicked  out  of  Wilkinson's 
house  and  starve  in  the  ditch,  I  suppose?  But 
now,  if  you  can  control  your  fine  feelings  for 
one  moment,  will  you  listen  to  me?  I  have 
never  blamed  you  in  the  matter  at  all,  and 
don't  blame  you  now— at  least  not  yet." 

"  I  hope  you  never  will^that  is  about  money 
matters." 

"  Now  do  listen  to  me.  It  seems  to  me  that 
you  are  quite  astray  about  a  profession.  You 
don't  like  commerce,  and  what  you  said  the 
other  day  about  capital  is  quite  true,  I  count 
a  man  a  knave  who  goes  into  trade  without 
capital.  In  a  small  way  we  might,  perhaps, 
have  managed  it.  But  in  a  very  small  way  you 
would  not  have  liked  it," 

"  Neither  small  nor  great,  sir." 

"Very  well.  You  need  not  be  afraid  that 
anything  very  great  will  be  tlirust  upon  you. 
But  it  seems  to  rae  that  what  you  are  most 
fitted  for  is  a  lawyer," 

Young  Bertram  paused  a  moment,  "  Uncle, 
I  really  hardly  know.  Sometimes  I  have  a 
strange  desire  to  go  into  otders." 
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"Very  strange  indeed !  But  now,  if  you  will 
listen  to  me — I  have  been  speaking  to  Mr.  Dry. 
Messrs.  Dry  and  Stickatit  have  done  business 
for  me  for  the  last  forty  years.  Now,  George, 
I  will  advance  you  three  thousand  pounds  at 
four  per  cent. " 

"What  should  I  want  with  three  thousand 
pounds  ? " 

"  You  don't  suppose  you  can  get  into  a  house 
like  that  without  money,  do  you  ?  " 

**  And  be  an  attorney  ?  "  said  George,  with  a 
look  of  horror  which  almost  penetrated  the 
thick  skin  of  the  old  man's  feelings.  What ! 
had  he  taken  a  double-first,  been  the  leading 
man  of  his  year,  spouted  at  the  debating  club, 
and  driven  himself  nearly  dizzy  with  Aristotle 
for  this — for  a  desk  in  the  office  of  Messrs.  Dry 
and  Stickatit,  attorneys  of  old  Bucklersbury ! 
No,  not  for  all  the  uncles !  not  for  any  uncle  I 

**They  net  four  thousand  pounds  a  year," 
said  Mr.  Bertram ;  "  and  in  process  of  time  you 
would  be  the  working  partner,  and  have,  at  any 
rate,  a  full  half  of  the  business." 

But,  no !  George  was  not  to  be  talked  into 
such  a  scheme  as  that  by  the  offer  of  any  loan, 
by  the  mention  of  any  number  of  thousands. 
He  positively  refused  to  consider  the  proposition ; 
and  his  uncle,  with  equal  positiveness,  refused 
to  hold  any  further  converse  with  him  on  the 
subject  of  a  profession.  "Pritchett  will  pay 
you  your  present  allowance,"  said  he,  "  for  two 
years  longer — that  is,  if  I  live." 

"  I  can  do  without  it,  sir,"  said  Geoi^^. 

"Pritchett   will    pay  that  amoMTvX.   fet  \.^o 
years"  said  the  uncle,  v'  '  *■  ^o^VC\Neti^'5»% 
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"after  that  it  will  be  discontinued.  And  for 
the  next  three  months  I  shall  be  happy  to  see 
you  here  as  my  guest." 

It    will    be    readily  believed    tliat    George 
Bertram  did  not  overstay  the  three  months. 


CHAPTER  VI  ^^ 

JERUSALEM 

But  there  was  no  quarrel  between  George 
Bertram  uncle  and  George  Bertram  nephew  : 
tliough  in  such  conversations  as  they  bad  about 
business  they  were  not  over  civit  to  each  other, 
still  they  went  on  together  as  good  friends,  at 
any  rate  as  they  ever  had  been.  Indeed,  after 
the  last  scene  which  has  been  reported,  the  old 
man  became  more  courteous  to  his  nephew, 
and  before  the  three  months  were  over  was 
almost  cordial. 

There  was  that  about  George  the  younper 
which  made  the  old  uncle  respect  him,  despite 
himself.  The  London  merchant  had  a  thorough 
contempt  for  his  brother,  the  soldier  of  fortune ; 
he  had  acted  as  he  had  done  on  behalf  of  that 
brother's  son  nlmost  more  with  the  view  of 
showing  his  contempt,  and  getting  thereby  an 
opportunity  for  expressing  it,  than  with  any 
fixed  idea  of  doing  a  kindness.  He  had  counted 
also  on  despising  the  son  as  he  had  despised 
the  father;  but  here  he  found  himself  foiled. 
George  had  taken  all  that  he  had  given,  as  any 
youth  would  take  what  an  uncle  gave ;  but  he 
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had  never  asked  for  more :  he  had  done  as  well 
as  it  was  possible  for  him  to  do  in  that  line  of 
education  which  had  been  tendered  to  him; 
and  now,  though  he  would  not  become  an 
attorney  or  a  merchant,  was  prepared  to  earn 
his  own  bread,  and  professed  that  he  was  able 
to  support  himself  without  further  assistance 
from  any  one. 

Before  the  three  months  were  over,  his  uncle 
had  more  than  once  asked  him  to  prolong  his 
visit;  but  George  had  made  up  his  mind  to 
leave  Hadley.  His  purpose  was  to  spend  three 
or  four  months  in  going  out  to  his  father,  and 
then  to  settle  in  London.  In  the  meantime, 
he  employed  himself  with  studying  the  law  of 
nations,  and  amused  his  leisure  hours  with  Coke 
and  Blackstone. 

"Youll  never  find  your  father,"  said  Mr. 
Bertram. 

"At  any  rate,  1*11  try;  and  if  I  miss  him,  I 
shall  see  something  of  the  world." 

"  You'll  see  more  in  London  in  three  months 
than  you  will  there  in  twelve;  and,  moreover, 
you  would  not  lose  your  time." 

But  George  was  inexorable,  and  before  the 
three  months  were  over  he  had  started  on  his 
trip. 

•*  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  George,"  said  Mr. 
Pritchett  to  him  the  day  before  he  went  (his 
uncle  had  requested  him  to  call  on  Pritchett  in 
the  city) — "I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  George, 
but  if  I  may  be  allowed  to  speak  a  word  or  so, 
I  do  hope  you'll  write  a  line  now  and  then  to 
the  old  genUeman  while  you  are  away." 

Now  George  had  never  written  a  line  to  b\s 
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uncle  in  his  life;  all  his  coramuciications  as  to 
his  journeys  and  proposed  arrivals  had,  by  his 
uncle's  special  direction,  been  made  to  the 
housekeeper,  and  he  had  no  present  intention 
of  commencing  a  correspoodence, 

"Write  to  him,  Mr.  Pritchett!  No,  I  don't 
suppose  I  shall.  I  take  it,  my  uncle  does  not 
much  care  for  such  letters  as  I  should  write," 

"  Ah  I  but  he  would,  Mr.  George.  You 
shouldn't  be  too  quick  to  take  persons  by  their 
appearances.  It's  half  a  million  of  money,  you 
know,  Mr.  George  ;  half — a — million — of — 
money !  "  And  Mr.  Pritchett  put  great  stress 
on  the  numeration  of  his  patron's  presumed 
wealth. 

"  Half  a  million,  is  it?  Well,  that's  a  great 
deal,  no  doubt ;  and  I  fully  sije  the  force  of 
your  excellent  argument.  But  I  fear  there  is 
nothing  to  be  done  in  that  line  ;  I'm  not  born 
to  be  the  heir  to  half  a  million  of  money  ;  you 
might  see  that  in  my  face." 

Mr.  Pritchett  stared  at  him  very  hard,  "  Well, 
I  can't  say  that  I  do,  Mr.  George;  but  take 
my  word  for  it,  the  old  gentleman  is  very  fond 
of  you." 

"  Very  fond  !  That's  a  little  too  strong, 
isn't  it  ? " 

"  That  is,  if  he's  very  fond  of  anything.  Now, 
he  said  to  me  yesterday,  '  Pritchett,'  says  he, 
'that  boy's  going  to  Bagdad.'  'What!  Mr. 
George?'  says  I.  'Yes,'  says  he;  'and  to 
Hong  Kong  too,  I  suppose,  before  he  comes 
back;  he's  going  after  his  father;'  and  then 
he  gave  one  of  those  bitter  looks,  you  know, 
'.That's  a  pity,'  says  I,  for  you  know  one  must 
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humour  him.  *  He  is  a  fool,'  says  your  uncle, 
*  and  always  will  be.* " 

**I'm  sure,  Mr.  Pritchett,  I'm  very  much 
obliged  for  the  trouble  you  are  at  in  telling 
me. 

"  Oh !  I  think  nothing  of  the  trouble.  *  And 
he  knows  no  more  about  money,'  says  your 
uncle,  'than  an  ostrich.  He  can't  go  to  Bagdad 
out  of  his  allowance.'  *  Of  course  he  can't,* 
said  I.  *You  had  better  put  three  hundred 
pounds  to  his  credit,'  said  the  old  gentleman; 
and  so,  Mr.  George,  I  have." 

"  I  could  have  done  very  well  without  it,  Mr. 
Pritchett." 

** Perhaps  so;  but  three  hundred  pounds 
never  hurt  anybody — never,  Mr,  George;  and 
I  can  tell  you  this  :  if  you  play  your  cards  well, 
you  may  be  the  old  gentleman's  heir,  in  spite 
of  all  he  says  to  the  contrary." 

"  At  any  rate,  Mr.  Pritchett,  I'm  very  much 
obliged  to  you : "  and  so  they  parted. 

"  He'll  throw  that  three  hundred  pounds  in 
my  teeth  the  next  time  I  see  him,"  said  George 
to  himselC 

Good  as  Mr.  Pritchett's  advice  undoubtedly 
was,  Bertram  did  not  take  it;  and  his  uncle 
received  no  line  from  him  during  the  whole 
period  of  his  absence.  Our  hero's  search  after 
his  father  was  not  quite  of  so  intricate  a  nature 
as  was  supposed  by  his  uncle,  nor  so  difficult  as 
that  made  by  Japhet  under  similar  circum- 
stances. His  route  was  to  be  by  Paris,  Mar- 
seilles, Malta,  Alexandria,  Jaffa,  Jerusalem,  and 
Damascus,  and  he  had  written  to  Sir  Lionel, 
requesting  him  to  write  to  either  or  all  of  those 
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addresses.  Neither  in  France,  nor  Malta,  nor 
Egypt  did  he  receive  any  letters;  but  in  the 
iitlle  town  of  Jaffa,  where  he  first  put  his  foot 
on  Asiatic  soil,  a  despatch  from  his  father  was 
awaiting  him.  Sir  Lionel  was  about  to  leave 
Persia,  and  was  proceeding  to  Constantinople 
on  public  service ;  but  he  would  go  out  of  his 
course  to  meet  his  son  at  Jerusalem. 

The  tone  of  Sir  Lionel's  letter  was  very  unlike 
that  of  Mr.  Bertram's  conversation.  He  heartily 
congratulated  his  son  on  the  splendid  success 
of  his  degree ;  predicted  for  him  a  future  career 
both  brilliant  and  rich  ;  declared  that  it  was  the 
dearest  wish  of  his  heart  to  embrace  his  son, 
and  spoke  of  their  spending  a  few  weeks  together 
at  Jerusalem  almost  with  rapture. 

This  letter  very  much  delighted  George,  He 
had  a  natural  anxiety  to  think  well  of  his  father, 
and  had  not  altogether  believed  the  evil  that  had 
been  rather  hinted  than  spoken  of  him  by  Mr. 
Bertram.  The  colonel  had  certainly  not  hitherto 
paid  him  very  much  parental  attention,  and  had 
generally  omitted  to  answer  the  few  letters  which 
George  had  written  to  him.  But  a  son  is  not 
ill  inclined  to  accept  acts  of  new  grace  from  a 
father;  and  there  was  something  so  delightful  in 
the  tone  and  manner  of  Sir  Lionel's  letter,  it  was 
so  friendly  as  well  as  affectionate,  so  perfectly 
devoid  of  the  dull,  monotonous,  lecture-giving 
asperity  with  which  ordinary  fathers  too  often 
season  their  ordinary  epistles,  that  he  was  in 
raptures  4ith  his  newly-found  correspondent. 

"1  would  not  miss  seeing  you  for  worlds," 

HTote  Sir  Lionel;  "and  although  I  have  been 

-ordered  to  Constantinople  with  aX\  ti\e  immcdiala 
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haste  which  your  civil-service  grandees  always 
use  in  addressing  us  military  slaves,  it  shall  go 
hard  with  me  but  I  will  steal  a  fortnight  from 
them  in  order  to  pass  it  with  you  at  Jerusalem. 
I  suppose  I  shall  scarce  know  you,  or  you  me ; 
but  when  you  see  an  old  gentleman  in  a  military 
frock,  with  a  bald  head,  a  hook  nose,  and  a 
rather  short  allowance  of  teeth,  you  may  then 
be  sure  that  you  look  upon  your  father.  How- 
ever, I  will  be  at  Z 's  Hotel — I  believe  they 

honour  the  caravansary  with  that  name — as  soon 
as  possible  after  the  14th." 

His  uncle  had  at  any  rate  been  quite  wrong 
in  predicting  that  his  father  would  keep  out 
of  his  way.  So  far  was  this  from  being  the 
case,  that  Sir  Lionel  was  going  to  put  himself 
to  considerable  inconvenience  to  meet  him.  It 
might  be,  and  no  doubt  was  the  case,  that  Mr. 
Bertram  the  merchant  had  put  together  a  great 
deal  more  money  than  Colonel  Bertram  the 
soldier ;  but  the  putting  together  of  money  was 
no  virtue  in  George's  eyes;  and  if  Sir  Lionel 
had  not  remitted  a  portion  of  his  pay  as  regularly 
as  he  perhaps  should  have  done,  that  should 
not  now  be  counted  as  a  vice.  It  may  perhaps 
be  surmised  that  had  George  Bertram  suffered 
much  in  consequence  of  his  father's  negligence 
in  remitting,  he  might  have  been  disposed  to 
look  at  the  matter  in  a  different  light. 

He  had  brought  but  one  servant  with  him,  a 
dragoman  whom  he  had  picked  up  at  Malta, 
and  with  him  he  started  on  his  ride  from  the 
city  of  oranges.  Oranges  grow  plentifully  enou^\v 
in  Spain,  in  Malta,  in  Egypt,  in  ]ama\c2L^axA 
other  places,   but  within   five   miles  ot  'i^^^ 
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nothing  else  is  grown — if  we  except  the  hedges 
of  prickly  pear  which  divide  the  gfirdens. 
Orange  garden  succeeds  to  orange  garden  till 
one  finds  oneself  on  the  bioad  open  desert  that 
leads  away  to  Jerusalem. 

There  is  something  enticing  to  an  Englishman 
in  the  idea  of  riding  off  through  the  desert  with 
a  pistol  girt  about  his  waist,  a  portmanteau 
strapped  on  one  horse  before  him,  and  an  only 
attendant  seated  on  another  behind  him.  There 
is  a  sonpfon  of  danger  in  the  journey  just 
sufficient  to  give  it  excitement;  and  then  it  is 
so  un-English,  oriental,  and  inconvenient;  so 
opposed  to  the  accustomed  haste  and  comfort 
of  a  railway ;  so  out  of  his  hitherto  beaten  way 
of  life,  that  he  is  delighted  to  get  into  the 
saddle.  But  it  may  be  a  question  whether 
he  is  not  generally  more  delighted  to  get  out 
of  it ;   particularly  if  that  saddle  be  a  Turkish 

George  had  heard  of  Arab  horses,  and  the 
clouds  of  dust  which  rise  from  their  winged 
feet.  When  first  he  got  beyond  the  hedges  of 
the  orange  gardens,  he  expected  to  gallop  forth 
till  he  found  himself  beneath  the  walls  of 
Jerusalem.  But  he  had  before  him  many  an 
hour  of  tedious  labour  ere  those  walls  were 
seen.  His  pace  was  about  four  miles  an  hour. 
During  the  early  day  he  strove  frequently  to 
mend  it;  but  as  the  sun  became  hot  in  the 
heavens,  his  efforts  after  speed  were  gradually 
reduced,  and  long  before  evening  he  had  begun 
to  think  that  Jerusalem  was  a  myth,  his  drago- 
man an  impostor,  and  his  Arab  steed  the 
sorriest  of  jades. 
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"It  is  the  longest  journey  I  ever  took  in  my 
life,"  said  Gecwrge. 

"Longest;  yes.  A  top  of  two  mountain 
more,  and  two  go-down,  and  then  there ;  yes," 
said  the  dragoman,  among  whose  various 
acconiplishments  that  of  speaking  English  could 
hardly  be  reckoned  as  the  most  prominent* 

At  last  the  two  mountains  more  and  the  two 
go-downs  were  performed,  and  George  was  in- 
formed that  the  wall  he  saw  rising  sharp  from 
the  rocky  ground  was  Jerusalem.  There  is 
something  very  peculiar  in  the  first  appearance 
of  a  walled  city  that  has  no  suburbs  or  extra- 
mural adjuncts.  It  is  like  that  of  a  fortress  of 
cards  built  craftily  on  a  table.  With  us  in 
England  it  is  always  difficult  to  say  where  the 
country  ends  and  where  the  town  begins ;  and 
even  with  the  walled  towns  of  the  Continent, 
one  rarely  comes  upon  them  so  as  to  see  the 
sharp  angles  of  a  grey  stone  wall  shining  in  the 
sun,  as  they  do  in  the  old  pictures  of  the  cities 
in  "  Pilgrim's  Progress." 

But  so  it  is  with  Jerusalem.  One  rides  up 
to  the  gate  feeling  that  one  is  still  in  the  desert ; 
and  yet  a  moment  more,  with  the  permission  of 
those  very  dirty-looking  Turkish  soldiers  at  the 
gate,  will  place  one  in  the  city.  One  rides  up 
to  the  gate^  and  as  every  one  now  has  a  matured 
opinion  as  to  the  taking  of  casemated  batteries 
and  the  inefficiency  of  granite  bastions,  one's 
first  idea  is  how  delightfully  easy  it  would  be  to 
take  Jerusalem.  It  is  at  any  rate  easy  enough  to 
enter  it,  for  the  dirty  Turkish  soldiers  do  not 
even  look  at  you,  and  you  soon  become  pleasantly 
aware  that  you  are  beyond  the  region.of  passports* 
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George  Bertram  had  promised  himself  that 
the  moment  in  which  he  first  saw  Jerusalem 
should  be  one  of  intense  mental  interest ;  and 
when,  riding  away  from  the  orange  gardens  at 
Jaffa,  he  had  endeavoured  to  urge  his  Arab 
steed  into  tliat  enduring  gallop  which  was  to 
carry  him  up  to  the  city  of  the  sepulchre,  his 
heart  was  ready  to  melt  into  ecstatic  pathos  as 
soon  as  that  gallop  should  have  been  achieved. 
But  the  lime  for  ecstatic  pathos  had  altogether 
parsed  away  before  he  rode  in  at  that  portal. 
He  was  then  swearing  vehemently  at  his 
floundering  jade,  and  giving  up  to  all  the  fiends 
of  Tartarus  the  accursed  saddle  which  had  been 
specially  contiived  with  the  view  of  lacerating 
the  nether  Christian  man. 

"  Where  on  earth  is  that  d hotel  ?  "  said 

he,  when  he  and  his  dragoman  and  portmanteau 
had  been  floundering  for  about  five  minutes 
down  a  steep,  narrow,  ill-paved  lane,  with  a 
half-formed  gully  in  the  middle,  very  slippery 
with  orange-peel  and  old  vegetables,  and 
crowded  with  the  turbans  of  all  the  Eastern 
races.  "  Do  you  call  this  a  street?  "  After  all 
his  sentiment,  all  his  emotions,  all  his  pious 
resolves,  it  was  thus  that  our  hero  entered 
Jerusalem !  But  what  piety  can  withstand  the 
wear  and  tear  of  twelve  hours  in  a  Turkish 
saddle  ? 

"  Is  this  a  street  ?  "  said  he.  It  was  the  main 
street  in  Jerusalem.  The  first,  or  among  the 
first  in  grandeur  of  those  sacred  ways  which  he 
had  intended  hardly  to  venture  to  pass  with 
shoes  on  his  feet.  His  horse  turning  a  corner 
as  he  followed  the  dragoman  again  slipped  and 
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almost  fell.  Whereupon  Bertram  again  cursed. 
But  then  he  was  not  only  tired  and  sore,  but 
very  hungry  also.  Our  finer  emotions  should 
always  be  encouraged  with  a  stomach  moderately 
full 

At  last  they  stopped  at  a  door  in  a  wall, 
which  the  dragoman  pronounced  to   be  the 

entrance  of  Z 's  Hotel.     In  fact  they  had 

not  yet  been  full  ten  minutes  within  the  town ; 
but  the  streets  certainly  were  not  well  paved. 
In  five  minutes  more  George  was  in  his  room, 
strewing  sofas  and  chairs  with  the  contents  of 
his  portmanteau,  and  inquiring  with  much 
energy  what  was  the  hour  fixed  for  the  table 
d'h6te.  He  found,  with  much  inward  satis- 
faction, that  he  had  just  twenty  minutes  to 
prepare  himself.  At  Jerusalem,  as  elsewhere, 
these  after  all  are  the  travellers  first  main 
questions.  When  is  the  table  d'hote  ?  Where 
is  the  cathedral  ?  At  what  hour  does  the  train 
start  to-morrow  morning?  It  will  be  some 
years  yet,  but  not  very  many,  before  the  latter 
question  is  asked  at  Jerusalem. 

Bertram  had  arrived  about  a  fortnight  before 
Easter,  and  the  town  was  already  full  of  pilgrims, 
congregated  for  that  ceremony,  and  of  English 
and  Americans  who  had  come  to  look  at  the 
pilgrims. 

The  inn  was  nearly  full,  and  George,  when 
he  entered  the  public  room,  heard  such  a  Babel 
of  English  voices,  and  such  a  clatter  of  English 
spoons,  that  he  might  have  fancied  himself  at  the 
top  of  the  J^igAi  or  in  a  Rhine  steamboat.  But 
the  subjects  under  discussion  all  savoured  of  the 
Holy  Land. 
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"  Mrs.  Rose,  are  we  going  to  have  a  picnic  on 
Monday  in  the  Valley  of  Jeboshaphat ;  will  you 
and  your  young  ladies  join  us?  We  shall  send 
tlie  hampeis  to  the  tomb  of  Zachariah," 

"Thank  you,  Miss  Todd;  we  should  have 
been  so  happy,  but  we  have  only  three  days  to 
do  Bethlehem,  the  Dead  Sea,  and  Jericho.  We 
must  be  off  to-morrow." 

"Mamma,  I  lost  my  parasol  somewhere 
coming  down  the  Mount  of  Offence.  Those 
nasty  Arab  children  must  have  stolen  it." 

"They  say  the  people  in  Siloam  are  the 
greatest  thieves  in  Syria ;  and  nobody  dares  to 
meddle  with  them." 

"  But  I  saw  it  in  your  hand,  my  dear,  at  the 
Well  of  Enrogel." 

"  What,  no  potatoes !  there  were  potatoes 
yesterday.  Waiter,  waiter;  who  ever  heard 
of  setting  people  down  to  dinner  without 
potatoes  ?  " 

"  Well,  I  didn't  know  what  to  say  to  it.  If 
that  is  the  tomb  of  Nicodemus,  that  seems  to 
settle  the  question.  May  I  trouble  you  for  the 
salt?" 

"Mr.  Pott,  I  won't  have  anytiiing  more  to  say 
to  you ;  you  have  no  faith.     I  believe  it  all." 

"What,  all?  from  Calvary  upstairs  in  the 
gallery  down  to  the  dark  corner  where  the  cock 
crew?" 

"  Yes,  all,  Mr.  PotL  Why  should  not  a  cock 
crow  there  as  well  as  anywhere  else?  It  is  so 
beautiful  to  believe," 

George  Bertram  found   himself  seated  next 

to  a.  Jadj-Jike,  well-dressed  Englishwoman   of 

Im/ddle  age,  whom  he  heard  caUtiTs'te^.'B'i.Vef,. 
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and  next  to  her  again  sat — an  angel  1  whom 
Miss  Baker  called  Caroline,  and  whom  an  odious 
man  sitting  on  the  other  side  of  her  called  Miss 
Waddington. 

All  my  readers  will  probably  at  different 
times  have  made  part  of  a  table  d'hote  assem- 
blage,  and  most  of  them,  especially  those  who 
have  travelled  with  small  parties,  will  know  how 
essential  it  is  to  one's  comfort  to  get  near  to 
pleasant  neighbours.  The  young  man's  idea  of 
a  pleasant  neighbour  is  of  course  a  pretty  girl. 
What  the  young  ladies'  idea  may  be  I  don't 
pretend  to  say.  But  it  certainly  does  seem  to 
be  happily  arranged  by  Providence  that  the 
musty  fusty  people,  and  the  nicy  spicy  people, 
and  the  witty  pretty  people  do  severally  assemble 
and  get  together  as  they  ought  to  do. 

Bertram's  next-door  neighbour  was  certainly 
of  the  nicy  spicy  order ;  but  this  did  not  satisfy 
him.  He  would  have  been  very  well  pleased  to 
talk  to  Miss  Baker  had  it  not  been  for  the  close 
contiguity  of  Miss  Waddington ;  and  even  her 
once-removed  vicinity  would  not  have  made  him 
unhappy  had  not  that  odious  man  on  her  left 
had  so  much  to  say  about  the  village  of  Emmaus 
and  the  Valley  of  Ajalon. 

Now,  be  it  known  to  all  men  that  Caroline 
Waddington  is  our  donna  primissima — the  per- 
sonage of  most  importance  in  these  pages.  It 
is  for  her  that  you  are  to  weep,  with  her  that 
you  are  to  sympathize,  and  at  her  that  you  are 
to  wonder.  I  would  that  I  could  find  it  com- 
patible with  my  duty  to  introduce  Vvet  Xo  ^^ 
cude  without  any  minute  details  ol  Yvet  \iO&^^ 
and  mental  charms;  but  I  have  ak^a^"^  >d^«o^ 


I 


loo  The  Bertrams 

idle  in  the  case  of  Adela  Gauntlet,  and  I  feel 
that  a  donna primissima  lias  claims  to  description 
which  I  cannot  get  over.  Only  not  exactly  now ; 
in  a  few  chapters  hence  we  shall  have  Miss 
Waddington  actively  engaged  upon  the  scene, 
and  then  she  shall  be  described. 

It  must  suffice  now  to  say  that  she  was  an 
orphan;  that  since  her  father's  death  she  had 
lived  with  her  aunt.  Miss  Baker,  chiefly  at  Little- 
bath  ;  that  Miss  Baker  had,  at  her  niece's  in- 
stance, been  to  Egypt,  up  the  Nile,  across  the 
short  desert— (short  I)  having  travelled  from 
Cairo  to  Jemsalem- — and  that  now,  thoroughly 
sick  of  Ihe  oriental  world,  she  was  anxious  only 
to  get  back  to  Littlebath ;  while  Caroline,  more 
enthusiastic,  and  much  younger,  urged  her  to 
go  on  to  Damascus  and  Lebanon,  to  Eeyrout 
and  Smyrna,  and  thence  home,  merely  visiting 
Constantinople  and  Athens  on  the  way. 

Had  Bertram  heard  the  terms  in  which  Miss 
Waddington  spoke  of  the  youth  who  was  so 
great  about  Ajalon  when  she  and  her  aunt  were 
in  their  own  room,  and  also  the  words  in  which 
that  aunt  spoke  of  him,  perhaps  he  might  have 
been  less  provoked. 

"  Aunt,  that  Mr.  M'Gabbery  is  an  ass.  I  am 
sure  he  has  ears  if  one  could  only  see  them.  I 
am  so  tired  of  him.  Don't  you  think  we  could 
.get  on  to  Damascus  to-morrow?" 

"  If  we  did  I  have  no  doubt  he'd  come  too." 
Mr,  M'Gabbery  had  been  one  of  the  party  who 
crossed  the  desert  with  them  from  Cairo. 

"  Impossible,  aunt.  The  Hunters  are  ready 
to  start  to-morrow,  or,  if  not,  the  day  after,  and 
I  know  they  would  not  have  him." 
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"But,  my  dear,  I  really  am  not  equal  to 
Damascus.     A  few  more  days  on  a  camel " 

"  But,  aunt,  you'll  have  a  horse." 

"That's  worse,  I'm  sure.  And,  moreover, 
I've  found  an  old  friend,  and  one  that  you  will 
like  very  much." 

*'  What,  that  exceedingly  ugly  young  man  that 
sat  next  to  you?" 

"Yes.  That  exceedingly  ugly  young  man  I 
remember  as  the  prettiest  baby  in  the  world — 
not  that  I  think  he  is  ugly.  He  is,  however,  no 
other  than  the  nephew  of  Mr.  Bertram." 

"  What,  papa's  Mr.  Bertram  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  your  father's  Mr.  Bertram.  There- 
fore, if  old  Mr.  Bertram  should  die,  and  this 
young  man  should  be  his  heir,  he  would  have 
the  charge  of  all  your  money.  You'd  better  be 
gracious  to  him." 

"  How  odd !     But  what  is  he  like  ?  " 

"  He  is  one  of  the  cleverest  young  men  of 
the  day.  I  had  heard  that  he  had  distinguished 
himself  very  much  at  Oxford ;  and  he  certainly 
is  a  most  agreeable  companion."  And  so  it  was 
arranged  between  them  that  they  would  not 
start  to  Damascus  as  yet,  in  spite  of  any  evil 
that  Mr.  M'Gabbery  might  inflict  on  them. 

On  the  next  morning  at  breakfast,  Bertram 
managed  to  separate  the  aunt  from  the  niece 
by  sitting  between  them.  It  was  long,  how- 
ever, before  Mr.  M*Gabbery  gave  up  the  battle. 
When  he  found  that  an  interloper  was  inter- 
fering with  his  peculiar  property,  he  began  to 
tax  his  conversational  powers  to  the  utmost. 
He  was  greater  than  ever  about  Ajalon,  and 
propounded  some  very  startling  t*"'     '  ^  m\}a 
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reference  to  Eramaus.  He  recalled  over  and 
over  again  the  interesting  bits  of  their  past 
journey;  how  tired  they  had  been  at  Gaza, 
where  he  had  worked  for  the  ladies  like  a  slave 
— how  terribly  Miss  Baker  had  been  frightened 
in  the  neighbourhood  of  Arimathea,  where  he, 
Mr.  M'Gabbery,  had  specially  looked  to  his 
pistols  with  the  view  of  waging  war  on  three  or 
four  supposed  Bedouins  who  were  seen  to  be 
hovering  on  the  hill-sides.  But  all  would  not 
do.  Miss  Waddington  was  almost  tired  of 
Gaza  and  Arimathea,  and  Miss  Baker  seemed 
to  have  a  decided  preference  for  London  news. 
So  at  last  Mr.  M'Gabbery  became  silent  and 
grand,  and  betook  himself  to  his  associations 
and  a  map  of  Palestine  in  a  corner, 

Bertram,  when  fortified  with  a  night's  rest 
and  a  good  breakfast,  was  able  to  recover  his 
high-toned  feeling,  and,  thus  armed,  proceeded 
alone  to  make  his  first  visit  to  the  Church  of 
the  Holy  Sepulchre.  It  was  a  Sunday,  the  last 
Sunday  in  Lent ;  and  he  determined  to  hear 
mass  in  the  Greek  Church,  and  ascertain  for 
himself  how  much  devotion  an  English  Pro- 
testant could  experience  in  the  midst  of  this 
foreign  worship.  But  one  mass  was  over  and 
another  not  begun  when  he  reached  the  build- 
ing, and  he  had  thus  time  to  follow  his  dragoman 
to  the  various  wonders  of  that  very  wonderful 
building. 

It  is  now  generally   known    in   England  of 

what  the  church  of  the  holy  places  consists  ; 

but  no  one  who    has  not   seen  it,  and   none, 

indeed,   who  have  not  seen  it  W  lE.3.?>>ie"c-\«oe., 

^^^l^y  realize  all  the  absuidiXv  \)b.\.t\i  \^  c 
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tains  and  all  the  devotion  which  it  occasions. 
Bertram  was  first  carried  to  the  five  different 
churches  which  have  crowded  themselves  to- 
gether under  the  same  roof.  The  Greeks  have 
by  far  the  best  of  it.  Their  shrine  is  gaudy 
and  glittering,  and  their  temple  is  large  and  in 
some  degree  imposing.  The  Latins,  whom  we 
call  Roman  Catholics,  are  much  less  hand- 
somely lodged,  and  their  tinsel  is  by  far  more 
dingy.  The  Greeks,  too,  possess  the  hole  in 
whidi  stood — so  they  say — the  cross  of  Our 
Saviour;  while  the  Latins  are  obliged  to  put 
up  with  the  sites  on  which  the  two  thieves  were 
crucified.  Then  the  church  of  the  Armenians, 
for  which  you  have  to  descend  almost  into  the 
bowels  of  the  earth,  is  still  less  grand  in  its  pre- 
tensions, is  more  sombre,  more  dark,  more 
dirty.;  but  it  is  as  the  nave  of  St.  Peter's  when 
compared  to  the  poor  wooden-cased  altar  of 
the  Abyssinians,  or  the  dark  unfurnished  gloomy 
cave  in  which  the  Syrian  Christians  worship,  so 
dark  that  the  eye  cannot  at  first  discover  its 
only  ornament — a  small  ill-made  figure  of  the 
crucified  Redeemer. 

We,  who  are  accustomed  to  Roman  Catholic 
gorgeousness  in  Italy  and  France,  can  hardly  at 
first  understand  why  the  Pope  here  should  play 
sp  decidedly  a  second  fiddle.  But  as  he  is 
held  to  be  God's  vice-gerent  among  the  people 
of  south-western  Europe,  so  is  the  Russian 
emperor  among  the  Christians  of  the  East.  He, 
the  Russian,  is  still  by  far  the  greatest  pope  in 
Jerusalem,  and  is  treated  with  a  muclcv.  ^^aJutt 
respect,  a  much  truer  belief,  than  is  \i\s  'bio\i)cv'« 
of  Rome,  even  among  Romans. 
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Five  or  six  times  Bertram  had  attempted  to 
get  into  the  Tabernacle  of  the  Holy  Sepulchre, 
but  so  great  had  been  the  rush  of  pilgrims,  that 
he  had  hitherto  failed.  At  last  his  dragoman 
espied  a  lull,  and  went  again  to  the  battle.  To 
get  into  the  little  outside  chapel,  which  forms, 
as  it  were,  a  vestibule  to  the  cell  of  the 
Sepulchre,  and  from  which  on  Easter  Saturday 
issue  the  miraculous  flames,  was  a  thing  to  be 
achieved  by  moderate  patience.  His  close 
contiguity  to  Candiotes  and  Copts,  to  Arme- 
nians and  Abyssinians,  was  not  agreeable  to  our 
hero,  for  the  contiguity  was  very  close,  and 
Christians  of  these  nations  are  not  very  cleanly. 
But  this  was  nothing  to  the  task  of  entering  the 
sanctum  sanctorum.  To  this  there  is  but  one 
aperture,  and  that  is  but  four  feet  high;  men 
entering  it  go  in  head  foremost,  and  those  re- 
treating come  out  in  the  other  direction ;  and 
as  it  is  impossible  that  two  should  pass,  and  as 
two  or  three  are  always  trying  to  come  out,  and 
ten  or  twelve  equally  anxious  to  get  in,  the 
struggle  to  an  Englishman  is  disagreeably  warm, 
though  to  an  Oriental  it  is  probably  matter  of 
interesting  excitement. 

But  for  his  dragoman,  Bertram  would  never 
have  succeeded.  He,  however,  so  pulled  and 
hauled  these  anxious  devotees,  so  thrust  in 
those  who  endeavoured  to  come  out,  and  clawed 
back  those  who  strove  to  get  in,  that  the  passage 
became  for  a  moment  clear,  and  our  hero, 
having  bent  low  his  head,  found  himself  stand- 
ing  with  his  hand  on  the  marble  slab  of  the 
tomb, 
^^^vhg  ^sic  there  aroMiid  \iiiQ  J^^^^ 
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be  the  outcasts  of  the  world,  exactly  those 
whom  he  would  have  objected  to  meet,  un- 
armed, on  the  roads  of  Greece  or  among  the 
hills  of  Armenia;  cutthroat-looking  wretches, 
with  close-shaven  heads,  dirty  beards,  and  angry 
eyes ;  men  clothed  in  skins,  or  huge  skin-like- 
looking  cloaks,  filthy,  foul,  alive  with  vermin, 
reeking  with  garlic, — abominable  to  an  English- 
man. There  was  about  them  a  certain  dignity 
of  demeanour,  a  natural  aptitude  to  carry  them- 
selves with  ease,  and  even  a  not  impure  taste 
for  colour  among  their  dirt  But  these  Christians 
of  the  Russian  Church  hardly  appeared  to  him 
to  be  brothers  of  his  own  creed. 

But  he  did  put  his  hand  on  the  slab  of  the 
tomb;  and  as  he  did  so,  two  young  Greeks, 
brothers  by  blood — Greeks  by  their  creed, 
though  of  what  actual  nation  Bertram  was  quite 
unable  to  say— pressed  their  lips  vehemently  to 
the  marble.  They  were  dirty,  shorn  about 
the  head,  dangerous  looking,  and  skin-clothed, 
as  we  have  described;  men  very  low  in  the 
scale  of  humanity  when  compared  with  their 
fellow-pilgrim ;  but,  nevertheless,  they  were  to 
him,  at  that  moment,  objects  of  envy.  They 
believed :  so  much  at  any  rate  was  clear  to 
him.  By  whatever  code  of  morals  they  might 
be  able  to  govern  their  lives,  whether  by  any, 
or  as,  alas !  might  be  too  likely,  by  none,  at 
least  they  possessed  a  faith.  Christ,  to  them, 
was  an  actual  living  truth,  though  they  knew 
how  to  worship  him  no  better  than  by  thus 
kissing  a  stone,  which  had  in  fact  no  clcy^^x. 
reference  to  the  Saviour  than  any  oXVvex  ^Xovx^ 
tAejr  might  have  kissed  in  their  oyitv  co>\xvXx^ 
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They  believed;  and  as  they  reverently  pressed 
their  foreheads,  lips,  and  hands  to  the  top  and 
sides  and  edges  of  the  sepulchre,  their  faith 
became  ecstatic.  It  was  thus  that  Bertram 
would  fain  have  entered  that  little  chape!,  thus 
that  he  would  have  felt,  thus  that  he  would 
have  acted  had  he  been  able.  So  had  he 
thought  to  feel — in  such  an  agony  of  faith  had 
he  been  minded  there  to  knee!.  But  he  did 
not  kneel  at  all.  He  remarked  to  himself  that 
the  place  was  inordinately  close,  that  his  con- 
tiguity to  his  religious  neighbours  was  disagree- 
able; and  then,  stooping  low  his  head,  not  in 
reverence,  but  with  a  view  to  backing  himself 
out  from  the  small  enclosure,  with  some  delay 
and  much  precaution,  and,  to  speak  truth,  with 
various  expressions  of  anger  against  those  who 
with  their  heads  continued  to  push  him  the  way 
be  did  not  wish  to  go,  he  retreated  from  the 
chapel.  Nor  while  he  was  at  Jerusalem  did  he 
feel  sufficient  interest  in  the  matter  again  to 
enter  it.  He  had  done  that  deed,  he  had  killed 
that  lion,  and,  ticking  it  off  from  his  list  of 
celebrities  as  one  celebrity  disposed  of,  he 
thought  but  little  more  about  it.  Such,  we 
believe,  are  the  visits  of  most  English  Christians 
to  the  so-called  Holy  Sepulchre. 

And  then  he  killed  the  other  lions  there : 
Calvary  up  in  the  gallery ;  the  garden,  so  called, 
in  which  the  risen  Saviour  addressed  the  women 
running  from  the  sepulchre  ;  the  place  where 
Peter's  cock  crew;  the  tomb  of  Nicodemus — 
all  within  the  same  church,  all  under  the  one 
roof — all  at  least  under  what  should  be  a  roof, 
01^  now  it  has  fallen  into  luin,  so  that  these 
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sacred  places  are  open  to  the  rain  of  heaven, 
and,  Greeks  and  Latins  having  quarrelled  about 
the  repairs,  the  Turks,  now  lords  of  the  Holy 
Sepulchre,  have  taken  the  matter  into  their 
own  hands,  and  declared  that  no  repairs  shall 
be  done  by  any  of  them. 

And  then  he  attended  the  Greek  mass — ^at 
least,  he  partly  believed  that  he  did  so,  some- 
what doubting,  for  the  mass  was  not  said  as  are 
those  of  the  Romans,  out  at  an  open  altar 
before  the  people,  but  in  a  holy  of  hoUes ;  very 
holy,  it  may  be  imagined,  from  the  manner  in 
which  the  worshippers  rubbed  their  foreheads 
against  certain  gratings,  through  which  a  tanta- 
lizing glimpse  might  be  had  of  the  fine  things 
that  were  going  on  within.  Had  they  but 
known  it,  it  might  all  have  been  seen,  holy 
of  holies,  head-wagging  priest,  idle  yawning 
assistant,  with  legs  stretched  out,  half  asleep, 
mumblement,  jumblement  and  all,  from  a  little 
back  window  in  a  passage  opening  from  that 
Calvary  gallery  upstairs.  From  thence  at  least 
did  these  profane  eyes  look  down  and  see  all 
the  mumblement  and  jumblement,  which  after 
all  was  little  enough ;  but  saw  especially  the 
idle  clerical  apprentice  'who,  had  that  screen 
been  down,  and  had  he  been  called  on  to  do 
his  altar  work  before  the  public  eye,  would  not 
have  been  so  nearly  asleep,  as  may  perhaps  be 
said  of  other  clerical  performers  nearer  home. 

But  Bertram's  attention  was  mainly  occupied 
with  watching  the  devotions  of  a  single  woman. 
She  was  a  female  of  one  of  those  strange  nations, 
decently  clad,  about  thirty  years  of  age,  pleasant 
to  the  eye  were  she  not  so  dirty,  and  had  she 
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not  that  wild  look,  half  way  between  the  sallow 
sublime  and  the  dangerously  murderous,  whicli 
seems  common  to  oriental  Christians,  whether 
men  or  women.  Heaven  might  know  of  what 
sins  she  came  there  to  leave  the  burden  :  heaven 
did  know,  doubtless  ;  but  from  the  length  of  her 
mancEUvres  in  quittiDg  herself  of  their  weight, 
one  would  say  that  they  were  heavy ;  and  yet 
she  went  through  her  task  with  composed  dig- 
nity, with  an  alacrity  that  was  almost  joyous,  and 
certainly  with  no  intentional  self-abasement 

Entering  the  church  with  a  quick  step,  she 
took  up  a  position  as  though  she  had  selected  a 
special  stone  on  which  to  stand.  There,  with 
head  erect,  but  bowing  between  each  ceremony, 
she  crossed  herself  three  times ;  then  sinking 
on  her  knees,  thrice  she  pressed  her  forehead 
to  the  floor ;  then  rising  again,  again  she  crossed 
herself.  Having  so  done  somewhat  to  the  right 
of  the  church,  hut  near  the  altar-screen,  she  did 
the  same  on  the  corresponding  stone  towards  the 
left,  and  then  again  the  same  on  a  stone  behind 
the  others,  but  in  the  centre.  After  this  she  re- 
treated further  back,  and  did  three  more  such 
worshippings,  always  choosing  her  stone  with  an 
eye  to  architectural  regularity ;  then  again, getting 
to  the  backward,  she  did  three  more,  thus  com- 
pleting her  appointed  task,  having  crossed  her- 
self thirty-six  times,  and  pressed  her  head  with 
twenty-seven  pressures  upon  the  floor.  And  so, 
having  finished,  she  quickly  withdrew.  Did  any 
slightest  prayer,  any  idea  of  praying,  any  thought 
of  a  God  giving  grace  and  pardon  if  only  asked 
to  give,  once  enter  that  bowing  bosom  ? 

"Why   do    those    Turks    sit    there?"    said 


The  Mount  of  Olives     109 

Bertram,  as  he  left  the  building.  Why,  indeed  ? 
It  was  strange  to  see  five  or  six  stately  Turks, 
strict  children  of  the  Prophet  doubtless,  sitting 
there  within  the  door  of  this  temple  dedicated 
to  the  Nazarene  God,  sitting  there  and  looking 
as  though  they  of  all  men  had  the  most  right  so 
to  sit,  and  were  most  at  home  in  so  sitting ;  nay, 
they  had  a  divan  there,  were  drinking  coffee 
there  out  of  little  double  cups,  as  is  the  manner 
of  these  people ;  were  not  smoking,  certainly, 
as  is  their  manner  also  in  all  other  places. 

"  Dem  guard  de  keys,"  said  the  dragoman. 

"  Guard  the  keys  ! " 

"Yes,  yes;  open  de  lock,  and  not  let  de 
Christian  fight." 

So  it  is.  In  such  manner  is  proper,  fitting, 
peaceable  conduct  maintained  within  the  thrice 
Christian  walls  of  the  Church  of  the  Holy 
Sepulchre. 

On  his  return  to  the  hotel,  Bertram  accepted 
an  invitation  to  join  Miss  Todd's  picnic  in  the 
Valley  of  Jehoshaphat,  and  then  towards  evening 
strolled  up  alone  on  to  the  Mount  of  Olives, 


CHAPTER  VII 

THE  MOUNT  OF   OLIVES 


If  there  be  one  place  told  of  in  holy  writ,  the 
name  of  which  gives  rise  to  more  sacred  feelings 
than  any  other,  it  is  that  of  the  Mount  of 
Olives ;  and  if  there  be  a  spot  in  '  '  ^^nd  of 
wondrous  memories  which  do<  to 
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the  believer  ia  Christ  some  individualized  re- 
membrance of  his  Saviour's  earthly  pilgrimage, 
that  certainly  is  it 

There  is  no  doubting  there,  no  question  there 
whether  or  no  the  ground  on  which  you  tread 
was  not  first  called  "  the  mount "  by  some 
Byzantine  Sophia;  whether  tradition  respecting 
it  can  go  back  further  than  Constan tine;  whether, 
in  real  truth,  that  was  the  hill  over  which  Jesus 
walked  when  he  travelled  from  the  house  of 
Lazarus  at  Bethany  to  fulfil  his  mission  in  the 
temple.  No  :  let  me  take  any  ordinary  believing 
froteslant  Christian  to  that  spot,  and  I  will  as 
broadly  defy  him  to  doubt  there  as  I  will  defy 
him  to  believe  in  that  filthy  church  of  the  holy 
places. 

The  garden  of  Gethseraane  near  the  city, 
"over  the  brook  Cedron,"  where  he  left  his 
disciples  resting  while  he  went  yonder  to  pray  ; 
the  hillside  on  which  the  angel  appeared  unto 
him,  strengthening  him,  and  whither  Judas  and 
the  multitude  came  out  to  take  him  ;  Bethany, 
the  town  of  Mary  and  Martha,  "  fifteen  furlongs 
[  from  Jerusalem,"  where  Lazarus  was  raised 
[from  the  dead  ;  the  spot  from  whence  he  sent 
[  for  the  ass  and  the  ass's  colt ;  the  path  from 
f  thence  to  the  city  by  which  he  rode  when  the 
[  multitude  "  cried,  saying,  Hosanna  to  the  Son 
I  of  David  I  "  the  same  multitude  which  after- 
I  wards  came  out  against  hira  with  staves  :  these 
'  now,  as  they  were  in  his  day, 
',  more,  impossible  not  to  be 
.re  the  true  holy  places  of 
or  which  Greeks  and  Latins 
jded  by   no   sedate,  coflee- 
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drinking  Turks,  open  there  to  all  men  under 
the  fair  heavens,  and  desolate  enough,  too, 
even  in  these  pilgrim  weeks,  for  any  one  or  two 
who  will  sit  there  alone  and  ponder  over  the 
wondrous  history  of  the  city  that  still  lies  over 
against  him. 

But  what  is  the  so  strong  evidence  of  the 
actual  identity  of  these  places  ?  What  is  it  that 
makes  me  so  sure  that  this  is  the  Mount  of 
Olives,  and  that  water-channel  there  the  brook 
Cedron,  and  the  hamlet  on  the  other  side  the 
veritable  Bethany  ?  Why  is  one  to  be  so  sure 
of  these,  and  yet  feel  such  an  infinity  of  doubt 
as  to  that  village  of  Emmaus,  that  valley  of 
Ajalon,  that  supposed  Arimathea,  and  the  rest 
of  them  ?  Nay,  I  cannot  well  say,  at  any  rate 
not  in  these  light  novel  pages.  Dr.  Stanley, 
with  considerable  distinctness  does  say.  But 
go  and  see :  with  the  ordinary  Protestant 
Christian  seeing  here  will  be  believing,  as  see- 
ing over  in  that  church  of  the  holy  places  most 
indisputably  will  be  disbelieving. 

Hither  Bertram  strolled,  and,  seated  on  the 
brow  of  the  hill,  looked  over  to  Jerusalem  till 
the  short  twilight  of  the  Syrian  evening  had  left 
him,  and  he  could  no  longer  discern  the  won- 
drous spots  on  which  his  eye  still  rested. 
Wondrous,  indeed  I  There  before  him  were 
the  walls  of  Jerusalem,  standing  up  erect  from 
the  hill-side — for  the  city  is  still  all  fenced  up — 
stretching  from  hill  to  hill  in  varying  but  ever 
continued  line :  on  the  left  was  the  Hill  of 
Sion,  David's  hill,  a  hill  still  inhabited,  and 
mainly  by  Jews.  Here  is  still  the  Jews'  quarters, 
and  the  Jews'  hospital  too,  tended         ~     '^'^ 
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doctors,  nurtured  also  by  English  money ;  and 
here,  too,  close  to  David's  Gate,  close  also  to 
that  new  huge  Armenian  convent,  shall  one, 
somewhat  closely  scrutinizing  among  heaps  of 
rubbish,  come  upon  el  colony  of  lepers.  In  the 
town,  but  not  of  it,  within  the  walls,  but  for- 
bidden all  ingress  to  the  streets,  there  they 
dwell,  a  race  of  mournfuUest  Pariahs.  From 
father  to  son,  from  mother  to  daughter,  dire 
disease,  horrid,  polluting,  is  handed  down,  a 
certain  legacy,  making  the  body  loathsome,  and 
likening  the  divine  face  of  man  to  a  melancholy 
ape.  Oh  !  the  silent  sadness,  the  inexpressible 
melancholy  of  those  wan,  thoughtless,  shapeless, 
boneless,  leaden  faces !  To  them  no  happy 
daily  labour  brings  rest  and  appetite ;  their  lot 
forbids  them  work,  as  it  forbids  all  other  bless- 
ings. No;  on  their  dunghills  outside  their 
cabins  there  they  sit  in  the  sun,  the  moumfuUest 
sight  one  might  look  on,  the  leper  parents  with 
their  leper  children,  beggars  by  inheritance, 
paupers,  outcasts,  mutilated  victims, — ^but  still 
with  souls,  if  they  or  any  round  them  did  but 
know  It. 

There  also,  directly  facing  him,  was  the 
Mount  Moriah,  also  inside  the  walls,  where 
Solomon  built  the  house  of  the  Lord,  "  where 
the  Lord  appeared  unto  David  his  father,  in  the 
place  that  David  had  prepared,  in  the  threshing- 
floor  of  Oman  the  Jebusite."  For  this  city, 
Jerusalem,  had,  in  still  more  ancient  days, 
before  the  thought  of  that  temple  had  come 
inLo  men's  minds,  been  the  city  Jebus,  a  city 
even  then  fenced  up,  and  here  had  been  the 
thieshing-floor  which  Oman  tendered  to  David 
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without  price,  but  which  the  king  bought  for  six 
hundred  shekels  of  gold. 

Yes ;  here  before  him  as  he  sat  was  the  site 
of  that  temple,  Solomon's  temple,  "  exceeding 
magnificent,  of  fame  and  glory  throughout  all 
countries,"  of  which  David  had  been  worthy 
only  to  collect  the  materials.  The  site!  nay, 
but  there  were  the  very  stones  themselves. 

Seen  from  that  hill,  the  city  seems  so  close 
that  you  may  lay  your  hand  upon  it.  Between 
you  and  it  (you,  if  ever  you  should  happily  come 
to  sit  there)  lies  that  valley  of  Jehoshaphat,  in 
which  Miss  Todd  is  going  to  celebrate  her 
picnic.  This  is  the  valley  in  which  the  Jews 
most  love  to  have  themselves  buried ;  as  there, 
according  to  them,  is  the  chosen  site  of  the 
resurrection:  and  thus  they,  who  painfully 
journeying  thither  in  their  old  age,  and,  dying 
there,  can  there  be  buried,  will  have  no  frightful, 
moles'-work,  underground  pilgrimage  to  detain 
them  when  that  awful  trumpet  shall  once  more 
summon  them  to  the  upper  world. 

The  air,  in  Syria  there,  is  thin  and  clear, 
clouded  by  no  fogs ;  and  the  lines  of  the  wall 
and  the  minarets  of  the  mosque  are  distinct  and 
bright  and  sharp  against  the  sky,  as  in  the  even- 
ing light  one  looks  across  from  one  hill  to  the 
other.  The  huge  stones  of  the  wall  now  stand- 
ing, stones  which  made  part  of  that  ancient 
temple,  can  be  counted,  one  above  another, 
across  the  valley.  Measured  by  a  rough  esti- 
mate, some  of  them  may  be  two  and  twenty  feet 
in  length,  seven  in  depth,  and  five  in  height, 
single  blocks  of  hewn  rock,  cut  certainly  by  no 
Turkish  enterprise,  by  no  medieval  em^fvx^^Xi^ 
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DO  Roman  labour.  It  is  here,  and  here  only, 
at  the  base  of  the  temple,  that  these  huge 
stones  are  to  be  found,  at  the  base  of  what  was 
the  temple,  forming  part  of  the  wall  that  now 
runs  along  the  side  trf  Mount  Moriah,  but  still 
some  forty  feet  above  the  ground. 

Over  them  now  is  the  Mosque  of  Omar— a 
spot  to  be  desecrated  no  more  by  Christian 
step.  On  the  threshing-floor  of  Oman,  the 
children  of  Mahomet  now  read  the  Koran  and 
sing  to  Allah  with  monotonous  howl.  Oh,  what 
a  history !  from  the  treading  of  the  Jebusite's 
oxen  down  to  the  first  cry  of  the  Mussulman  ! 
Yes ;  no  Christian  may  now  enter  here,  may 
hardly  look  into  the  walled  court  round  the 
building.  But  dignified  Turks,  drinking  coffee 
on  their  divan  within  the  building,  keep  the 
keys  of  the  Christian  church — keep  also  the 
peace,  lest  Latin  and  Greek  should  too  enthusi- 
astically worship  their  strange  gods. 

There  can  be  few  spots  on  the  world's  surface 
more  sacred  to  any  Christian  than  that  on  whicli 
Bertram  sat.  Coming  up  from  Bethany,  over 
a  spur  on  the  southern  side  of  the  Mount  of 
Olives,  towards  Jerusalem,  the  traveller,  as  he 
rises  on  tlie  hill,  soon  catches  a  sight  of  the 
city,  and  soon  again  loses  it.  But  going  onward 
along  his  path,  the  natural  road  which  con- 
venience would  take,  he  comes  at  length  to  the 
■  brow  of  the  hill,  looking  downwards,  and  there 
has  Mount  Sion,  Moriah,  and  the  site  of  the 
temple  full  before  him.  No  one  travelling  such 
a  road  could  do  other  than  pause  at  such  a 
spot. 

Twaa  here  that  Jesus  "  sat  upon  the  mount. 
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over  against  the  temple."  There  is  no  possi- 
bility of  mistaking  the  place.  "  And  as  he  went, 
one  of  the  disciples  saith  unto  him,  *  Master,  see 
what  manner  of  stones  and  what  buildings  are 
here.'  And  Jesus  answering,  said  unto  him, 
'  Seest  thou  these  great  buildings  ?  There  shall 
not  be  left  one  stone  upon  another  that  shall 
not  be  thrown  down.' "  There  are  the  stones, 
the  very  stones,  thrown  down  indeed  from  the 
temple,  but  now  standing  erect  as  a  wall,  sup- 
porting Omar's  mosque, 

"  And  when  he  was  come  near,  he  beheld  the 
city,  and  wept  over  it"  Yes,  walk  up  from 
Bethany,  my  reader,  and  thou,  too,  shalt  behold 
it,  even  yet ;  a  matter  to  be  wept  over  even  now. 
'Tis  hard  to  sit  there  and  not  weep,  if  a  man 
have  any  heart  within  him,  any  memory  of  those 
histories.  **  If  thou  hadst  known,  even  then,  at 
least  in  this  thy  day,  the  things  which  belong 
unto  thy  peace  I "  But  thou  wouldest  not 
know.  And  where  art  thou  now,  O  Jew?  And 
who  is  it  that  sittest  in  thy  high  place,  howling 
there  to  Allah  most  unmusically  ? 

"O  Jerusalem,  Jerusalem!"  Not  silently, 
and  in  thought  only,  but  with  outspoken  words 
and  outstretched  hands,  so  then  spake  our  young 
English  friend,  sitting  there  all  alone,  gazing  on 
the  city.  What  man  familiar  with  that  history 
could  be  there  and  not  so  speak?  "O 
Jerusalem,  Jerusalem!  thou  that  killest  the 
prophets,  and  stonest  them  which  are  sent  unto 
thee,  how  often  would  I  have  gathered  thy 
children  together,  even  as  a  hen  gathereth  her 
chickens  under  her  wings,  and  ye  would  not ! 
Behold,  your  house  is  left  unto  you  desolate." 
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When  talking  over  the  matter  with  Harcourt 
at  Oxford,  and  afterwards  with  his  uncle  at 
Hadley,  Bertram  had  expressed  a  sort  of  half- 
formed  wish  to  go  into  the  church ;  not,  indeed, 
in  such  a  manner  as  to  leave  on  the  minds  of 
either  of  his  counsellors  an  idea  that  he  would 
really  do  so;  but  this  profession  of  being  a 
parson  had  been  one  of  those  of  which  he  had 
spoken  as  being  in  some  sort  desirable  for  him- 
self. Now,  as  he  sat  there,  looking  at  the  once 
holy  city,  it  seemed  to  him  to  be  the  only  pro- 
fession in  any  way  desirable.  He  resolved  that 
he  would  be  a  clergyman ;  thanked  his  God 
in  that  he  had  brought  him  there  to  this  spot 
before  it  was  too  late  ;  acknowledged  that, 
doubting  as  he  had  done,  he  had  now  at  length 
found  a  Divine  counsellor— one  whose  leading 
his  spirit  did  not  disdain.  There  he  devoted 
himself  to  the  ministry,  declared  that  he,  too, 
would  give  what  little  strength  he  had  towards 
bringing  the  scattered  chickens  of  the  new  house 
of  Israel  to  that  only  wing  which  could  give 
them  the  warmth  of  life.  He  would  be  one  of 
the  smallest,  one  of  the  least  of  those  who 
would  fight  the  good  fight ;  but,  thougli  smallest 
and  least,  he  would  do  it  with  what  earnestness 
was  to  him. 

Reader  !  you  may  already,  perhaps,  surmise 
that  George  Bertram  does  not  become  a  clergy- 
man. It  is  too  true.  That  enthusiasm,  strong, 
true,  real  as  it  was,  did  not  last  him  much 
longer  than  his  last  walk  round  Jerusalem ;  at 
least,  did  not  bide  by  him  till  he  found  himself 
once  more  walking  on  the  High  Street  of 
Oxford.     Very  contemptible  this,  you  will  say.. 
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Yes,  contemptible  enough,  as  humanity  so  often 
is.  Who  amongst  us  have  not  made  such  re- 
solves— some  resolve  of  self-devotion,  at  the 
sound  of  the  preacher's  voice — and  forgotten  it 
before  our  foot  was  well  over  the  threshold  ?  It 
is  so  natural,  that  wish  to  do  a  great  thing ;  so 
hard,  that  daily  task  of  bathing  in  Jordan. 

When  the  bright  day  had  disappeared,  all 
but  suddenly,  and  he  could  no  longer  see  the 
minarets  of  the  mosque,  Bertram  descended 
the  hill.  It  is  but  a  short  walk  thence  to 
Jerusalem — thence  even  into  the  centre  of 
Jerusalem.  But  what  a  walk !  To  the  left  is 
the  valley-side — that  valley  of  the  Resurrection 
— covered  with  tombs — flat,  sturdy,  short  stones, 
each  bearing  a  semblance,  at  least,  of  some 
short  Hebraic  epitaph,  unmoved  through  heaven 
knows  how  many  centuries !  apparently  im- 
movable ;  the  place,  in  this  respect,  being  very 
unlike  our  more  ornamental  cemeteries.  On 
his  right  was  the  Mount  of  Olives;  a  mount 
still  of  olives,  sprinkled  over  with  olive-trees 
quite  sufficiently  to  make  it  properly  so  called, 
even  to  this  day.  Then  he  passed  by  the 
garden  of  Gethsemane,  now  a  walled-in  garden, 
in  which  grow  rue  and  other  herbs ;  in  which, 
also,  is  one  fine,  aged  olive-tree,  as  to  which 
tradition  of  course  tells  wondrous  tales.  This 
garden  is  now  in  charge  of  an  old  Latin  monk 
— B,  Spaniard,  if  I  remember  well — who,  at  least, 
has  all  a  Spaniard's  courtesy. 

It  was  here,  or  near  to  this,  just  above,  on 
the  hill-side,  if  our  topography  be  reliable,  that 
Jesus  asked  them  whether  they  could  not  watch 
one  hour.     Bertram,  as  he  passed,  did  not  take 
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Turning  round  the  wall  of  the  garden,  on 
liis  patliway  up  to  Stephen's  Gate,  the  so-called 
tomb  of  the  Virgin  was  on  his  riglit  hand,  with 
its  singular,  low,  subterranean  chapel.  A  very 
singular  chapel,  especially  when  filled  to  the 
-very  choking  with  pilgrims  from  those  strange 
retreats  of  oriental  Christendoin,  and  when  the 
mass  is  being  said — inaudible,  indeed,  and  not 
to  be  seen,  at  the  furthest  end  of  that  dense, 
underground  crowd,  but  testified  to  by  the 
lighting  of  a  thousand  tapers,  and  by  the  strong 
desire  for  some  flicker  of  the  holy  flame. 

And  then  he  ascended  to  the  city,  up  the 
steep  hill,  the  side  of  Mount  Moriah,  to  St. 
Stephen's  Gate ;  and  there,  on  his  left,  was  the 
entrance  to  Omar's  mosque,  guarded  by  fierce 
dervishes  against  pollution  from  stray  Christian 
foot.  Hence  to  his  hotel  every  footstep  was 
over  ground  sacred  in  some  sense,  but  now 
desecrated  by  traditionary  falsehoods.  Every 
action  of  our  Saviour's  passion  has  its  spot 
assigned  to  it ;  of  every  noted  word  the  lotaU 
is  given.  When  once  you  are  again  within  the 
■walls,  all  is  again  unbelievable,  fabulous,  miracu- 
lous; nay,  all  but  blasphemous.  Some  will 
say  quite  so.  But,  nevertheless,  in  passing  by 
this  way,  should  you,  O  reader!  ever  make 
such  passage,  forget  not  to  mount  to  the  top 
of  Pilate's  house.  It  is  now  a  Turkish  barrack  ; 
whether  it  ever  were  Pilate's  house,  or,  rather, 
whether  it  stands  on  what  was  ever  the  site  of 
Pilate's  house  or  no.  From  hence  you  see 
tiotva  into  tije  court  of  the  mosque,  se&'«'tia,'«i\e,ii 
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a  Christian  can  see  of  that  temple's  site,  and 
see  also  across  them  gloriously  to  those  hills 
of  Jerasalcm,  Scopus,  and  the  hill  of  the  men 
of  Galilee,  and  the  Mount  of  Olives,  and  the 
Mount  of  Offence — so  called  because  there 
•*  did  Solomon  build  an  high  place  for  Chemosh, 
the  abomination  of  Moab,  on  the  hill  that  is 
before  Jerusalem." 

On  his  return  to  his  inn,  Bertram  at  once 
found  that  there  had  been  an  arrival  of  some 
importance  during  his  absence.  Waiters  and 
boots  were  all  busy — ^for  there  are  waiters  and 
boots  at  Jerusalem,  much  the  same  as  at  the 
*<  Saracen's  Head,*'  or  "  White  Lion ; "  there  is 
no  chambermaid,  however,  only  a  chamberman. 
Colonel  Sir  Lionel  Bertram  was  there. 


CHAPTER  Vni 

SIR   LIONEL    BERTRAM 

The  personal  peculiarities  which  Sir  Lionel  had 
mentioned  in  his  letter  to  his  son  as  being 
characteristic  of  himself  were  certainly  true.  He 
was  an  old,  or,  perhaps,  rather  an  elderly  gentle- 
man, in  a  military  frock,  with  a  bald  head,  a 
hook  nose,  and  a  short  allowance  of  teeth.  But 
he  was  more  than  this :  though  elderly,  he  was 
tall  and  upright ;  he  was  distinguish'ed  looking, 
and,  for  an  old  man,  handsome  in  spite  of  his 
lost  teeth;  and  though  bald  as  to  live  Vcr^ 
of  his  head,  had  yet  enough  Tciait  X.o  tcv^vA. 
considerable  attention,  and  to  be  ftv^  csca^^  oi 
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considerable  pride.  His  whiskers,  also,  and 
mustache,  though  iron-gray,  were  excellent  in 
their  way.  Had  his  baldness  been  of  an  uglier 
description,  or  his  want  of  teeth  more  dis- 
agreeably visible,  he  probably  might  not  have 
alluded  to  them  himself.  In  truth,  Sir  Lionel 
was  not  a.  little  vain  of  his  personal  appearance, 
and  thought  that  in  the  matter  of  nose,  he  was 
quite  equal  to  the  Duke  in  aristocratic  firmness, 
and  superior  to  Sir  Charles  Napier  in  e-xpression 
jind  general  design. 

But  though  a  vain  man,  Sir  Lionel  was  too 
clever  to  let  his  vanity  show  itself  in  an  offensive 
manner.  The  "ars  celare  artem"  was  his  forte; 
and  he  was  able  to  live  before  the  world  as 
though  he  never  cast  a  thought  on  his  coat  and 
pantaloons,  or  ever  did  more  than  brush  and 
sraootli  his  iron-gray  locks  with  due  attention 
to  cleanliness. 

I  was  going  to  say  that  Sir  Lionel's  appear- 
ance was  the  best  thing  about  him;  but  in 
saying  so  I  should  belie  his  manner,  with  which 
it  was  certainly  difficult  for  any  one  to  find 
iault.  It  was  what  the  world  calls  happy, 
meaning  thereby,  that  so  great  was  the  posses- 
sor's luck  that  he  was  able  to  make  it  pleasant 
to  all  men,  and  to  women — for  a  while.  Mrs, 
Bertram — she  had  not  lived  to  be  my  lady — 
had,  I  believe,  not  always  found  it  so. 

These,  joined  to  a  readiness  in  the  use  of 
one  or  two  languages  besides  his  own,  were 
the  qualifications  which  had  given  Sir  Lionel 
his  title,  and  had  caused  him  to  be  employed 
in  so  many  missions  in  so  many  countries ;  and 
9n  duty,  too,  which  could  not  be  said  to  be  of 
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a  military  nature.  He  never  made  difficulties 
or  enemies  of  his  own,  and  could  generally 
smooth  down  the  difficulties  and  enemies  left 
behind  them  by  others,  perhaps  of  a  more 
sturdy  temperament. 

But  now  the  catalogue  of  his  virtues  is  com- 
plete. He  was  not  a  man  of  genius,  or  even  a 
man  of  talent.  He  had  performed  no  great 
service  for  his  country ;  had  neither  proposed 
nor  carried  through  any  valuable  project  of 
diplomacy ;  nor  had  he  shpwn  any  close  insight 
into  the  habits  and  feelings  of  the  people  among 
whom  he  had  lived.  But  he  had  been  useful 
as  a  great  oil-jar,  from  whence  oil  for  the 
quiescence  of  troubled  waters  might  ever  and 
anon  be  forthcoming.  Expediency  was  his  god, 
and  he  had  hitherto  worshipped  it  with  a  suc- 
cessful devotion. 

That  he  had  not  been  a  good  husband  has 
been  hinted ;  that  he  had  been  a  very  indifferent 
father  has  been  made  apparent.  But  at  the 
moment  of  his  meeting  with  his  son,  he  atoned 
for  all  his  past  sins  in  this  respect  by  the  excel- 
lence of  his  manner ;  and  before  the  evening 
was  over,  George  liked  his  father,  who  had 
owed  him  everything  and  given  him  nothing, 
ten  times  better  than  he  had  ever  liked  his 
uncle  who  had  given  him  everything  though  he 
had  owed  him  nothing. 

"  It's  an  odd  place  for  us  to  have  met  in  at 
last,  is  it  not,  sir  ?  "  said  George.  They  were 
sitting  after  supper  very  close  together  on  one 
of  those  stationary  sofas  which  are  found  affixed 
to  the  wall  in  every  room  in  the  East,  and  the 
son  was  half  holding,  half  caressing  his  father's 
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■aim.  Sit  Lionel,  to  tell  the  truth,  did  not  muel: 
;  for  such  caresses,  but  under  the  peculia 
tciTcumstances  of  this  present  interview  he  p 
liuitted  it 

"  You  see,  I'm  always  in  odd  places,  George."? J 

"  You've  been  in  Jerusalem  before  ?  " 

"  No,   never.      It's   not   on   the   road    ai 

Iwhere,  or  on  any  road  at  all,  as  one  may  v 

Fsee.     I  never  knew   such  a  place  to  get  t 

Now  there  are  roads  of  some  sort  even  a' 
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And  Damascus?"  ^_ 

"Oh,  Damascus  is  a  highway;  but  nobody/ ., 
comes  to  Jerusalem  except  the  pilgrims,  and 
those  who  like  to  look  after  the  pilgrims.     Wq 
are  just  in  the  thick  of  them  now,  I  believe," 

"  Yes,  sir.  There  are  thirteen  thousand  here. 
I  am  sure  you'll  like  the  place,  I  am  delighted 
with  it,  althoDgh  I  have  been  here  as  yet  only 
two  days." 

"  Perhaps  more  so  than  you  will  be  when 
you  have  been  ten." 

"  I  don't  think  it.  But  it  is  not  the  city 
itself." 

No ;  that  seems  poor  and  dirty  enough." 
I  would  not  mind  the  dirt  if  the  place  were 
true."     Sir  Lionel  did  not  quite  understand 
bim,  but  be  said  nothing.     "  It  is  the  country 
round,  the  immediate  vicinity  of  Jerusalem  that 
fascinates  so  wonderfully." 

"  Ah  !  the  scenery  is  good,  is  it  ?  " 
"  Well,  in  one  way  it  is  ;  but  I  do  not  mean 
that.     I  cannot  explain  it ;  but  to-morrow  you 
U  E[o  to  the  Mount  of  Olives  with  me." 

Hunt  of  Olives,  eh  ?    I'm  not  very  good 
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at  climbing  up  a  hill,  Master  George  ;  you  must 
remember  the  difference  between  twenty-three 
and  sixty-three.     What  is  there  to  see  there  ?  " 

What  was  there  to  see  there !  This  was  said 
in  a  tone  which  made  George  feel  rather  in- 
disposed to  describe,  if  describe  he  could,  what 
there  was  there  to  be  seen.  He  had  quite  wit 
enough  to  perceive  that  his  father  was  not 
enthusiastic  about  Bible  history. 

And  then  they  changed  the  conversation,  and 
began  to  talk  about  George  Bertram  the  elder. 

'*  Ifs  eighteen  years  since  I've  seen  my 
brother,**  said  Sir  Lionel.  "  He  was  usually 
cross  enough  then.  I  suppose  he  has  hardly 
improved  ?  " 

"  I  can't  exactly  call  him  cross.  He  has 
been  very  kind  to  me,  you  know." 

"  Kind — well.  If  you  are  contented,  I  am  ; 
but,  considering  that  you  are  his  natural  heir,  I 
don't  think  he  has  done  so  very  much.  If  he 
means  to  be  kind,  why  does  he  bother  me  every 
other  month  with  a  long  account,  of  which  the 
postage  comes  to  heaven  knows  how  much  ?  *' 

"  Ah  !  but,  sir,  I  am  not  his  heir." 

"  Not  his  heir  I  "  said  Sir  Lionel,  with  more 
of  sharpness  in  his  tone  than  was  at  all  usual 
with  him ;  with  a  little  sharpness  also  in  his  eye, 
as  George  quickly  observed.  "  Not  his  heir — 
who  is  his  heir  then  ?  " 

"Ah,  that  I  do  not  know.  Some  corpora- 
tion, perhaps,  or  some  hospital.  All  I  know  is, 
that  I  am  not.  That  he  has  told  me  quite 
plainly.  And  he  was  very  right  to  do  so," 
added  George,  after  a  pause. 

Sir  Lionel  repressed  the  exclamation  ol  ^xi'^^x 
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against  his  brother  which  was  in  his  heart,  and 
had  all  but  risen  to  his  tongue.  He  iiad  not 
been  wandering  for  thirty  years  on  foreign 
missions  for  nothing.  He  must  lind  out  more 
of  this  lad's  disposition  and  feelings  before  he 
spoke  out  plainly  before  him  what  lie  thought. 
He  had  intended  not  only  that  his  son  should 
be  the  rich  uncle's  heir,  but  the  rich  uncle's 
adopted  child  also;  so  that  some  portion  of 
that  vast  wealth  might  be  made  use  of,  certainly 
by  George,  perhaps  even  in  some  modest  degree 
by  himself,  without  the  unnecessary  delay  of 
waiting  for  his  brother's  death.  It  would  be 
bad  enough  to  wait,  seeing  how  probable  it  was 
that  that  brother  might  outlive  himself.  But 
now  to  be  told  not  only  that  his  hopes  in  this 
respect  were  vain,  but  that  the  old  miser  had 
absolutely  repudiated  his  connection  with  his 
nephew !  This  was  almost  too  much  for  his 
diplomatic  equanimity.  Almost,  I  say ;  for  in 
fact  he  did  restrain  himself, 

"  And  did  he  say,  George,  in  so  many  words 
that  he  meant  to  give  you  nothing  ?  " 

"Yes, very  plainly — in  so  many  words.  And 
I  told  him  as  plainly,  and  in  as  many,  that  I 
ivanled  nothing  from  him." 

"  Was  that  prudent,  my  boy  ?  " 

"  It  was  the  truth,  sir.  But  I  must  lelt  you 
the  whole.  He  offered  me  a  loan  of  three 
thousand  pounds " 

"  Well,  you  took  that  ?" 

"  Indeed,  no.  He  offered  it  on  the  condition 
that  I  should  be  an  attorney." 

"  An  attorney  !  and  you  with  a  double-first  ?  " 

"Ah,  he  does  not  much  value  double-firsts. 
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Of  course,  I  was  not  going  to  make  myself  an 
attorney." 

"  Of  course  not.  But  what  is  he  doing  about 
an  allowance  for  you  ?  " 

"He  has  been  very  liberal.  He  has  given 
me  a  hundred  and  fifty  a  year ** 

"  Yes ;  and  sent  me  the  bill  of  it — with  great 
regularity." 

The  son  did  not  remind  the  father  that  all 
regularity  in  the  matter  had  ended  there,  and 
that  the  bills  so  sent  had  never  been  paid ;  but 
he  could  not  help  thinking  that  in  justice  he 
might  do  so. 

**  But  that  expense  will  soon  be  over,  sir,  as 
regards  either  you  or  him.  The  allowance  will 
be  discontinued  next  year." 

"  What !  he  is  going  to  stop  even  that  school- 
boy's pittance  ?  " 

"Why  not,  sir?  I  have  no  claim  on  him. 
And  as  he  has  not  forgotten  to  tell  me  so  once 
or  twice " 

"He  was  always  a  vulgar  fellow,"  said  Sir 
Lionel.  "  How  he  came  to  have  such  a  spirit 
of  trade  in  his  very  blood,  I  can't  conceive. 
God  knows  I  have  none  of  it." 

^'  Nor  I  either,  sir." 

"  Well,  I  hope  not  But  does  he  expect  you 
to  live  upon  air  ?  This  is  bad  news,  George — 
very  bad." 

"  Of  course  I  have  always  intended  to  go 
into  a  profession.  I  have  never  looked  at  it  in 
the  same  light  as  you  do.  I  have  always  in- 
tended to  make  my  own  way,  and  have  no 
doubt  that  I  shall  do  so.  I  have  quite  made 
up  my  mind  about  it  now." 
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"About  what,  George? " 

"  I  shall  go  into  orders,  and  take  a  college 

"  Orders  1 "  said  Sir  Lionel ;  and  he  expressed 
more  surprise  and  almost  more  disgust  at  this 
idea  than  at  that  other  one  respecting  the 
attorney  scheme. 

"Yes;  I  have  been  long  doubting;  but  I 
think  I  have  made  up  my  mind." 

"  Do  you  mean  that  you  wish  to  be  a  parson, 
and  that  after  taking  a  double-first  ?  " 

"  I  don't  see  what  the  double-first  has  to  do 
with  it,  sir.  The  only  objection  I  have  is  the 
system  of  the  establishraenL  I  do  not  like 
the  established  church." 

"Then  why  go  into  it?"  said  Sir  Lionel,  not 
at  all  understanding  the  nature  of  his  son's 
objection. 

"  I  love  our  liturgy,  and  I  like  the  ritual ;  but 
what  we  want  is  the  voluntary  principle.  I  do 
not  like  to  put  myself  in  a  position  which  I  can, 
in  fact,  hold  whether  I  do  the  duties  of  it  or  no. 
Nor  do  I  wish " 

"Well;  I  understand  very  little  about  all 
that;  but,  George,  I  had  hoped  something 
better  for  you.  Now,  tlie  army  is  a  beggarly 
profession  unless  a  man  has  a  private  fortune ; 
but,  upon  my  word,  I  look  on  the  church  as 
the  worse  of  the  two.  A  man  may  be  a  bishop 
of  course ;  but  I  take  it  he  has  to  eat  a  deal  of 
dirt  Brst." 

"  I  don't  mean  to   eat   any  dirt,"  said  the 

Nor  to  be  a  bishop,  perhaps,"  replied  the 
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They  were  quite  unable  to  understand  each 
other  on  this  subject.  In  Sir  Lionel's  view  of 
the  matter,  a  profession  was — a  profession. 
The  word  was  understood  well  enough  through- 
out the  known  world  It  signified  a  calling  by 
which  a  gentleman,  not  bom  to  the  inheritance 
of  a  gentleman's  allowance  of  good  things, 
might  ingeniously  obtain  the  same  by  some 
exercise  of  his  abilities.  The  more  of  these 
good  things  that  might  be  obtained,  the  better 
the  profession ;  the  easier  the  labour  also,  the 
better  the  profession;  the  less  restriction  that 
might  be  laid  on  a  man  in  his  pleasurable  en- 
jojrment  of  the  world,  the  better  the  profession. 
This  was  Sir  Lionel's  view  of  a  profession,  and 
it  must  be  acknowledged  that,  though  his  view 
was  commonplace,  it  was  also  common  sense ; 
that  he  looked  at  the  matter  as  a  great  many 
people  look  at  it;  and  that  his  ideas  were  at 
any  rate  sufficiently  intelligible.  But  George 
Bertram's  view  was  different,  and  much  less  easy 
of  explanation.  He  had  an  idea  that  in  choos- 
ing a  profession  he  should  consider,  not  so  much 
how  he  should  get  the  means  of  spending  his 
life,  but  how  he  should  in  fact  spend  it  He 
would  have,  in  making  this  choice,  to  select  the 
pursuit  to  which  he  would  devote  that  amount 
of  power  and  that  amount  of  life  which  God 
should  allot  to  him.  Fathers  and  mothers, 
uncles  and  aunts,  guardians  and  grandfathers, 
was  not  this  a  singular  view  for  a  young  man  to 
take  in  looking  at  such  a  subject  ? 

But  in  truth  George  was  somewhat  afflicted 
by  a  Ute  monte^  in  this  matter.  I  say  afflicted, 
because,  having  imagination  and  ideality  to  lead 
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him  to  high  views,  he  had  not  a  sufficient  counter- 
balance in  his  firmness  of  character.  If  his 
father  was  too  mundane,  he  was  too  trans- 
cendental. As  for  instance,  he  approved  at  the 
present  moment,  in  theory,  of  the  life  of  a  parish 
clergyman ;  but  could  he  have  commenced  the 
life  to-morrow,  he  would  at  once  have  shrunk 
from  its  drudgery. 

They  did  not  understand  each  other;  per- 
ceiving which.  Sir  Lionel  gave  up  the  subject. 
He  was  determined  not  to  make  himself  dis- 
agreeable to  his  son.  He,  at  any  rate,  intended 
to  make  him  no  allowance,  to  give  him  no  for- 
tune, and  was  aware,  therefore,  that  he  had  no 
right  to  interfere  otherwise  than  as  his  advice 
might  be  asked.  Nor  indeed  hod  he  any  wish 
to  do  so,  if  he  could  only  instil  into  the  young 
man's  mind  a  few — not  precepts ;  precepts  are 
harsh  and  disagreeable— a  few  comfortable 
friendly  hints  as  to  the  tremendous  importance 
of  the  game  which  might  bo  played  with  Mr. 
George  Bertram,  senior.  If  he  could  only  do 
this  pleasantly,  and  without  offence  to  his  son, 
he  would  attempt  nothing  further. 

He  turned  the  conversation,  and  they  talked 
agreeably  on  other  matters — of  Oxford,  of  the 
Wilkinsons,  of  Harcourt,  and  by  degrees  also  a 
little  of  uncle  George. 

"  What  sort  of  a  house  does  my  brother  keep 
at  Hadley— eh,  George?  Dull  enough  it  used 
to  be." 

■'Well;  it  is  dull.  Not  that  he  is  dull  him- 
self; I  can  always  talk  to  my  uncle  when  he 
will  talk  to  me." 

"Sees  no  company,  I  suppose?" 
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"Not  much." 

**  Never  goes  into  society  ?  " 

**He  dines  out  in  London  sometimes;  and 
sometimes  gives  dinners  too." 

"  What !  at  taverns  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  at  Blackwall,  or  Greenwich,  or  some 
of  those  places.  I  have  been  at  his  dinners, 
and  he  never  spares  anything." 

"  He  doesn't  feel  his  years,  then  ?  He*s  not 
infirm  ?  no  rheumatism  or  anything  of  that  sort 
— strong  on  his  legs,  eh  ?  " 

"  As  strong  as  you  are,  sir.*' 

**  He's  ten  years  my  senior,  you  know." 

"Yes,  I  know  he  is.  He's  not  nearly  so 
young  a  man  as  you  are ;  but  I  really  think  he 
is  as  strong.  He's  a  wonderful  man  for  his 
years,  certainly." 

"I'm  delighted  to  hear  it,"  said  Sir  Lionel. 
A  keen  judge  of  character,  however,  scrutinizing 
the  colonel's  face  closely,  would  not  then  have 
read  much  warm  delight  therein  depicted. 

"  You  rather  like  him  on  the  whole,  then — eh, 
George  ?  " 

"Well;  I  really  think  I  do.  I  am  sure  I 
ought  to  like  him.     But " 

"  Well,  George ;  speak  out.  You  and  I  need 
have  no  secrets." 

"  Secrets,  no ;  I've  no  secret.  My  uncle  has 
a  way  of  saying  too  much  himself  about  what  he 
does  for  one." 

"  Sends  in  the  bill  too  often — eh,  George  ?  " 

"If  it  is  to  be  a  bill,  let  him  say  so.  I 
for  one  shall  not  blame  him.  There  is  no 
reason  he  should  give  me  anything.  But  situ- 
ated as  I  have  been  at  Oxford,  it  would  have 


<i^o 


The  Berttams 


been  almost  absurd  in  me  to  refuse  his  allow- 
ance  " 

"  Quite  absurd." 

"  When  he  knew  I  was  coming  out  to  you,  he 
made  Pritchett^you  know  Pritchett  ?  " 

"  And  his  handwriting — very  well  indeed." 

"  He  made  Pritchett  put  three  hundred 
pounds  to  my  credit;  that  was  over  and  above 
my  allowance.  Well,  I  did  almost  make  up  my 
mind  to  return  that;  as  il  is,  I  have  not  touched 
it,  and  I  think  I  shall  repay  it," 

"For  heaven's  sake  do  no  such  thing.  It 
would  be  an  offence  which  he  would  never  for- 
give." Sir  Lionel  did  say  so  much  with  some- 
thing of  parental  energy  in  his  tone  and  manner. 

"  Yes,  sir ;  but  to  be  lold  of  it !  " 

"  But  he  does  not  ask  you  to  pay  it  him  back 
again  ?  " 

"  If  he  asks  you ; — is  not  that  the  same  thing? 
But  you  hardly  understand  me,  or  him  either." 

"I  think  I  understand  him,  George.  I  wonder 
whether  they  could  give  us  a  cup  of  coffee 
here  ?  " 

"  Of  course  they  can ; "  and  George  rang  the 
bell. 

"Perhaps  so;  but  as  far  as  my  experience 
goes,  wherever  Englishmen  frequent,  there  the 
coffee  is  spoilt.  Englishmen,  as  far  as  I  can  see, 
have  a  partiality  for  chicory,  but  none  at  all  for 
coffee." 

"  What  I  mean,  sir,  is  this.  Connected  as  I 
and  my  uncle  are  together,  seeing  that  he  has  all 

my  life "     Here  Geo^e  paused  a  moment, 

for  what  he  was  about  to  say  might  have  seemed 
I  to  imply  a  censure  on  his  fatber. 
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^*  Paid  your  school-bills,  and  all  that  sort  of 
thing,"  filled  in  Sir  Lionel 

''Yes;  as  he  has  always  done  that,  it  seemed 
so  natural  that  I  should  take  what  he  gave 
me." 

*  *  Quite  natural.  You  could  have  done  nothing 
else." 

"And  now  he  speaks  of  it  as  though — ^as 
though — of  course  I  am  under  an  obligation  to 
him — a  very  deep  obligation.  I  understand 
that,  and  should  not  fret  at  it  But  he  thinks 
of  it  as  though  I  had  been  to  blame  in  spending 
his  money.  When  I  see  him  next,  he'll  say 
something  of  the  same  sort  about  that  three 
hundred  pounds.  All  I  can  do  is  to  remind 
him  that  I  did  not  ask  for  it,  and  tell  him  that 
he  may  liave  it  back  again." 

"  Do  nothing  of  the  kind,  George,"  said  Sir 
Lionel,  who  regarded  as  little  less  than  lunacy 
on  his  son's  part  this  declared  intention  to.  re- 
fund money  to  a  rich  man.  "  I  know  very  well 
what  you  mean.  It  is  disagreeable  to  be 
reminded  of  money  that  you  have  spent." 

"  But  I  haven't  spent  it" 

"Well,  of  money  that  you  have  received. 
But  what  can  you  do?  It  is  not  your  fia.ult. 
As  you  truly  say,  it  would  be  absurd  and  un- 
grateful too  if  you  were  to  decline  to  take  such 
trifles  from  your  own  uncle^  especially  seeing 
whttt  he  has  done  for  you.  It  is  his  manner, 
mnAjfbttt^as  alwa3rs  disagreeable,  especially  in 
iBOiii^  SHttters."  And  so  having  given  to  his 
ton  the  best  advice  he  had  to  offer.  Sir  Lionel 
aiwtdi  Ids  coffee.  ''Very  bad — very  bad, 
iyt^jA  always  is  at  these  English  ^\3ict.^.. 
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If  I  could  have  my  own  way,  I  would  always 
keep  out  of  English  haunts."  In  this  respect 
Sir  Lionel  had  had  his  own  way  during  the 
greater  portion  of  his  life. 

Before  they  parted  for  the  evening,  George 
communicated  to  his  father  the  great  fact  of 
Miss  Todd's  picnic  as  settled  for  the  next  day  ; 
and  Sir  Lionel  expressed  himself  as  willing  to 
make  one  of  the  parly  if  Miss  Todd  could  be 
induced  to  extend  to  him  the  tight  of  her  coun- 
tenance. On  this  head  young  Bertram,  thougii 
his  own  acquaintance  had  certainly  been  short, 
thought  that  he  might  take  on  himself  10  answer. 
'People  soon  get  intimate  with  each  other  at  such 
places  as  Jerusalem.  Wlien  you  have  been  up 
the  Great  Pyramid  with  a  lady,  the  chances  are 
you  know  more  about  her  than  yon  would  do 
from  a  year's  acquaintance  fostered  by  a  dozen 
London  parties ;  and  a  journey  up  the  Nile  with 
a  man  may  be  considered  quite  equal  to  three 
years  spent  together  at  the  same  college, — that  is, 
if  the  fellow-travellers  be  young.  Aftera  certain 
age,  men  never  become  really  intimate,  let. their 
relations  with  each  other  be  ever  so  dose. 

"  There  will  be  a  Miss  Baker  there,  sir,  who 
says  she  knows  you ;  and  a  Miss  Waddington,  a 
very  fine  girl,  who  at  any  rate  knows  my  nanie," 

"  What !  Caroline  Waddington  ?  "  

"  Yes,  Caroline  Waddington." 

"  She  is  a  ward  of  your  uncle." 

"  So  Miss  Baker  tells  me ;  but  I  no 
my  uncle    mention    them.     Indeed,  he  1 
mentions  anything." 

"It  will  be  very  desirable  that  you  should 
Icnow  Miss  Waddington.     There  is  ao  .^QiBf ' 
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what  your  uncle  may  do  with  his  money.  Yes, 
I'll  go  to  the  picnic ;  only  I  hope  the  place  is 
not  distant."    So  that  matter  was  settled. 


CHAPTER   IX 


MISS  todd's  picnic 


That  matter  of  obtaining  permission  for  Sir 
Lionel  to  join  the  picnic  was  not  found  difficult 
of  arrangement  Good-looking,  pleasant-man- 
nered Sir  Lionels,  who  bear  the  Queen's  com- 
mission, and  have  pleasant  miUtary  ways  with 
them,  are  welcome  enough  at  such  parties  as 
these,  even  though  they  be  sixty  years  of  age. 
When  George  mentioned  the  matter  to  Miss 
Todd,  that  lady  declared  herself  delighted* 
She  had  heard,  she  said,  of  the  distinguished 
arrival  at  the  hotel,  but .  she  had  been  almost 
afraid  to  ask  such  a  man  as  Sir  Lionel  to  join 
their  foolish  little  party.  Then  Miss  Baicer^ 
who  in  this  aflfair  bore  the  next  authority  to 
Miss  Todd,  declared  that  she  had  intended  to 
ask  him,  taking  upon  herself  the  freedom  of 
an  old  acquaintance;  and  so  that  matter  was 
arranged. 

The  party  was  not  to  be  a  large  one.  There 
was  Miss  Todd,  the  compounder  of  it,  a  maiden 
lady,  fat,  fair,  and  perhaps  almost  forty ;  a  jolly 
jovial  lady,  intent  on  seeing  the  world,  and  in- 
different to  many  of  its  prejudices  and  formal 
restraints.  "  If  she  threw  herself  in  Sir  Lionel's 
way,  people  would  of  course  say  that  she  watvtad 
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to  marry  him  ;  but  she  did  not  care  a  straw  what 
people  said;  if  she  found  Sir  Lionel  agreeable, 
she  would  throw  herself  in  his  way,"  So  she 
told  Miss  Baker— with  perhaps  more  courage 
than  the  occasion  required. 

Then  there  was  Mrs.  and  Miss  Jones,  Miss 
Jones  was  the  young  lady  who  lost  her  parasol 
on  the  Mount  of  Offence,  and  so  recklessly 
charged  the  Arab  children  of  Siloam  with  the 
theft.  Mr.  Jones  was  also  in  Jerusalem,  but 
could  not  be  pereiiaded  to  attend  at  Miss  Todd's 
behest.  He  was  steadily  engaged  in  antiquarian 
researches,  being  minded  to  bring  out  to  the 
world  some  startling  new  theory  as  to  certain 
points  in  Bible  chronology  and  topography. 
He  always  went  about  the  city  with  a  trowel 
and  a  big  set  of  tablets  ;  and  certiin  among  the 
more  enthusiastic  of  the  visitors  to  Jerusalem 
had  put  him  down  as  an  infideL 

There  were  also  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hunter — a 
bridegroom  and  bride,  now  on  their  wedding 
trip ;  a  somewhat  fashionable  couple,  who  were 
both  got  up  with  considerable  attention  as  to 
oriental  costume.  Mrs.  Hunter  seemed  to  think 
a  good  deal  about  her  trousers,  and  Mr.  Hunter's 
mind  was  equally  taken  up  with  the  fact  that  he 
had  ceased  to  wear  any.  They  had  a  knowing 
way  of  putting  on  their  turbans,  and  carried 
their  sashes  gracefully ;  those,  however,  who 
had  seen  Mr.  Hunter  roll  himself  into  his  sash, 
were  of  opinion  that  sooner  or  later  he  would 
suffer  from  vertigo  in  his  head.  Mis3  Baker 
and  her  niece  had  fallen  in  with  these  people, 
and  were  considered  to  be  of  the  same  party. 

There  was  a  clergyman  to  be  theie,  one  Mr. 
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Cruse^  the  gentleman  who  had  been  so  keenly 
annoyed  at  the  absence  of  potatoes  from  the 
dinner  board.  He  was  travelling  in  charge  of  a 
yonng  gentleman  of  fortune,  a  Mr.  Pott,  by 
whose  fond  parents  the  joint  expense  of  the 
excursion  was  defrayed.  Mr.  Cruse  was  a 
University  man,  of  course ;  had  been  educated 
at  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  and  piqued  him- 
self much  on  being  far  removed  from  the  dangers 
of  Puseyism.  He  was  a  man  not  of  a  happy 
frame  of  mind,  and  seemed  to  find  that  from 
Dan  to  Beersheba  everything  in  truth  was  barren. 
He  was  good-looking,  unmarried,  not  without 
some  talent,  and  seemed  to  receive  from  the 
ladies  there  assembled  more  attention  than  his 
merits  altogether  deserved. 

Mr.  M-Gabbery  had  talked  of  not  going,  but 
had  been  over-persuaded  by  the  good-natured 
Miss  Todd.  He  had  become  almost  over- 
whelmed by  the  intensity  of  his  feelings  in 
regard  to  the  sacred  associations  of  the  place, 
since  George  Bertram  had  contrived  to  seat  him- 
self between  Miss  Baker  and  Miss  Waddington. 
■Up  to  that  moment,  no  one  had  been  merrier 
than  he.  He  had,  so  he  had  flattered  himself, 
altogether  cut  out  Mr.  Cruse  in  that  special 
quarter,  the  good  graces  namely  of  those  two 
ladies,  and  had  been  prepared  to  take  on  his 
own  shoulders  all  the  hard  work  of  the  picnic. 
But  now  things  were  altered  with  him ;  he  had 
some  doubts  whether  the  sacredness  of  the 
valley  would  not  be  desecrated  by  such  a  pro- 
ceeding, and  consulted  Mr.  Cruse  on  the  matter. 
Hitherto  these  gentlemen  had  not  been  close 
friends;   but   now  they  allied  themse\ves  ^s 


The  Bertrams 


I 


I 

I 

L 


against  a  common  enemy.  Mr.  Cruse  did  not 
care  much  for  associations,  seemed  indeed  to 
think  that  any  special  attention  to  sacred  places 
savoured  of  idolatry,  and  professed  himself  will- 
ing to  eat  his  dinner  on  any  of  the  hills  or  in 
any  of  the  valleys  round  Jerusalem.  Fortified 
with  so  good  an  opinion,  and  relying  on  the  ex- 
cellence of  his  purpose,  Mr.  M'Gabbery  gave 
way,  and  renewed  his  offers  of  assistance  to 
Miss  Todd. 

There  was  also  Mr.  Pott,  Mr.  Cruse's  young 
charge,  the  son  of  a  man  largely  engaged  in  the 
linen  trade ;  a  youth  against  whom  very  little 
can  be  alleged.  His  time  at  present  was  chiefly 
given  up  to  waiting  on  Miss  Jones  ;  and,  luckier 
in  this  respect  than  his  tutor,  Mr.  Ctuse,  he 
had  no  rival  to  interfere  with  hts  bliss. 

Miss  Baker  and  Miss  Waddington  nisde  up 
the  parly.  Of  the  former,  little  more  need  be 
said,  and  that  little  should  be  all  in  her  praise. 
She  was  a  lady-like,  soft-mannered,  easy-tem- 
pered woman,  devoted  to  her  niece,  but  not 
strongly  addicted  to  personal  exertions  on  her 
own  part.  The  fact  that  she  was  now  at  Jeru- 
salem, so  far  away  from  her  own  comfortable 
drawing-room,  sufficiendy  proved  that  she  was 
devoted  to  her  niece. 

And  now  for  Caroline  Waddington,  our 
doftria  primisshna.  Her  qualities,  attributes, 
and  virtues  must  be  given  more  in  detail  than 
those  of  her  companions  at  the  picnic,  seeing 
that  she  is  destined  to  fill  a  prominent  place 
upon  our  canvas. 

At  the  time  of  which  we  ore  speaking,  she 
mighl  perhaps  be  twenty  years  of  age  j  but  her 
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general  appearance,  her  figure,  and  especially 
the  strong  character  marked  in  her  face,  would 
have  led  one  to  suspect  that  she  was  older. 
She  was  certainly  at  that  time  a  beautiful  girl — 
very  beautiful,  handsome  in  the  outline  of  her 
fiace,  graceful  and  dignified  in  her  mien,  nay, 
sometimes  almost  majestic — 2l  Juno  rather  than 
a  Venus,  But  any  Paris  who  might  reject  her, 
awed  by  the  rigour  of  her  dignity,  would  know 
at  the  time  that  he  was  wrong  in  his  judgment. 
She  was  tall,  but  not  so  tall  as  to  be  unfeminine 
in  her  height  Her  head  stood  nobly  on  her 
shoulders,  giving  to  her  bust  that  ease  and 
grace  of  which  sculptors  are  so  fond,  and  of 
which  tight-laced  stays  are  so  utterly  subversive. 
Her  hair  was  very  dark — not  black,  but  the 
darkest  shade  of  brown,  and  was  worn  in  simple 
rolls  on  the  side  of  her  face.  It  was  very  long 
and  very  glossy,  soft  as  the  richest  silk,  and 
gifted  apparently  with  a  delightful  aptitude  to 
keep  itsdf  in  order.  No  stray  jagged  ends 
woiUd  show  themselves  if  by  chance  she  re- 
moved her  bonnet,  nor  did  it  even  look  as 
though  it  had  been  prematurely  crushed  and 
reqimed  to  be  afresh  pufifed  out  by  some  head- 
dresser's  mechanism*  She  had  the  forehead  of 
a  Juno ;  white,  broad,  and  straight ;  not  shining 
as  are  some  foreheads,  which  seem  as  though 
an  insufficient  allowance  of  skin  had  been 
vouchsafed  for  their  covering.  It  was  a  fore* 
head  on  which  an  angel  might  long  to  press  his 
Hps — ^if  angels  have  lips,  and  if,  as  we  have 
been  told,  they  do  occasionally  descend  from 
their  starry  heights  to  love  the  daughters  of 
men. 
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Nor  would  a.n  angel  with  a  sha.de  of  human 
passion  in  his  temperament  have  been  con- 
tented with  her  forehead.  Her  mouth  had  all 
the  richness  of  youth,  and  the  fuil  enticing 
curves  and  ruby  colour  of  Anglo-Saxon  beauty. 
Caroline  Waddington  was  no  pale,  passionless 
goddess  ;  her  graces  and  perfections  were 
human,  and  in  being  so  were  the  more  dan- 
gerous to  humanity.  Her  forehead  we  have 
said,  or  should  have  said,  was  perfect ;  we  dare 
not  affirm  quite  so  much  in  praise  of  her 
mouth  :  there  was  sometimes  a  hardness  there, 
not  in  the  lines  of  the  feature  itself,  but  in  the 
expression  which  it  conveyed,  a  want  of  ten- 
derness, perhaps  of  trust,  and  loo  much  self- 
confidence,  it  may  be,  for  a  woman's  character. 
The  teeth  within  it,  however,  were  never  excelled 
by  any  that  ever  graced  the  face  of  a  woman. 

Her  nose  was  not  quite  Grecian;  had  it 
been  so,  her  face  might  have  been  fairer,  but  it 
would  certainly  have  been  less  expressive.  Nor 
could  it  be  called  retrousse,  but  it  had  the 
slightest  possible  tendency  in  that  direction ; 
and  the  nostrils  were  more  open,  more  ready 
to  breathe  forth  flashes  of  indignation  than  is 
ever  the  case  with  a  truly  Grecian  nose. 

The  contour  of  her  face  was  admirable : 
nothing  could  exceed  in  beauty  the  lines  of  her 
cheeks  or  the  shape  and  softness  of  her  chin. 
Those  who  vi'ere  fastidious  in  their  require- 
ments might  object  to  them  that  they  bore  no 
dimple ;  but  after  all,  it  is  only  prettiness  that 
requires  a  dimple ;  full-blown  beauty  wants  no 
sucli  adventitious  aid. 

But   her  eyes  1     Miss    Waddington's    eyes  1 
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The  eyes  are  the  poet's  strongest  fortress ;  it  is 
for  their  description  that  he  most  gathers  up 
his  forces  and  puts  forth  all  his  strength.  What 
of  her  eyes  ?  Well,  her  eyes  were  bright 
enough,  large  enough,  well  set  in  her  head. 
Thty  were  clever  eyes  too — nay,  honest  eyes 
also,  Which  is  better.  But  they  were  not  softly 
feminine  eyes.  They  never  hid  themselves 
beneath  their  soft  fringes  when  too  curiously 
looked  into,  as  a  young  girl  at  her  window  half 
hides  herself  behind  her  curtain.  They  were 
bbld  eyes,  I  was  going  to  say,  but  the  word 
would  signify  too  much  in  their  dispraise; 
daring  eyes,  I  would  rather  say,  courageous, 
expressive,  never  shrinking,  sometimes  also 
auspicious.  They  were  fit  rather  for  a  man 
than  for  so  beautiful  a  giri  as  our  Caroline 
Waddington. 

But  perhaps  the  most  wonderful  grace  about 
her  was  her  walk.  "  Vera  incessu  patuit  Dea." 
Alas !  how  few  women  can  walk !  how  many 
are  wilfully  averse  to  attempting  any  such 
motion  !  They  scuffle,  they  trip,  they  trot, 
they  amble,  they  waddle,  they  crawl,  they  drag 
themselves  on  painfully,  as  though  the  flounces 
and  furbelows  around  them  were  a  burden  too 
heavy  for  easy,  graceful  motion  :  but,  except  in 
Spain,  they  rarely  walk.  In  this  respect  our 
heroine  was  equal  to  an  Andalusian. 

Such  and  so  great  were  Miss  Waddington's 
outward  graces.  Some  attempt  must  also  be 
made  to  tell  of  those  inner  stores  with  which 
this  gallant  vessel  was  freighted ;  for,  after  all, 
the  outward  bravery  is  not  ever3rthing  with  a 
woman.     It  may  be  that  a  man  in  seltcXm^V\^ 
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wife  rarely  looks  for  much  else; — for  that  in 
addition,  of  course,  to  money;  but  though  he 
has  looked  for  little  else,  some  other  things  do 
frequently  force  themselves  on  his  attention 
soon  after  the  knot  is  tied  ;  and  as  Caroline 
Waddington  will  appear  in  these  pages  as  wife 
as  well  as  maid,  as  a  man's  companion  as  well 
as  his  playtjiing,  it  may  be  well  to  say  now 
sometiiing  as  to  her  fitness  for  such  occupation. 

We  will  say,  then,  that  she  was  perhaps  even 
more  remarkable  for  her  strength  of  mind  than 
for  her  beauty  of  person.  At  present,  she  was 
a  girl  of  twenty,  and  hardly  knew  her  own 
power;  but  the  time  was  to  come  when  she 
should  know  it  and  should  use  it.  She  was 
possessed  of  a  stubborn,  enduring,  manly  will ; 
capable  of  conquering  much,  and  not  to  be 
conquered  easily.  She  had  a  mind  which,  if 
rightly  directed,  might  achieve  great  and  good 
things,  hut  of  which  it  might  be  predicted  that 
it  would  certainly  achieve  something,  and  that 
if  not  directed  for  good,  it  might  not  improbably 
direct  itself  for  evil.  It  was  impossible  that 
she  should  ever  grow  into  a  piece  of  domestic 
furniture,  contented  to  adapt  itself  to  such  uses 
as  a  marital  tyrant  might  think  fit  to  require  of 
it.  If  destined  to  fail  into  good  hands,  she 
might  become  a  happy,  loving  wife ;  but  it  was 
quite  as  possible  that  she  should  be  neither 
happy  nor  loving. 

Like  most  other  girls,  she  no  doubt  thought 
much  of  what  might  he  her  lot  in  love — thought 
much  of  loving,  though  she  had  never  yet  loved. 
It  has  been  said  that  her  turn  of  mind  was 
manl;;  but  it  must   not  on  chat  account  be 
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imagined  that  her  wishes  and  aspirations  were 
at  present  other  than  feminine.  Her  heart  and 
feelings  were  those  of  a  girl,  at  any  rate  as  yet ; 
but  her  will  and  disposition  Avere  masculine  in 
their  firmness. 

For  one  so  young,  she  had  great  and  danger- 
ous faults  of  character — great,  as  being  injurious 
to  her  happiness ;  and  dangerous,  as  being 
likely  to  grow  with  her  years.  Her  faults  were 
not  youDg  faults.  Though  true  herself,  she  was 
suspicious  of  others;  though  trustworthy,  she 
was  not  trustful :  and  what  person  who  is  not 
trustful  ever  remains  trustworthy  ?  Who  can  be 
fit  for  confidence  who  cannot  himself  confide  ? 
She  was  imperious,  too,  when  occasion  offered 
itself  to  her  proud  spirit.  With  her  aunt,  whom 
she  loved,  she  was  not  so.  Her  she  was  content 
to  persuade,  using  a  soft  voice  and  a  soft  eye ; 
but  with  those  whom  she  could  not  persuade 
and  wished  to  rule,  her  voice  was  sometimes 
stem  enough,  and  her  eye  far  from  soft. 

She  was  a  clever  girl,  capable  of  talking  well, 
and  possessed  of  more  information  than  most 
young  ladies  of  the  same  age.  She  had  been 
at  an  excellent  school,  if  any  schools  are  really 
excellent  for  young  ladies ;  but  there  was,  never- 
theless, something  in  her  style  of  thought  hardly 
suitable  to  the  softness  of  girlhood.  She  could 
speak  of  sacred  things  with  a  mocking  spirit, 
the  mockery  of  philosophy  rather  than  of  youth ; 
she  had  little  or  no  enthusiasm,  though  there 
was  passion  enough  deep  seated  in  her  bosom ; 
she  suffered  from  no  transcendentalism;  she 
saw  nothing  through  a  halo  of  poetic  inspiration : 
among  the  various  tints  of  her  atmospW 
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was  no  rose  colour ;  she  preferred  wit  to  poetry ; 
and  her  smile  was  cynical  rather  than  joyous. 

Now  I  have  described  my  donna  primissima, 
with  hardly  sufficient  detail  for  my  own  satis- 
faction, doubtless  with  far  too  much  for  yours, 
oh,  my  reader  !  It  must  be  added,  however, 
that  she  was  an  orphan ;  that  she  lived  entirely 
with  her  aunt,  Miss  Bakec ;  that  her  father  had 
been  in  early  life  a  sort  of  partner  with  Mr. 
George  Bertram  ;  that  Mr.  George  Bertram  was 
her  guardian,  though  he  had  hitherto  taken  but 
little  trouble  in  looking  after  her,  whatever 
trouble  he  may  have  taken  in  looking  after  her 
money;  and  that  she  was  possessed  of  a 
moderate  fortune,  say  about  four  thousand 
potmds. 

A  picnic  undertaken  from  Jerusalem  must  in 
some  respects  be  unlike  any  picnic  elsewhere. 
Ladies  cannot  be  carried  to  it  in  carriages, 
because  at  Jerusalem  there  are  no  carriages ; 
nor  can  the  provisions  be  conveyed  even  in 
carts,  for  at  Jerusalem  there  are  no  carts.  The 
stock  of  comestibles  was  therefore  packed  in 
hampers  on  a  camel's  back,  and  sent  off  to  the 
valley  by  one  route,  whereas  Miss  Todd  and 
her  friends  went  on  horseback  and  on  donkey- 
back  by  another  and  a  longer  road. 

It  may  as  well  be  mentioned  that  Miss  Todd 
was  a  little  ashamed  of  the  magnitude  to  which 
her  undertaking  had  atiained.  Her  original 
plan  had  merely  been  this : — that  she  and  a 
few  others  should  ride  through  the  valleys  round 
the  city,  and  sent  a  basket  of  sandwiches  to 
meet  them  at  some  hungry  point  on  the  road. 
Now  there  was  a   cor/ige  of  eleven   persons. 
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exclusive  of  the  groom-boys,  a  boiled  ham, 
sundry  chickens,  hard-boiled  eggs,  and  cham- 
pagne. Miss  Todd  was  somewhat  ashamed  of 
th^  Here,  in  England,  one  would  hardly  in- 
augurate a  picnic  to  Kensal  Green,  or  the  High- 
gate  Cemetery,  nor  select  the  tombs  of  our 
departed  great  ones  as  a  shelter  under  which  to 
draw  one's  corks.  But  Miss  Todd  boasted  of 
high  spirits :  when  this  little  difficulty  had  been 
first  suggested  to  her  by  Mr.  M'Gabbery,  she 
had  scoffed  at  it,  and  had  enlarged  her  circle 
in  a  spirit  of  mild  bravado.  Then  chance 
had  done  more  for  her;  and  now  she  was 
doomed  to  preside  over  a  large  party  of  revel- 
lecs  immediately  over  the  ashes  of  James  the 
Just 

Hone  but  Englishmen  or  Englishwomen  do 
such  things  as  this.  To  other  people  is  wanting 
sufficient  pluck  for  such  enterprises  ;  is  wanting 
also  a  certain  mixture  of  fun,  honest  indepen- 
dence, and  bad  taste.  Let  us  go  into  some 
church  on  the  Continent — in  Italy,  we  will  say 
— ^where  the  walls  of  the  churches  still  boast  of 
the  great  works  of  the  great  masters. — Look  at 
that  man  standing  on  the  very  altar-step  while 
the  priest  is  saying  his  mass ;  look  at  his  gray 
shooting-coat,  his  thick  shoes,  his  wide-awake 
bat  stuck  under  pne  arm,  and  his  stick  under 
the  other,  while  he  holds  his  opera-glass  to  his 
eyes.  How  he  shuffles  about  to  get  the  best 
point  of  sight,  quite  indifferent  as  to  clergy  or 
laity !  All  that  bell-ringing,  incense-flinging, 
and  breast-striking  is  nothing  to  him:  he  has 
paid  dearly  to  be  brought  thither ;  he  has  paid 
the;  guide  who  is  kneeling  a  little  behind  Wi  \ 
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he  is  going  to  pay  the  sacristan  who  attends 
him  ;  he  is  quite  reaiJy  to  pay  the  priest  himself, 
if  the  priest  would  only  signify  his  wish  that 
way ;  hut  he  has  come  there  to  see  that  fresco, 
and  see  it  he  will :  respecting  that  he  will  soon 
know  more  than  either  the  priest  or  his  wor- 
shippers. Perhaps  some  servant  of  the  church, 
coming  to  him  with  submissive,  almost  suppliant 
gesture,  begs  him  to  step  back  just  for  one 
moment.  The  lover  of  art  glares  at  him  with 
insulted  look,  and  hardly  deigns  to  notice  him 
further  :  he  merely  turns  his  eye  to  his  Murray, 
puts  his  hat  down  on  the  altar-step,  and  goes  on 
studying  his  subject.  All  the  world — German, 
Frenchman,  Italian,  Spaniard — all  men  of  all 
nations  know  that  that  ugly  gray  shooting-coat 
must  contain  an  Englishman.  He  cares  for  no 
one.  If  any  one  upsets  him,  he  can  do  much 
towards  righting  himself;  and  if  more  be  wanted, 
has  he  not  Lord  Malmesbury  or  Lord  Clarendon 
at  his  back?  But  what  would  this  Englishman 
say  if  his  place  of  worship  were  disturbed  by 
some  wandering  Italian? 

It  was  somewhat  in  this  way  with  Miss  Todd. 
She  knew  that  what  she  was  about  to  do  was 
rather  absurd,  but  she  had  the  blood  of  the 
Toddswarm  at  her  heart.  The  Todds  were  a 
people  not  easily  frightened,  and  Jfiss  Todd 
was  not  going  to  disgrace  her  lineage.  True, 
she  had  not  intended  to  feed  twelve  people 
over  a  Jewish  sepulchre,  but  as  the  twelve 
people  had  assembled,  looking  to  her  for  food, 
she  was  not  the  woman  to  send  them  away  fast- 
/n^;  so  she  gallantly  led  the  wa-y  thTOu^'n'Cnft  ?,axe 
of  Jaffa,  Sir  Lionel  attending  t«  oiv  a.  inw^i. 
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When  once  out  of  the  town,  they  turned 
sharp  to  the  left.  Their  path  lay  through  the 
valley  of  Gihon,  through  the  valley  of  Hinnom, 
down  among  those  strange,  open  sepulchres, 
deeply  excavated  in  caves  on  the  mountain- 
sides— sepulchres  quite  unlike  those  below  in 
the  valley  of  Jehoshaphat.  There  they  are  all 
covered,  each  stone  marking  a  grave ;  but  here 
they  lie  in  open  catacombs — in  caves,  at  leasts 
of  which  the  entrance  is  open.  The  hardy 
stranger  crawling  in  may  lay  his  hand  within 
the  cell — nay,  may  crawl  up  into  it  if  he  will — 
in  which  have  mouldered  the  bones  of  some 
former  visitor  to  Jerusalem.  For  this,  so  saith 
tradition,  is  the  field  purchased  with  the  reward 
of  iniquity.  It  was  the  burying-place  for 
strangers,  Aceldama,  the  field  of  blood. 

But  where  be  these  bones  now  ?  for  the  cata- 
combs are  mostly  empty.  Mr.  Pott,  descending 
as  far  as  he  could  into  the  deepest  of  them,  did 
at  last  bring  forth  a  skull  and  two  parts  of  a 
back-bone ;  did  present  the  former  with  much 
grace  to  Miss  Jones,  who,  on  beholding  it,  very 
nearly  fell  from  off  her  donkey. 

"  For  shame.  Pott,"  said  Mr.  Cruse.  "  How 
could  you  handle  anything  so  disgusting  ?  You 
are  desecrating  the  grave  of  s6tne  unfortunate 
Mussulman  who  has  probably  died  within  the 
last  fifty  years."  Mr.  Cruse  was  always  intent 
on  showing  that  he  believed  none  of  the  tradi- 
tions of  the  country. 

"  It  was  quite  dreadful  of  you,  Mr.  Pott,"  said 
Miss  Jones ;  "  quite  dreadful  I    Indeed,  1  diO\i\: 
know  what  you  would  not  do.     Bui  1  arci  ojivXfc 
sujie  be  was  never  a  Mahomedan." 
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"He  looked  like  a  Jew,  didn't  he?"  said 
Pott. 

"Oh I  I  did  not  see  the  face;  but  he  was 
certainly  either  a  Jew  or  a  Christian.  Only 
think.  Perhaps  those  remains  have  been  there 
for  nearly  eighteen  hundred  years.  Is  it  not 
wonderful?  Mamma,  it  was  just  here  that  I 
lost  my  parasol," 

Sir  Lionel  had  headed  the  cavalcade  with 
Miss  Todd,  but  George  Bertram  was  true  to  his 
new  friends.  Miss  Baker  and  Miss  Waddington. 
So  also,  for  a  time,  were  Mr.  M'Gabbery  and 
Mr.  Cnise.  As  the  aunt  and  niece  rode  beside 
each  other,  a  great  part  of  this  gallaiit  attention 
fell  upon  the  former.  Indeed,  the  easiest  way 
of  addressing  the  beauty  was  often  found  to  be 
through  the  beauty's  aunt;  and  it  may  be 
doubted  whether  Mr.  M'Gabbery  would  not 
have  retreated  long  since  in  despair,  but  for  the 
scintillations  of  civility  which  fell  to  him  fcom 
Miss  Baker's  good-humour.  He  had  had  the 
good  fortune  of  some  previous  days'  joume)ring 
with  them  on  horseback  through  the  desert, 
and  had  found  that  privilege  gave  him  an  in- 
estimable advantage  over  Mr.  Cruse.  Why 
should  it  not  also  suffice  as  regarded  this  new- 
comer ?  He  had  held  much  commune  with 
himself  on  the  subject  that  morning ;  had  called 
himself  to  task  for  his  own  pusillanimity,  and 
had  then  fortified  his  courage  witli  the  old 
reflection  about  fair  ladies  and  faint  hearts — 
and  also  with  a  glass  of  brandy.  He  was  there- 
fore disposed  to  make  himself  very  unpleasant 
to  poor  George  If  occasion  shoald  iec|a«e, 

"Honr  delighted  you  must  have  been.  \.o  ^aa 
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your  father !  "  said  Miss  Baker,  who,*though  her 
temper  would  not  permit  her  to  be  uncivil  to 
Mr.  M'Gabbery,  would  readily  have  dispensed 
with  that  gentleman's  attendance. 

"  Indeed,  I  was.  I  never  saw  him  before,  you 
know." 

"Never  saw  him,  your  father,  before,  Mr* 
Bertram?"  said  Caroline.  "Why,  aunt  Mary 
says  that  I  have  seen  him." 

"I  never  saw  him  to  remember  him.  One 
doesn't  count  one's  acquaintance  before  seven 
or  eight  years  of  age." 

"  Your  memory  must  be  very  bad,  then,**  said 
Mr.  M*Gabbery,  "or  your  childhood's  love  for 
your  father  very  slight.  I  perfectly  remember 
the  sweetness  of  my  mother's  caresses  when  I 
was  but  three  years  old.  There  is  nothing. 
Miss  Waddington,  to  equal  the  sweetness  of  a 
mother's  kisses." 

"I  never  knew  them,"  said  she.  "But  I 
have  found  an  aunf  s  do  nearly  as  well." 

**  A  grandmother's  are  not  bad,"  said  Bertram, 
looking  very  grave. 

"I  can  never  think  of  my  mother  without 
emotion,"  continued  Mr.  M'Gabbery.  "I 
remember,  as  though  it  were  yesterday,  when 
-I 'first  stood  at  her  knee^  with  a  picture-book 
on  her  lap  before  me.  It  is  the  furthest  point 
to  which  memory  carries  me — and  the  sweetest." 

"cl  can  remember  back  much  before  that," 

said  George ;  "  a  great  deal  before  that.    Listen 

to  this,  Miss  Baker.     My  earliest  impression 

was  a  hatred  of  dishonesty." 

^^I  hope  your  views  ha,ye  not  altered  ^\uce.J* 
•said  Caroline, 
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"Very  materially,  I  fear.  But  I  must  tell 
jou  about  ray  memory.  I  was  lying  once  in 
my  cradle " 

"  You  don't  mean  to  tell  me  you  remember 
■that?"  said  M'Gabbery. 

"Perfectly,  as  you  do  the  picture-book. 
Well,  there  I  was  lying,  Miss  Baker,  with  my 
little  eyes  wide  open.  It  is  astonishing  how 
much  babies  see,  though  people  never  calculate 
on  their  having  eyes  at  all.  I  was  lying  on  my 
hack,  staring  at  the  mantelpiece,  on  which  my 
mother  had  left  her  key-basket." 

"You  remember,  of  course,  that  it  was  her 
key-basket  ? "  said  Miss  Waddington,  with  a 
smile  that  made  M'Gabbery  clench  his  walking- 
slick  in  his  hand. 

"  Perfectly ;  because  she  always  kept  her 
halfpence  there  also.  Well,  there  was  a  nur- 
sery-girl who  used  to  be  about  me  in  those  days. 
I  distinctly  saw  her  go  to  that  basket,  Miss 
Baker,  and  take  out  a  penny ;  and  I  then  made 
up  my  mind  that  the  first  use  I  would  make  of 
my  coming  speech  should  be  to  tell  my  mother. 
That,  I  think,  is  the  furthest  point  to  which  my 
memory  carries  me." 

The  ladies  laughed  heartily,  but  Mr.  M'Gab- 
bery frowned  bitterly,  "  You  must  have  dreamt 
it,"  said  he. 

"It  is  just  possible,"  said  George;  "but  I 
don't  think  it  Come,  Miss  Waddington,  let 
us  have  your  earliest  recollections." 

"  Ah  !  mine  will  not  be  interesting.     They  do 
not  go  back  at  all  so  far,     I  think  they  have 
reference  to  bread  and  buUet," 
"/  remember  being  veiy  aag^"  aaii  "Vi^a* 
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Eaker,  "  because  papa  prophesied  that  I  should 
be  an  old  maid.  It  was  very  hard  on  me,  for 
his  prophecy  no  doubt  brought  about  the  fact." 

**But  the  fact  is  no  fact  as  yet,"  said  Mr. 
M*Gabbery,  with  a  smirking  gallantry  for  which 
he  ought  to  have  been  kicked. 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  M*Gabbery,"  said 
Miss  Waddington.  ''  It  is  quite  an  established 
fact.  My  aunt  will  never  have  my  consent  to 
marry ;  and  I  am  sure  she  will  never  dream  of 
such  a  thing  without  it." 

"And  so  Mr.  M*Gabbery's  hopes  in  that 
direction  are  all  at  an  end,"  said  George,  who 
was  now  able  to  speak  to  Caroline  without  being 
heard  by  the  others. 

"  I  declare  I  think  he  has  entertained  some 
such  idea,  for  he  never  leaves  my  aunt  alone  for 
a  minute.  He  has  been  very  civil,  very ;  but, 
Mr.  Bertram,  perhaps  you  know  that  a  very 
civil  man  may  be  a  bore." 

"He  always  is,  I  think.  No  man  is  really 
liked  who  is  ever  ready  to  run  on  messages  and 
tie  up  parcels.  It  is  generally  considered  that 
a  man  knows  his  own  value,  and  that,  if  he  be 
willing  to  do  such  work,  such  work  is  fit  for 
him." 

"You  never  do  anything  to  oblige,  then?" 

"Very  rarely;  at  least,  not  in  the  Httle 
domestic  line.  If  one  could  have  an  oppor- 
tunity of  picking  a  lady  out  of  a  fire,  or  saving 
her  from  the  clutches  of  an  Italian  bravo,  or 
getting  her  a  fortune  of  twenty  thousand  pounds, 
one  would  be  inclined  to  do  it.  In  such  e^.s^<&^ 
iJjere  would  be  no  contempt  mixed  Mp  m^iScv  \Jwt 
ladys  gratitude.     But  ladies  are  rvevex  t^^^ 
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grateful  to  a  man  for  turning  himself  into  a 

"  Ah !  I  like  to  be  attended  to  alt  the  same." 

"Then  there  is  Mr.  M'Gabbery.  Half  a 
smile  will  keep  him  at  your  feet  the  whole  day." 

Mr,  M'Gabbery  and  poor  Miss  Baker  were 
now  walking  behind  them,  side  by  side.  But 
his  felicity  in  this  respect  was  not  at  all  suffi- 
cient for  that  gentleman.  In  their  long  journey 
from  Egypt,  he  and  Miss  Waddington  had  always 
been  within  speaking  distance ;  and  who  was 
the  stranger  of  to-day  that  was  thus  to  come 
and  separate  them  ? 

"Miss  Waddington,"  he  cried,  "do  you 
remember  when  your  horse  stumbled  in  the 
sand  at  El  Arish?  Ah!  what  a  pleasant  day 
that  was  ! " 

"  But  you  have  not  recalled  it  by  a  very 
pleasing  incident.  I  was  very  nearly  being 
thrown  out  of  my  saddle," 

"And  how  we  had  to  wait  for  our  dinner  at 
Gaza  till  the  camels  came  up?"  And  Mr, 
M'Gabbery,  urging  on  his  horse,  brought  him 
up  once  more  abreast  with  that  of  Miss 
Waddington. 

"  I  shall  soon  have  as  great  a  horror  of  Gaza 
as  Samson  had,"  said  she,  setto  voce.  "  I  almost 
feel  myself  already  in  bonds  under  Philistian 
yoke  whenever  it  is  mentioned." 

"  Talking  of  recollections,  that  journey  will 
certainly  be  among  the  sunniest  of  my  life's 
memories,"  said  Mr.  M'Gabbery. 

''  It  was  sunny,  certainly,"  said  Miss  Wad- 
■  for  the  heat  of  the  desert  had  been 
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"  Ah !  and  so  sweet !  That  encamping  in 
your  own  tent;  preparing  your  own  meals; 
having  everything,  as  it  were,  within  yourself. 
Civilized  life  has  nothing  to  offer  equal  to  that. 
A  person  who  has  only  gone  from  city  to  city, 
or  from  steamboat  to  steamboat,  knows  nothing 
of  oriental  life.  Does  he,  Miss  Waddington  ?  " 
This  was  intended  as  a  blow  at  Bertram,  who  had 
got  to  Jerusalem  without  sleeping  under  canvas. 

**  What  ignorant  wretches  the  natives  must 
be ! "  said  George ;  "  for  they  apparently  sleep  as 
regularly  in  their  own  beds  as  any  stupid  Chris- 
tian in  England." 

"I  am  not  sure  that  even  Mr.  M'Gabbery 
would  admire  the  tents  so  much  if  he  had  not 
some  Christian  comforts  along  with  him." 

"  His  brandy-flask  and  dressing-case,  for 
instance,"  said  George. 

**  Yes ;  and  his  mattress  and  blankets,"  said 
Caroline. 

**  His  potted  meat  and  preserved  soup." 
^*And  especially  his  pot  to  boil  his  potatoes 
in." 

"  That  was  Mr.  Cruse,"  said  Mr.  M'Gabbery, 
quite  angrily.  "  For  myself,  I  do  not  care  a  bit 
about  potatoes." 

**So  it  was,  Mr.  M*Gabbery ;  and  I  beg  your 
pardon.  It  is  Mr.  Cruse  whose  soul  is  among 
the  potatoes.  But,  if  I  remember  right,  it  was 
you  who  were  so  angry  when  the  milk  ran  out." 
Then  Mr.  M'Gabbery  again  receded,  and 
talked  to  Mrs.  Jones  about  his  associations. 

**  How  thoroughly  the  Turks  and  Arabs  beat 
us  in  point  of  costume ! "  said  Mrs.  Hp*  *^^ 
Mr.  Cruse. 
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"  It  will  be  very  hard,  at  any  rate,  for  any 
of  them  to  beat  you,"  said  the  tutor.  "Since 
I  have  been  out  here,  I  have  seen  no  one 
adopt  iheir  ways  with  half  as  much  grace  as 
you  do." 

Mrs.  Hunter  looked  down  well  pleased  to 
het  ancles,  which  were  covered,  and  needed  to 
be  covered,  by  no  riding-habit.  "1  was  not 
thinking  so  much  of  myself  as  of  Mr.  Hunter. 
Women,  you  know,  Mr.  Cruse,  are  nothing  in 
this  land." 

"  Except  when  imported  from  Christendom, 
Mrs.  Hunter." 

"  But  I  was  speaking  of  gentlemen's  toilets. 
Don't  you  think  tlie  Turkish  dress  very  be- 
coming ?  I  declare,  I  shall  never  bear  to  see 
Charles  again  in  a  coat  and  waistcoat  and 
trousers." 

"  Nor  he  you  in  an  ordinary  silk  gown, 
puffed  out  with  a  crinoline." 

"  Weil,  1  suppose  we  must  live  in  the 
East  altogether  then.  I  am  sure  I  should 
not  object.  I  know  one  thing — ^I  shall 
never  endure  to  put  a  bonnet  on  my  head 
again.  By-the-by,  Mr.  Cruse,  who  is  this  Sir 
Lionel  Bertram  that  has  just  come?  Is  he  a 
baronet  ?  " 

"  Oh  dear,  no ;  nothing  of  that  sort,  I 
imagine.  I  don't  quite  know  who  he  is ;  but 
that  young  man  is  his  son." 

"  'i'hey  say  he's  very  clever,  don't  they  ?  " 

"  He  has  thai  sort  of  boy's  cleverness,  I  dare 
say,  which  goes  towards  taking  a  good  degree." 
Mr.  Cruse  himself  had  not  shone  very  brightly 
at  the  University. 
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**  Miss  Waddington  seems  very  much  smitten 
with  him ;  don't  you  think  so  ?  " 

''Miss  Waddington  is  a  beautiful  girl;  and 
variable — as  beautiful  girls  sometimes  are." 

"  Mr.  Cruse,  don't  be  satirical" 

*'  *  Praise  undeserved  is  satire  in  disguise/  " 
said  Mr.  Cruse,  not  quite  understanding,  him- 
self, why  he  made  the  quotation.  But  it  did 
exceedingly  well.  Mrs.  Hunter  smiled  sweetly 
on  him,  said  that  he  was  a  dangerous  man,  and 
that  no  one  would  take  him  to  be  a  clergyman  ; 
upon  which  Mr.  Cruse  begged  that  she  would 
spare  his  character. 

And  now  they  had  come  to  the  fountain  of 
Enrogel,  and  having  dismounted  from  their 
steeds,  stood  clustering  about  the  low  wall 
which  surrounds  the  little  pool  of  water. 

"  This,  Sir  Lionel,"  said  Miss  Todd,  acting 
cicerone,  "is  the  fountain  of  Enrogel,  which 
you  know  so  well  by  name." 

"Ah!"  said  Sir  Lionel  "It  seems  rather 
dirty  at  present ;  doesn't  it  ?  " 

**  That  is  because  the  water  is  so  low.  When 
there  has  been  much  rain,  there  is  quite  a 
flood  here.  Those  little  gardens  and  fields 
there  are  the  most  fertile  spot  round  Jeru- 
salem, because  there  is  so  much  irrigation  here." 

**  That's  where  the  Jerusalem  artichokes  are 
grown,  I  suppose." 

"  It  is  a  singular  fact,  that  though  there  are 
plenty  of  artichokes,  that  special  plant  is  un- 
known," said  Mr.  M*Gabbery.  "Do  you 
remember,  Miss  Waddington " 

But  Miss  Waddington  had  craftily  slipped 
round  the  comer  of  the  wall,  and  N«a'&  liO^ 
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admiring  Mrs,  Hunter's  costume,  on  tlie  other 
side  of  the  fountain. 

"And  that  is  the  village  of  Siloam,"  con- 
tinued Miss  Todd,  pointing  to  a  range  of 
cabins,  some  of  which  seeraed  to  bo  cut  out 
of  the  rocic  on  the  hill-side,  on  her  right  hand 
as  she  looked  up  towards  the  valley  of  Jehosha- 
phat,  "  And  that  is  the  pool  of  Siloam,  Sir 
Lionel ;  we  shall  go  up  there." 

"  Ah  1 "  said  Sir  Lionel  again. 

"Is  it  not  interesting?"  said  Miss  Todd; 
and  a  smiling  gleam  of  satisfaction  spread 
itself  across  her  jovial  ruddy  face. 

"  Very,"  said  Sir  Lionel.  "  But  don't  you 
find  it  rather  hot  ?  " 

"  Yes,  it  is  warm.  But  one  gets  accustomed 
to  that.  I  do  so  like  to  find  myself  among 
these  uames  which  used  to  torment  me  so  when 
I  was  a  child,  I  had  all  manner  of  mysterious 
ideas  about  the  pool  of  Bethesda  and  the 
beautiful  gate,  about  the  hill  of  Sion,  and 
Gehenna,  and  the  brook  Cedron.  I  had  a 
sort  of  belief  that  these  places  were  scattered 
wide  over  the  unknown  deserts  of  Asia  ;  and 
now,  Sir  Lionel,  I  am  going  to  show  them  all 
to  you  in  one  day," 

"  Would  ihey  were  scattered  (vider,  that 
the  pleasure  might  last  the  longer,"  said  Sir 
Lionel,  taking  off  his  hat  as  he  bowed  to  Miss 
Todd,  but  putting  in  on  again  very  quickly, 
as  he  felt  the  heal. 

"  Yes ;  but  the  mystery,  the  beautiful 
mystery,  is  all  gone,"  said  Miss  Jones,  "I 
shall  nfiver  feel  again  about  these  places  as 
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"  Nor  I  either,  I  hope,"  sdid  Mr.  Pott.  « I 
always  used  to  catch  it  for  scripture  geography." 

"Yes>  the  mystery  of  your  childhood  will 
be  gone,  Miss  Jones,"  said  Mr.  M*Gabbery, 
who,  in  his  present  state  of  hopelessness  as 
regarded  Miss  Waddington^  was  ill-naturedly 
interfering  with  young  Pott.  **  The  mystery  of 
your  childhood  will  be  gone;  but  another 
mystery,  a  more  matured  mystery,  will  be 
created  in  your  imagination.  Your  associations 
will  henceforth  bear  a  richer  tint." 

"I  don't  know  that,"  said  Miss  Jones,  who 
did  not  approve  of  being  interfered  with  a  bit 
better  than  did  Mr.  Pott 
<  And  then  they  remounted,  and  the  cavalcade 
moved  on.  They  turned  up  the  rising  ground 
towards  the  city  wall,  and  leaving  on  the  left 
the  gardens  in  which  Jerusalem  artichokes  did 
not  grow,  they  came  to  the  pool  of  Siloam. 
Here  most  of  them  again  descended,  and 
climbed  down  to  the  water,  which  bursts  out 
from  its  underground  channel  into  a  cool,  but 
damp  and  somewhat  dirty  ravine. 
-  "You  are  my  guide,  Miss  Todd,  in  every- 
thing;" said  Sir  Lionel  "  Is  it  necessary  that 
I  should  study  scripture  geography  down  in  that 
hole  ?     If  you  bid  me,  I'll  do  it." 

*fWell,  Sir  Lionel,  I'll  let  you  off;  the 
more  especially  as  I  have  been  down  there 
myself  aheady,  and  got  dreadfully  draggled  in 
doing  sa  Oh !  I  declare,  there  is  Miss  Wad- 
dington  in  the  water." 

Miss  Waddington  was  in  the  water.  Not  in 
sucK  a  manner,  gentlest  of  readers,  a«  *^ 
occasion  the  slightest  shock  to  your  suae 
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nerves ;  but  in  such  a  degree  as  to  be  very  dis- 
agreeable to  her  boots,  and  the  cause  of  infinite 
damage  to  her  stockings.  George  Bertram  had 
handed  her  down,  and  when  in  the  act  of  turn- 
ing round  to  give  similar  assistance  to  some 
other  adventurous  lady,  had  left  her  alone  on 
the  slippery  stones.  Of  course  any  young  lady 
would  take  advantage  of  such  an  unguarded 
moment  to  get  into  some  catastrophe. 

Alas !  and  again  alas  !  Unfortunately  Mr. 
M'Gabberj'  had  been  the  first  to  descend  to 
the  pool.  He  had  calculated,  cunningly  enough, 
that  in  being  there,  seeing  that  the  space  was 
not  very  large,  the  duty  must  fall  to  his  lot  of 
receiving  into  his  arms  any  such  ladies  as  chose 
to  come  down — Miss  Waddington,  who  was 
known  to  be  very  adventurous,  among  the 
number.  He  was  no  sooner  there,  however, 
than  George  Bertram  jumped  in  almost  upon 
him,  and  hitherto  he  had  not  had  an  opportunity 
of  touching  Miss  Waddington's  glove.  But  now 
it  seemed  that  fortune  was  to  reward  him. 

"  Good  heavens  !  "  cried  Mr,  M'Gabbery,  as 
he  dashed  boldly  into  the  flood,  thereby  splash- 
ing the  water  well  up  into  Caroline's  face. 
There  was  not  much  occasion  for  this  display, 
for  the  gentleman  could  have  assisted  the  lady 
quite  as  effectually  without  even  wetting  his 
toes ;  but  common  misfortunes  do  create  com- 
mon sympathies — or  at  least  they  should  do. 
Would  it  not  be  natural  that  Miss  Waddington 
and  Mr.  M'Gabbery,  when  both  wet  through 
tip  to  their  knees,  should  hang  together  in  their 
sufferings,  make  common  caust  c>t  A,  ^a&,  f\cK 
-of  what  the  other  felt  a.nd  vrndetaxooi  90  ■«>&."* 
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Nay,  might  it  not  be  probable  that,  in  obedience 
to  the  behests  of  some  wise  senior,  they  might 
be  sent  back  to  the  city  together ; — understand,. 
O  reader,  that  the  wall  of  Jerusalem  had  never 
yet  been  distant  from  them  half  a  mile — back^ 
we  say,  together  to  get  dry  stockings?  To- 
achieve  such  an  object,  Mr.  M*Gabbery  would 
have  plunged  bodily  beneath  the  wave — ^had 
the  wave  been  deep  enough  to  receive  his  body. 
As  it  was,  it  only  just  came  over  the  tops  of  his 
boots,  filling  them  comfortably  with  water. 

"Oh,  Mr.  M*Gabbery!"  exclaimed  the  un- 
grateful lady.  "Now  you  have  drowned  me 
altogether." 

"I  never  saw  anything  so  awkward  in  my 
life,  said  M*Gabbery,  looking  up  at  Bertram 
with  a  glance  that  should  have  frozen  his  blood. 

"  Nor  I,  either,"  said  Caroline. 

"What  had  you  better  do?  Pray  give  me 
your  hand.  Miss  Waddington.  To  leave  you 
in  such  a  manner  as  that !  We  managed  better 
in  the  desert,  did  we  not.  Miss  Waddington? 
You  really  must  go  back  to  Jerusalem  for  dry 
shoes  and  stockings ;  you  really  must.  Where 
is  Miss  Baker?  Give  me  your  hand.  Miss 
Waddington ;  both  hands,  you  had  better." 

So  much  said  Mr.  M*Gabbery  while  struggling 
in  the  pool  of  Siloam.  But  in  the  meantime. 
Miss  Waddington,  turning  quickly  round,  had 
put  out  her  hand  to  Bertram,  who  was  standing 
— ^and  I  regret  to  say  all  but  laughing — on  the 
rock  above  her;  and  before  Mr.  M'Gabbery's 
eloquence  was  over,  she  was  safely  \a.Tiit.^ 
among  her  friends. 

*'Oh,  Mr.  Bertram,"  said   she  •,  "  you  ^ie  ^ 
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horrid  raan.  I'i!  never  forgive  you.  Had  I 
trusted  myself  to  poor  Mr.  M'Gabbery,  1  should 
have  been  diy-footed  at  this  moment."  And 
she  shook  the  water  from  off  her  dress,  making 
a  damp  circle  around  herself  as  a  Newfoundland 
dog  sometimes  does.  "If  I  served  you  right, 
I  should  make  you  go  to  the  hotel  for  a  pair 
of  shoes." 

"  Do,  Miss  IVaddington  ;  make  him  go,"  said 
Sir  Lionel,     "  If  he  doesn't,  I'll  go  myself." 

"I  shall  be  delighted,"  said  Mr.  Cruse;  "my 
donkey  is  very  quick ; "  and  the  clergyman 
mounted  ready  to  start.  "  Only  I  shouldn't 
know  where  to  find  the  things." 

"  No,  Mr.  Cruse ;  and  I  couldn't  tell  you. 
Besides,  there  is  nothing  I  like  so  much  as  wet 
feet, — except  wet  strings  to  my  hat,  for  which 
latter  I  have  to  thank  Mr.  M'Gabbery," 

"I  will  go,  of  course,"  said  M'Gabbery, 
emerging  slowly  from  the  pool.  "  Of  course 
it  is  for  me  to  go;  I  shall  be  glad  of  &n 
opportunity  of  getting  dry  boots  myself." 

"  I  am  so  sorry  you  have  got  wet,"  said  the 
beauty. 

"Oh  I  it's  nothing;  I  like  it.  I  was  not 
going  to  see  you  in  the  water  without  coming 
to  you.  Pray  tell  me  what  I  shall  fetch.  I 
know  all  your  boxes  so  well,  you  know,  so  I 
can  have  no  difficulty.  Will  they  be  in  the 
one  with  C  W.  on  it  in  brass  nails  ?  That 
was  the  one  which  fell  off  the  camel  near  the 
Temple  of  Dagon."  Poor  Mr.  M'Gabbery! 
that  ride  through  the  desert  was  an  oasis  in  his 
otherwise  somewhat  barren  life,  never  to  be 
forgotten. 
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"I  am  the  sinner,  Miss  Waddington,"  said 
George,  at  last,  **  and  on  me  let  the  punishment 
ML  I  will  go  back  to  Jerusalem ;  and  in 
order  that  you  may  suffer  no  inconvenience,  I 
will  bring  hither  all  your  boxes  and  all  your 
trunks  on  the  backs  of  a  score  of  Arab 
porters.** 

"  You  know  you  intend  to  do  no  such  thing,*' 
said  she.  "You  have  already  told  me  your 
ideas  as  to  waiting  upon  young  ladies." 

There  was,  however,  at  last  some  whispering 
between  Miss  Baker  and  her  niece,  in  which 
Mr*  M'Gabbery  vainly  attempted  to  join,  and 
the  matter  ended  in  one  of  the  grooms  being 
sent  into  the  town,  laden  with  a  bunch  of  keys 
and  a  written  message  for  Miss  Baker's  servant. 
Before  dinner-time.  Miss  Waddington  had  com- 
fortably changed  her  stockings  in  the  upper 
story  of  the  tomb  of  St.  James,  and  Mr. 
M'Gabbery — but  Mr.  M*Gabbery's  wet  feet  did 
not  receive  the  attention  which  they  deserved. 

Passing  on  from  the  (pool  of  Siloam,  they 
came  to  a  water-course  at  which  there  was 
being  conducted  a  considerable  washing  of 
clothes.  The  washerwomen — the  term  is  used 
as  being  generic  to  the  trade  and  not  to  the 
sex,  for  some  of  the  performers  were  men — 
were  divided  into  two  classes,  who  worked 
separately;  not  so  separately  but  what  they 
talked  together,  and  were  on  friendly  terms; 
but  still  there  was  a  division.  The  upper 
washerwomen,  among  whom  the  men  were  at 
work,  were  Mahomedans ;  the  lower  set  were 
Jewesses.  As  to  the  men,  but  little  observation 
was    made,  except  that  they  seemed  ex^^it 
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enough,  dabbing  their  clotbes,  rubbing  in  the 
soap,  and  then  rinsing,  very  much  in  the 
manner  of  Christians.  But  it  was  impossible 
not  to  look  at  the  women.  The  female 
followers  of  the  Prophet  had,  as  they  always 
have,  some  pretence  of  a  veil  for  their  face. 
In  the  present  instance,  they  held  in  their 
teeth  a  dirty  blue  calico  rag,  which  passed  over 
their  heads,  acting  also  as  a  shawl.  By  this 
contrivance,  intended  only  to  last  while  the 
Christians  were  there,  they  concealed  one  side 
of  the  face  and  the  chin.  No  one  could  behold 
them  without  wishing  that  the  eclipse  had  been 
total.  No  epithet  commonly  applied  to  women 
in  this  country  could  adequately  describe  their 
want  of  comeliness.  They  kept  their  faces  to 
their  work,  and  except  that  they  held  their 
rags  between  their  teeth,  they  gave  no  sign 
of  knowing   that   strangers   were    standing   by 

It  was  different  with  the  Jewesses.  When 
they  were  stared  at,  they  stood  up  boldly  and 
stared  again; — and  well  worth  looking  at  they 
were.  There  were  three  or  four  of  them,  young 
women  all,  though  already  mothers,  for  their 
children  were  playing  on  the  grass  behind  them. 
Each  bore  on  her  head  that  moon-shaped  head- 
dress which  is  there  the  symbol  of  a  Jewess; 
and  no  more  graceful  tiara  can  a  woman  wear. 
It  was  wonderful  that  the  same  land  should 
produce  women  so  different  as  were  these  close 
neighbours.  The  Mahomedans  were  ape-hke; 
but  the  Jewesses  were  glorious  specimens  of 
feminine  creation.  They  were  somewhat  too 
bold,  perhaps;  there  was  too  much  daring  in 
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their  eyes,  as,  with  their  naked  shoulders  and 
bosoms  nearly  bare,  they  met  the  eyes  of  the 
men  that  were  looking  at  them.  But  there  was 
nothing  immodest  in  their  audacity;  it  was 
defiant  rather,  and  scornful 

There  was  one  among  them,  a  girl,  perhaps 
of  eighteen,  who  might  have  been  a  sculptor's 
model,  not  only  for  form  and  figure,  but  for  the 
expression  of  her  countenance  and  the  beautiful 
tnin  of  her  head  and  shoulders.  She  was  very 
unlike  the  Jewess  that  is  ordinarily  pictured  to 
us.  She  had  no  beaky  nose,  no  thin  face,  no 
sharp,  small,  black,  bright  eyes;  she  was  fair, 
as  Esther  was  fair ;  her  forehead  and  face  were 
broad,  her  eyes  large  and  open;  yet  she  was 
a  Jewess,  plainly  a  Jewess;  such  a  Jewess  as 
are  many  still  to  be  seen — in  Palestine,  at  least, 
if  not  elsewhere. 

When  they  came  upon  her,  she  was  pressing 
the  dripping  water  from  some  large  piece  of 
linen,  a  sheet  probably.  In  doing  this  she  had 
cunningly  placed  one  end  firmly  under  her  foot 
upon  a  stone,  and  then,  with  her  hands  raised 
high  above  her  head,  she  twisted  and  retwisted 
it  till  the  water  oozing  out  fell  in  heavy  drops 
round  her  feet.  Her  arms  and  neck  were  bare, 
as  were  also  her  feet ;  and  it  was  clear  that  she 
put  forth  to  her  work  as  much  strength  as  usually 
falls  to  the  lot  of  a  woman  in  any  country. 

She  was  very  fair  to  look  at,  but  there  was 
about  her  no  feminine  softness.  Do  not  laugh, 
reader,  unless  you  have  already  stopped  to 
think,  and,  thinking,  have  decided  that  a  girl  of 
eighteen,  being  a  washerwoman,  must  therefore 
be  without  feminine  softness.     I   would    not 
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myself  say  that  it  is  so.  But  here  at  least  there 
was  no  feminine  softness,  no  tenderness  in  the 
eye,  no  young  shame  at  being  gazed  at;  She 
paused  for  a  moment  in  her  work,  and  gave 
back  to  them  all  the  look  they  gave  her ;  and 
then,  as  though  they  were  beneath  her  notice, 
she  strained  once  more  at  her  task,  and  so 
dropped  the  linen  to  the  ground. 

"If  I  knew  how  to  set  about  the  bargain,  I 
would  take  that  woman  home  with  me,  and 
mould  her  to  be  my  wife."  Such  was  George 
Bertram's  outspoken  enthusiasm, 

"  Moulded  wives  never  answer  well,"  said  Sir 
Lionel. 

"  I  think  he  would  prefer  one  thai  had  been 
dipped,"  whispered  Miss  Todd  to  the  colonel; 
but  her  allusion  to  Miss  Waddington's  little 
accident  on  the  water,  and  to  the  chandler's 
wares,  was  not  thoroughly  appreciated. 

It  has  been  said  that  the  hampers  were  to  be 
sent  to  the  tomb  of  Zachariah  ;  but  they  agreed 
to  dine  immediately  opposite  to  that  of  St, 
James  the  Less.  This  is  situated  in  the  middle 
of  the  valley  of  Jehoshaphat,  in  the  centre  of 
myriads  of  Jewish  tombs,  directly  opposite  to 
the  wall  built  with  those  huge  temple  stones, 
not  many  feet  over  the  then  dry  watercourse  of 
the  brook  Cedron.  Such  was  the  spot  chosen 
Miss  Todd  for  her  cold  chickens  and 
champagne. 

Of  course  they  wandered  about  a  little  in 
pairs  and  trios  while  these  dainties  were  being 
prepared  for  them.  This  St.  James's  tomb  is  a 
little  temple  built  on  the  side  of  the  rock,  singu- 
Jarly  graceful     The  front  toTjaiis  xV.e  tvx^  ia 
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adorned  with  two  or  three  Roman  pillars,  bear« 
ing,  if  I  remember  rightly,  plain  capitals.  There 
IS,  I  think,  no  pediment  above  them,  or  any 
oitier  adjmict  of  architectural  pretension ;  but  the 
pillars  themselves,  so  unlike  anything  else  there, 
so  unlike  any  other  sepulchral  monument  that  I, 
at  leasts  have  seen,  make  the  tomb  very  remark- 
able. That  it  was  built  for  a  tomb  is,  I  suppose, 
not  to  be  doubted ;  though  for  whose  ashes  it 
was  in  fact  erected  may  perhaps  be  questioned. 
I  am  not  aware  that  any  claimant  has  been 
named  as  a  rival  to  St.  James. 

The  most  conspicuous  of  these  monuments  is 
that  which  tradition  allots  to  Absalom,  close  t(T 
this  other  which  we  have  just  described.  It 
consists  of  a  solid  square  erection,  bearing  what, 
for  want  of  a  better  name,  I  must  call  a  spire, 
with  curved  sides,  the  sides  curving  inwards  as 
they  fall  from  the  apex  to  the  base.  This  spiral 
roof,  too  low  aiid  dumpy  to  be  properly  called  a 
spire,  is  very  strong,  built  with  stones  laid  in 
circles  flat  on  each  other,  the  circles  becoming 
smaller  as  they  rise  towards  the  top.  Why 
Absalom  should  have  had  such  a  tomb,  who  can 
say  ?  That  his  bones  were  buried  there,  the  Jews 
at  least  believe ;  for  Jewish  fathers,  as  they  walk 
by  with  their  children,  bid  their  boys  each  cast 
a  stone  there  to  mark  their  displeasure  at  the 
child  who  rebelled  against  his  parent  It  is  now 
nearly  full  of  such  stones. 

While  Miss  Waddington  was  arranging  her 
toilet  within  the  tomb  of  St.  James,  her  admirers 
below  were  not  making  themselves  agreeable  to 
each  other.    "It  was  the  awkwaxdtB^t  \!caii%\ 
ever  saw/'  said  Mr.  Cruse  to  Mr,  M.*Gab\iW^>  ve^ 


The  Bertrams 

a  low  tone,  but  not  so  low  but  what  Bertram 
was  intended  to  hear  it. 

"Very,"  said  Mr,  M'Gabbery.  "  Some  men 
are  awkward  by  nature; — seem,indeed,  as  though 
they  were  never  intended  for  ladies'  society." 

"  And  then  to  do  nothing  but  laugh  at  the 
mischief  he  had  caused.  That  may  be  the  way 
at  Oxford ;  but  we  used  to  flatter  ourselves  at 
Cambridge  that  we  had  more  politeness,'' 

"  Cambridge  !  "  said  Bertram,  turning  round 
and  speaking  with  the  most  courteous  tone  he 
could  command.  "  Were  you  at  Cambridge  ? 
I  thought  I  had  understood  that  you  were 
educated  at  St,  Bees."  Mr.  Cruse  had  been  at 
St.  Bees,  but  had  afterwards  gone  to  the 
University, 

"I  was  a  scholar  at  St,  John's,  sir,"  replied 
Mr.  Cruse,  with  much  dignity.  "M'Gabbery, 
shall  we  take  a  strol!  across  the  valley  till  the 
ladies  are  ready?"  And  so,  having  sufficiently 
shown  their  contempt  for  the  awkward  Oxonian, 
they  moved  away. 

"  Two  very  nice  fellows,  are  they  not  ?  "  said 
Bertram  to  Mr.  Hunter.  "  It's  a  stroke  of  good 
fortune  to  fall  in  with  such  men  as  that  at  such 
a  place  as  this." 

"  They're  very  well  in  their  own  way,"  said 
Mr.  Hunter,  who  was  lying  on  the  grass,  and 
flattering  himself  that  he  looked  more  Turkish 
than  any  Turk  he  had  yet  seen.  "  But  they 
don't  seem  to  me  to  be  quite  at  home  here  in 
the  East.  Few  Englishmen  in  fact  are.  Cruse 
is  always  wanting  boiled  vegetables,  and  M'Gab- 
bery can't  eat  without  a  regular  knife  and  fork. 
Give  me   s  pilau  and  a  bit  of  bread,   and 
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I  can  make  a  capital  dinner  without  anything  to 
help  me  but  my  own  fingers." 

**  Cruse  isn't  a  bad  kind  of  coach,**  said  young 
Pott.  "  He  never  interferes  with  a  fellow.  His- 
only  fault  is  that  he's  so  spoony  about  women  ."^ 

"They're  gentlemanlike  men,"  said  Sir 
Lionel ;  "  very.  One  can't  expect,  you  know, 
that  every  one  should  set  the  Thames  on 
fire.*' 

"Cruse  won't  do  that,  at  any  rate,**  put  in 
Mr.  Pott. 

"  But  Mr.  M'Gabbery  perhaps  may,'*  suggested 
George.  "  At  any  rate,  he  made  a  little  blaze 
just  now  at  the  brook  above.**  And  then  the 
ladies  came  down,  and  the  business  of  the  day 
commenced ;  seeing  which,  the  two  injured  ones 
returned  to  their  posts. 

"  I  am  very  fond  of  a  picnic,**  said  Sir  Lionel, 
as,  seated  on  a  comer  of  a  tombstone,  he 
stretched  out  his  glass  towards  Miss  Todd,  who 
had  insisted  on  being  his  cupbearer  for  the 
occasion ;  "  excessively  fond.  I  mean  the  eat- 
ing and  drinking  part,  of  course.  There  is  only 
one  thing  I  like  better ;  and  that  is  having  my 
dinner  under  a  roof,  upon  a  table,  and  with  a 
chair  to  sit  on.'* 

"  Oh,  you  ungrateful  man ;  after  all  that  I  am 
doing  for  you  1 " 

**I  spoke  of  picnics  generally.  Miss  Todd. 
Could  I  always  have  my  nectar  fiUed  to  me  by  a 
goddess,  I  would  be  content  with  no  room,  but 
expect  to  recline  on  a  cloud,  and  have  thunder- 
bolts ready  at  my  right  hand.** 

"  What  a  beautiful  Jupiter  your  father  would 
make,  Mr.  Bertram  1  *' 
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"  Yes  ;  and  what  a  liappy  kiiig  of  gods  with 
such  a  Juno  as  you.  Miss  Todd  !  " 

"  Ha  !  ha !  ha  !  oh  dear,  no,  I  pretend  to 
no  rUe  higher  than  that  of  Hebe.  Mr.  M'Gab- 
bery,  may  I  thank  you  for  a  slice  of  ham  ?  I 
declare,  these  tombs  are  very  nice  tables,  are 
they  not?  Only,  I  suppose  it's  very  improper. 
Mr.  Cruse,  I'm  so  sorry  that  we  have  no 
potatoes  ;  but  there  is  salad,  I  know." 

"Talking  of  chairs,"  said  Mr.  Hunter,  "after 
all  there  has  been  no  seat  yet  invented  by  man 
equal  to  a  divan,  either  for  ease,  dignity,  or 
grace."  Mr.  Hunter  had  long  been  practising 
to  sit  cross-legged,  and  was  now  attempting  it 
on  the  grass  for  the  first  time  in  public.  It  had 
at  any  rate  this  mconvenieot  effect,  that  he  was 
perfectly  useless ;  for,  when  once  seated,  he 
could  neither  help  himself  nor  any  one  else. 

"  The  cigar  divan  is  a  very  nice  lounge  when 
one  has  nothing  better  to  do,"  su^ested  Mr. 
Pott.     "  They  have  capital  coffee  there." 

"A  divan  and  a  sofa  are  much  the  same,  I 
suppose,"  said  George. 

But  to  this  Mr.  Hunter  demurred,  and  ex- 
plained at  some  length  what  were  the  true 
essential  qualities  of  a  real  Tm-kish  divan  :  long 
before  he  had  finished,  however,  George  had 
got  up  to  get  a  clean  plate  for  Miss  Waddington, 
and  in  sitting  down  had  turned  his  back  upon 
the  Turk.  The  unfortunate  Turk  could  not 
revenge  himself,  as  in  his  present  position  any 
motion  was  very  diflicult  to  him. 

Picnic  dinners  are  much  the  same  in  all 
parts  of  the  world,  and  chickens  and  salad  are 
devoured  at  Jerusalem  very  much  in  the  same, 
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way  as  they  are  at  other  places — except,  indeed, 
by  a  few  such  proficients  in  Turkish  manners 
as  Mr.  Himter.  The  little  Arab  children  stood 
around  them,  expectant  of  scraps,  as  I  have 
seen  children  do  also  in  Englaud ;  and  the  co]> 
versation,  which  was  dull  enough  at  the  com- 
mencement of  the  feast,  became  more  animated 
when  a  few  corks  had  flown.  As  the  afternoon 
wore  on,  Mr.  M*Gabbery  became  almost  belli- 
cose under  the  continual  indifference  of  his 
lady-love;  and  had  it  not  been  for  the  better 
sense  of  our  hero — such  better  sense  may  be 
expected  from  gentlemen  who  are  successful — 
something  very  like  a  quarrel  would  have  taken 
place  absolutely  in  the  presence  of  Miss  Todd. 
Perhaps  Miss  Waddington  was  not  free  from 
all  blame  in  the  matter.  It  would  be  unjust  to 
accuse  her  of  flirting— of  flirting,  at  least,  in  the 
objectionable  sense  of  the  word.  It  was  not  in 
her  nature  to  flirt.  But  it  was  in  her  nature  to 
please  herself  without  thinking  much  of  the 
manner  in  which  she  did  it,  and  it  was  in  her 
nature  also  to  be  indiflerent  as  to  what  others 
thought  of  her.  Though  she  had  never  before 
known  George  Bertram,  there  was  between 
them  that  sort  of  family  knowledge  of  each 
other  which  justified  a  greater  intimacy  than 
between  actual  strangers.  Then,  too,  he  pleased 
her,  while  Mr.  M'Gabbery  only  bored.  She 
had  not  yet  thought  enough  about  the  world's 
inhabitants  to  have  recognized  and  adjudicated 
on  the  difference  between  those  who  talk  plea- 
santly and  those  who  do  not ;  but  she  felt  that 
she  was  amused  by  this  young  double-fvi^\. 
Oxonian^  and  she  had  no  idea  of  gmxv^  \x^ 
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"  Yes ;  and  what  a  happy  king  of  gods  with 
such  a  Juno  as  you,  Misa  Todd ! " 

"  Ha  !  ha !  ha  !  oh  dear,  no.  I  pretend  to 
no  rMs  higher  than  that  of  Hebe.  Mr.  M'Gab- 
beiy,  may  I  thank  you  for  a  sUce  of  ham  ?  I 
declare,  these  tombs  are  very  nice  tables,  are 
they  not  ?  Only,  I  suppose  it's  very  improper. 
Mr.  Cruse,  I'm  so  sorry  that  we  have  no 
potatoes ;  but  there  is  salad,  I  know." 

"  Talking  of  chairs,"  said  Mr.  Hunter,  "  afier 
all  ihere  has  been  no  seat  yet  invented  by  man 
equal  to  a  divan,  either  for  ease,  dignity,  or 
grace."  Mr.  Hunter  had  long  been  practising 
to  sit  cross-legged,  and  was  now  attempting  it 
on  the  grass  for  the  first  time  in  public.  It  had 
at  any  rate  this  inconvenient  effect,  that  he  was 
perfectly  useless ;  for,  when  once  seated,  he 
could  neither  help  himself  nor  any  one  else. 

"  The  cigar  divan  is  a  very  nice  lounge  when 
one  has  nothing  better  to  do,"  suggested  Mr. 
Pott.     "  They  have  capital  coffee  there." 

"A  divan  and  a  sofa  are  much  the  same,  I 
suppose,"  said  George. 

But  to  this  Mr.  Hunter  demurred,  and  ex- 
plained at  some  length  what  were  the  true 
essential  qualities  of  a  real  Turkish  divan  :  long 
before  he  had  finished,  however,  George  had 
got  up  to  get  a  clean  plate  for  Miss  Waddington, 
and  in  sitting  down  had  turned  his  back  upon 
the  Turk.  The  unfortunate  Turk  could  not 
revenge  himself,  as  in  his  present  position  any 
motion  was  very  difficult  to  him. 

Picnic  dinners  ate  much  the  same  in  all 
parts  of  the  world,  and  chickens  and  salad  are 
devoareA  at  Jerusalem  very  much  in  the  same 
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way  as  they  are  at  other  places — except,  indeed, 
by  a  few  such  proficients  in  Turkish  manners 
as  Mr.  Himter.  The  little  Arab  children  stood 
around  them,  expectant  of  scraps,  as  I  have 
seen  children  do  also  in  England ;  and  the  co]> 
versation,  which  was  dull  enough  at  the  com- 
mencement of  the  feast,  became  more  animated 
when  a  few  corks  had  flown.  As  the  afternoon 
wore  on,  Mr.  M'Gabbery  became  almost  belli- 
cose under  the  continual  indifference  of  his 
lady-love;  and  had  it  not  been  for  the  better 
sense  of  our  hero — such  better  sense  may  be 
expected  from  gentlemen  who  are  successful — 
something  very  like  a  quarrel  would  have  taken 
■  place  absolutely  in  the  presence  of  Miss  Todd. 
Perhaps  Miss  Waddington  was  not  free  from 
all  blame  in  the  matter.  It  would  be  unjust  to 
accuse  her  of  flirting — of  flirting,  at  least,  in  the 
objectionable  sense  of  the  word.  It  was  not  in 
her  nature  to  flirt.  But  it  was  in  her  nature  to 
{dease  herself  without  thinking  much  of  the 
manner  in  which  she  did  it,  and  it  was  in  her 
nature  also  to  be  indiflerent  as  to  what  others 
thought  of  her.  Though  she  had  never  before 
known  George  Bertram,  there  was  between 
them  that  sort  of  family  knowledge  of  each 
:  other  which  justified  a  greater  intimacy  than 
between  actual  strangers.  Then,  too,  he  pleased 
her,  while  Mr.  M'Gabbery  only  bored.  She 
had  not  yet  thought  enough  about  the  world's 
inhabitants  to  have  recognized  and  adjudicated 
on  the  difference  between  those  who  talk  plea- 
santly and  those  who  do  not ;  but  she  felt  that 
she  was  amused  by  this  young  double-first 
Oxonian,  and  she  had  no  idea  of  giVitv^  >x^ 
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amusement  when  it  en 
amusement,  she  had  i 
Miss  Baker  herself  v, 
Miss  Baker's  friend:- 
very  bright ;  but  Cat 
heart  accused  them  of 
It  is  only  by  knowing 
cognize  a  bore  when 
this  manner  that  she 
that  Mr.  M'Gabbeiy 
Ascertaining  it,  she  t 
perhaps  without  suffici 
,  "  I'll  cut  that  coc". 
.done  with  him,"  said 
Mr.  Cruse,  as  they  rod' 
gate  together,  the  rest 
.them.  Sir  Lionel  had 
tthat  they  might  as  wu 
,  though  it  was,  seeing 
.why  that  feast  of 
■  should  no  longer  be  t 
the  yet  only  half-em 
.ladies  had  climbed  up 
adjusted  their  hats,  ar 
to  the  steeds  ;  and  th 
up ;  and  when  Mr.  A 
of  his  mind  known  to 
their  way  back  to  Jer 
of  Gethsemane. 
.  "  I'i!  cut  that  youni 
liave  done  with  him," 
Now  Mr.  Cruse,  e 
of  course  not  a.  figl 
lake  any  notice  of  hu 
of  her  either;  I  do 
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t  of  it.    A  donkey  was  theiefore  got  for 
ind  he  rode  np. 

hi  yes,"  said  he,  "»  very  clear  view  of  the 

I  oh,  that  was  Solomon's  temple,  was  it? 

>w  they  have  a  mosque  tber^  have  th^? 

erh^s  the  Brahmins  will  have  a  turn  at 

re  the  world  is  done.    If  s  a  baireD  sott 

Laftei  all,  is  it  not  P  ' 

^  then  Geoige  tried  very  mnch  in  vain  to 

Is  lather  understand  why  he  wished  to  go 

e  churcli. 

kae-by,'  said  Sir  Lionel — they  w^re  then 
i  exactly  on  the  spot  where  George  had 
I  himself  before,  when  he  made  that  grand 
p  to  give  up  everything  belonging  b>  this 
'  ~  r  the  sake  of  being  one  of  Chrisf  s 
s — "by-the-by,  Geoi^,  for  heaven's 
't  throw  yooT  uncle  over  in  choosing  a 
I  certainly  should  be  sorry  to  see 
i  an  attorney." 
Bhave  never  thought  of  it  for  a  moment," 
leorge. 

ecause,  \ritb  your  abilities,  and  at  any  rate 
MDor  chance  of  money,  I  think  you  would 
sy  much  thrown  away ;  but,  considering  his 
instances  and  yours,  were  I  you,  I  would 
g  submit  almost  to  anything." 
I  will  not  at  any  rate  submit  to  that,"  said 
fB,  not  very  well  able  to  reconcile  his  Other's 
to  the  spot  on  which  they  were  sitting, 
hell,  it's  yoor  own  afiair,  my  boy.     I  have 
f[bt  to  intEifere,  and  shall  not  attempt  to  do 
it  of  course  I  must  be  anxious.    If  you  did 
( the  duiFcfa,  I  suppose  Wd  Xni^  a.  ^^V'a% 
?" 
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"Certainly  notj  I  should  take  a  college 
living," 

"  At  your  age  any  that  you  could  get  would 
be  very  small.  Ah,  George  !  if  I  could  only  put 
an  old  head  upon  young  shoulders,  what  a  hand 
of  cards  you  would  have  to  play!  That  old 
man  could  leave  you  half  a  million  of  money  !  " 

This  was  certainly  not  the  object  with  which 
the  son  had  ascended  the  mount,  and  he  did 
not  use  much  eloquence  to  induce  his  father  to 
remain  long  in  the  place.  Sir  Lionel  got  again 
on  his  .ionkey,  and  they  returned  to  Jerusalem  ; 
nor  did  George  ever  again  talk  to  him  about  the 
Mount  of  Olives. 

And  he  was  not  very  much  more  successful 
with  another  friend  into  whose  mind  he  en- 
deavoured to  inculcate  his  own  high  feelings. 
He  got  Miss  Baker  up  to  his  favourite  seat,  and 
with  her  Miss  Waddington ;  and  then,  before 
he  had  left  Jerusalem,  he  succeeded  in  inducing 
the  younger  lady  to  ramble  thither  with  him 
alone. 

"  I  do  not  know  that  I  think  so  highly  of  the 
church  as  you  do,"  said  Caroline.  "  As  far  as  I 
have  seen  them,  I  cannot  find  that  clergymen 
are  more  holy  than  other  men ;  and  yet  surely 
they  ought  to  be  so." 

"  At  any  rate,  there  is  more  scope  for  holiness 
if  a  man  have  it  in  him  to  be  holy.  The  heart 
of  a  clergyman  is  more  likely  to  be  softened 
than  that  of  a  barrister  or  an  attorney." 

"1  don't  exactly  know  what  you  mean  by 
heart-softening,  Mr.  Bertram," 

"/  mean- "  said  Bettiam,  and  then  he 

^usedj  be  was  not  quite  able,  ■wi\ii  xW  -wQtia 
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at  his  command,  to  explain  to  this  girl  what  it 
was  that  he  did  mean,  nor  was  he  sure  that  she 
would  appreciate  him  if  he  did  do  so;  and, 
fond  as  he  still  was  of  his  idea  of  a  holy  life, 
perhaps  at  this  moment  he  was  fonder  still  of 
her. 

,  "I  think  that  a  man  should  do  the  best  he 
can  for  himself  in  a  profession.  You  have  a 
noble  position  within  your  grasp,  and  if  I  were 
you,  I  certainly  would  not  bury  myself  in  a 
country  parsonage.*' 

What  this  girl  of  twenty  said  to  him  had 
much  more  weight  than  the  time-honoured 
precepts  of  his  father ;  and  yet  both,  doubtless, 
had  their  weight.  Each  blow  told  somewhat; 
and  the  seed  too  had  been  sown  upon  very 
stony  ground. 

They  sat  there  some. three  or  four  minutes  in 
silence.  Bertram  was  looking  over  to  Mount 
Moriah,  imaging  to  himself  the  spot  where  the 
tables  of  the  money-changers  had  been  over- 
turned, while  Miss  Waddington  was  gazing  at 
the  setting  sun.  She  had  an  eye  to  see  material 
beauty,  and  a  taste  to  love  it ;  but  it  was  not 
given  to  her  to  look  back  and  feel  those  things 
as  to  which  her  lover  would  fain  have  spoken  to 
her.  The  temple  in  which  Jesus  had  taught 
was  nothing  to  her. 

Yes,  he  was  her  lover  now,  though  he  had 
never  spoken  to  her  of  love,  had  never  acknow- 
ledged to  himself  that  he  did  love  her — as  so 
few  men  ever  do  acknowledge  till  the  words 
that  they  have  said  make  it  necessary  tkaX  \.\\^^ 
should  ask  themselves  whether  those  vjotd'^  ^x^ 
true.      They  sat  there   for   some  mva\xX.e^  vq^ 
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silence,  but  not  as  lovers  sit.  The  distance 
between  them  was  safe  and  respectful.  Bertram 
was  stretched  upon  the  ground,  with  his  eyes 
fixed,  not  upon  her,  but  on  the  city  opposite ; 
and  she  sat  demurely  on  a  rock,  shading  herself 
with  her  parasol, 

"  I  suppose  nothing  would  induce  you  to 
marry  a  clergyman  ?  "  said  he  at  last. 

"Why  should  you  suppose  that,  Mr.  Ber- 
tram?" 

"At  any  rate,  not  the  parson  of  a  country 
parish,  I  am  led  to  suppose  it  by  what  you 
said  to  me  yourself  just  now," 

"  I  was  speaking  of  you,  and  not  of  myself. 
I  say  that  you  have  a  noble  career  open  to  you, 
and  I  do  not  look  on  the  ordinary  life  of  a 
country  parson  as  a  noble  career.  For  myself, 
I  do  not  see  any  nobility  in  store.  I  do  not 
know  that  there  is  any  fate  more  probable  for 
myself  than  that  of  becoming  a  respectable 
vi  caress." 

"  And  why  may  not  a  vicar's  career  be  noble  ? 
Is  it  not  as  noble  to  have  to  deal  with  the  sou! 
as  with  the  body  ?  " 

"  I  judge  by  what  I  see.  They  are  generally 
fond  of  eating,  very  cautious  about  their  money, 
untidy  in  their  own  houses,  and  apt  to  go  to 
sleep  after  dinner." 

George  turned  upon  the  grass,  and  for  a 
moment  or  two  ceased  to  look  across  into  the 
city.  He  had  not  strength  of  character  to  laugh 
at  her  description  and  yet  to  be  unmoved  by  it. 
JJe  must  either  resent  what  she  said,  or  laugh 
-a/Jtf  be  ruled  by  it  He  must  e\t\vftT  ^LtU  We-: 
thai  she  knew  nothing  of  a  c\«g5ciaris  icMW*. 
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hopes,  or  else  he  must  yield  to  the  contempt 
wMch  her  words  implied. 

"  And  could  you  love,  honour,  and  obey  such 
a  man  as  that,  yourself,  Miss  Waddington  ?  "  he 
said  at  last. 

"  I  suppose  such  men  do  have  wives  who  love, 
honour,  and  obey  them ;  either  who  do  or  do 
not.  I  dare  say  I  should  do  much  the  same  as 
others." 

"  You  speak  of  my  future.  Miss  Waddington, 
as  though  it  were  a  subject  of  interest ;  but  you 
seem  to  think  nothing  of  your  own." 

"It  is  useless  for  a  woman  to  think  of  her 
futture ;  she  can  do  so  little  towards  planning  it, 
or  bringing  about  her  plans.  Besides,  I  have 
no  right  to  count  on  myself  as  anything  out  of 
the  ordinary  run  of  women ;  I  haye  taken  no 
double-first  degree  in  anything." 

"  A  double-first  is  no  sign  of  a  true  heart  or 
true  spirit.  Many  a  man  born  to  grovel  has 
taken  a  double-first." 

"I  don't  perhaps  know  what  you  mean  by 
grovelling,  Mr.  Bertram.  I  don't  like  grovellers 
myself.  I  like  men  who  can  keep  their  heads 
up — who,  once  having  theua  above  the  water, 
will  never  allow  them  to  sink.  Some  men  in 
every  age  do  win  distinction  and  wealth  and 
high  place.  These  are  not  grovellers*  If .  I 
were  you  I  would  be  one  of  them." 

"  You  would  not  become  a  clergyman?  " 

"  Certainly  not ;  no  more  than  I  would  be  a 
shoemaker." 

"  Miss  Waddington ! " 

"Well;  and  what  of  Miss  Waddington? 
Look  at  the  clergymen  that  you  know ;  do  the^^ 
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never  grovel?  Vou  know  Mr.  Wilkinson;  he 
is  an  excellent  man,  I  am  sure,  but  is  he  con- 
spicuous for  highniindcdness,  for  tnjlh  and 
spirit  ?  "  It  must  be  remembered  that  the  elder 
Mr.  Wilkinson  was  at  this  time  still  living.  "  Are 
they  generally  men  of  wide  views  and  enlightened 
principles?  I  do  not  mean  to  liken  them  to 
shoemakers ;  but  were  I  you,  I  should  think  of 
the  one  business  as  soon  as  the  other," 

"And  in  my  place,  what  profession  would 
you  choose  ?  " 

"Ah,  that  I  cannot  say.  I  do  not  know 
your  circumstances." 

"  I  must  earn  my  bread,  like  other  sons  of 
Adam." 

"  Well,  earn  it  then  in  such  a  manner  that 
the  eyes  of  the  world  shall  be  upon  you  ;  that 
men  and  women  shall  talk  of  you,  and 
newspapers  have  your  name  in  their  columns. 
Whatever  your  profession,  let  it  be  a  wake- 
ful one;  not  one  that  you  can  follow  half 
asleep." 

Again  he  jiaused  for  awhile,  and  again  sat 
looking  at  the  rock  of  the  temple.  Still  he 
thought  of  the  tables  of  the  money-changers, 
and  the  insufficiency  of  him  who  had  given  as 
much  as  half  to  the  poor.  But  even  while  so 
thinking,  he  was  tempted  to  give  less  than  half 
himself,  to  set  up  on  his  own  account  a  money- 
changing  table  in  his  own  temple.  He  would 
fain  have  worshipped  at  the  two  shrines  to- 
gether had  he  been  able.     But  he  was  not  able ; 

he  fell  down  before  that  of  Mammon. 
Vou  can   talk  to  me  in  Ihis  -wa-y,  \w^e  -mt 
ambitious,  and  yet  contess  t\iW  To'i  ccn^ 
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give  yourself  to  one  of  those  drones  of  whom 
you  speak  with  such  scorn." 

''  I  speak  of  no  one  with  scorn ;  and  I  am 
not  urging  you  ;  and  at  present  am  not  talking 
of  giving  myself  to  any  one.  You  ask  as  to  the 
possibility  of  my  ever  marrying  a  clergyman ; 
I  say  that  it  is  very  possible  that  I  may  do 
so  some  day  " 

"  Miss  Waddington,"  said  George ;  and  now 
he  had  turned  his  face  absolutely  from  the  city, 
and  was  looking  upwards  to  the  hill ;  upwards, 
full  into  the  beauty  of  her  countenance*  "  Miss 
Waddmgton  ! " 

"Well,  Mr.  Bertram?'' 

"  You  speak  of  me  as  though  I  were  a  being 
high  in  the  scale  of  humanity " 

♦*  And  so  I  think  of  you." 

"  Listen  for  a  moment — and  of  yourself  as 
one  comparatively  low." 

"  No,  no,  not  low ;  I  have  too  much  pride 
for  that ;  much  lower  than  you,  certainly,  for  I 
have  given  no  proofs  of  genius.** 

"Well — slower  than  me.  That  is  what  you 
have  said,  and  I  do  not  believe  that  you  would 
say  so  falsely.  You  would  not  descend  to 
flatter  me  ?  " 

"  Certainly  not ;  but '* 

**  Believe  equally  of  me  that  I  would  not 
flatter  you.  I  have  told  you  no  falsehood  as 
yet,  and  I  have  a  right  to  claim  your  belief. 
As  you  look  on  me,  so  do  I  on  you.  I  look 
up  to  you  as  one  whose  destiny  must  be  high. 
To  me  there  is  that  about  you  viVvkJa.  tot- 
bids  me  to  think  that  your  path  m  Vhe  ^oi)A 
can  ever  be    other   than    conspicuous,    Xo>^^ 
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husband,  at  least,  will  have  to  live  before  t 
world." 

"  I  shall  not  have  the  shghtest  objection  to 
his  doing  so  ;  but  that,  I  thick,  will  depend  a 
great  deal  more  on  him  than  on  me." 

Bertram  was  very  anxious  to  say  something 
which  might  tend  towards  the  commingling  of 
bis  destiny  with  hers.  He  was  hardly  yet  pre- 
pared to  swear  that  he  loved  her,  and  to  ask 
her  in  good  set  terms  to  be  his  wife.  But  he 
did  not  like  to  leave  her  without  learning 
whether  he  had  at  all  touched  her  heart.  He 
was  fiilly  sure  now  that  his  own  was  not 
whole, 

"  Come,  Mr,  Bertram,"  said  she ;  "  look  at 
the  sun,  how  nearly  it  is  gone.  And  you  know 
we  have  no  twilight  here.  Let  us  go  down ; 
my  aunt  will  think  that  we  are  lost." 

"  One  minute.  Miss  Waddington ;  one  minute, 
and  then  we  will  go.  Miss  Waddington — if 
you  care  enough  for  me  to  bid  me  take  up 
any  profession,  follow  any  pursuit,  I  will  obey 
you.     You  shall  choose  for  me,  if  you  will." 

She  blushed,  not  deeply,  but  with  a  colour 
sufhciently  heightened  to  make  it  visible  to  him, 
and  with  a  tingling  warmth  which  made  her 
conscious  of  it  herself.  She  would  have  given 
much  to  keep  her  countenance,  and  yet  the 
blush  became  her  greatly.  It  took  away  from 
the  premature  firmness  of  her  womanly  look, 
and  gave  her  for  the  moment  something  of  the 
weakness  natural  to  her  age. 

"  You   know   that   is  nonsense  :  on   such   a 

subject  you  must  of  course  chooae  toT  -^ouKeK." 

Bertram  was  standing  in  the  pa.\.\\\ietoitt\ve:t, 
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and  she  could  not  well  go  on  till  he  had  made 
way  for  her.  "  No,"  said  he ;  **  thinking  as  I  do 
of  you,  feeling  as  I  do  regarding  you,  it  is  not 
nonsense.  ■  It  would  be  absolute  nonsense  if  I 
said  so  to  your  aunt,  or  to  Mrs.  Hunter,  or  to 
Miss  Jones.  I  could  not  be  guided  by  a  per- 
son who  was  indifferent  to  me.  But  in  this 
matter  I  will  be  guided  by  you  if  you  will 
consent  to  guide  me." 

"  Of  course  I  shall  do  no  such  thing." 

"You  have  no  personal  wish,  then,  for  my 
welfare  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  have.  Your  unde  is  my  guardian, 
and  I  may  therefore  be  allowed  to  look  upon 
you  as  a  friend  of  a  longer  standing  than  merely 
of  yesterday.  I  do  regard  you  as  a  friend,  and 
shall  be  glad  of  your  success."  Here  she 
paused,  and  they  walked  on  a  few  steps  to- 
gether in  silence;  and  then  she  added,  be* 
coming  still  redder  as  she  did  so,  but  now 
managing  to  hide  her  face  from  her  companion, 
"Were  I  to  answer  you  in  the  way  that  you 
pretend  to  wish,  I  should  affect  either  less 
friendship  than  I  feel,  or  much  more." 

"  Much  more  !  "  said  Bertram,  with  a  shade 
of  despondency  in  his  tone. 

"  Yes,  much  more,  Mr.  Bertram.  Why,  what 
would  you  have  me  say  ?  " 

"  Ah  me  !  I  hardly  know.  Nothing-— nothing 
— I  would  have  you  say  nothing.  You  are 
quite  right  to  say  nothing."  And  then  he 
walked  on  again  for  a  hundred  yards  in  silence. 
"  Nothing,  Miss  Waddington,  nothing  ;  unless^ 
indeed " 

''Mr.  Bertram ;  *'  and  as  she  spoke  ^^  ^^^^^ 
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out  her  hand  and  gently  touched  his  arm. 
"  Mr.  Bertram,  stop  yourself;  think,  at  any  rate, 
of  what  you  are  going  to  say.  It  is  a  pity 
when  such  as  you  speak  foolishly."  It  was 
singular  to  see  how  much  more  composed  she 
was  tlian  he ;  how  much  more  able  to  manage 
the  occasion — and  yet  her  feelings  were  strong 
too. 

"  Nothing  ;  I  would  have  you  say  nothing — 
nothing,  unless  this :  that  whatever  my  destiny 
may  be,  you  wil!  share  it  with  me." 

As  he  spoke  he  did  not  look  towards  her, 
but  straight  before  him  down  the  path.  He 
did  not  sigh,  nor  look  soft.  There  was  indeed 
not  much  capability  for  soft  looks  in  his  square 
and  strongly  featured  face.  He  frowned  rather, 
set  his  teeth  together,  and  walked  on  faster  than 
before.  Caroline  did  not  answer  htm  imme- 
diately ;  and  then  he  repeated  his  words.  "  I 
do  not  care  for  you  to  say  anything  now,  unless 
you  can  say  this — that  whatever  your  lot  may 
be,  I  may  share  it ;  whatever  mine,  that  you 
will  share  it" 

"  Mr.  Bertram," 

"  Well " 

"  Now  you  have  spoken  foolishly.  Do  you 
not  know  that  you  have  spoken  foolishly  ?  " 

"I  have  spoken  truly.  Do  you  speak  as 
truly.  Vou  should  be  as  much  above  filse 
girlish  petty  scruples,  as  you  will  be  and  are 
above  falsehood  of  another  kind,  Vou  wiJl 
never  tell  a  man  that  you  love  him  if  you  do 
not"  ^1 

"No;  certainly,  I  never  will,"  i^| 

..  "And  do  not  deny  it  if  it  be  x\i&  uu^^      ^| 
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"  But  it  is  not  the  truth.  How  long  have  we 
known  each  other,  Mr.  Bertram  ?  " 

"Counting  by  days  and  hours,  some  fort- 
night But  what  does  that  signify?  You  do 
not  love  a  man  the  better  always,  the  longer 
you  know  him.  Of  you,  I  discern  that  there  is 
that  in  you  I  can  love,  that  would  make  me 
happy.  I  have  talent,  some  sort  of  talent  at 
least.  You  have  a  spirit  which  would  force 
me  to  use  it.  I  will  not  pretend  to  say  that  I 
am  suited  for  you.  You  must  judge  that.  But 
I  know  that  you  are  suited  for  me.  Now  I  will 
take  any  answer  you  will  give  me." 

To  tell  the  truth,  Miss  Waddington  hardly 
knew  what  answer  to  give  him.  He  was  one, 
it  seemed,  who,  having  spoken  with  decision 
himself,  would  take  any  answer  as  decisive. 
He  was  one  not  to  be  tampered  with,  and  one 
also  hardly  to  be  rejected  without  consideration ; 
and  certainly  not  so  to  be  accepted.  She  had. 
liked  him  much — ^very  much,  considering  the 
little  she  had  known  of  him.  She  had  even 
asked  herself,  half  playfully,  whether  it  were 
not  possible  that  she  might  learn  to  love  him. 
He  was  a  gentleman,  and  that  with  her  was 
much.  He  was  a  man  of  talent,  and  that  with 
her  was  more.  He  was  one  whose  character 
and  mode  of  thought  she  could  respect.  He 
was  a  man  whom  any  woman  might  probably 
be  able  to  respect.  But  Caroline  Waddington 
wanted  much  more  than  this  in  her  future  lord. 
She  could  talk  pleasantly  of  the  probability  of 
her  marrying  a  country  parson;  but  she  had, 
in  truths  a  much  wider  ambition  Cot  \\et^^\(. 
She  would  never  msLTiy — such  was  ^^  cx^^^ 
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which  was  to  govern  her  own  life — without  love  ; 
but  she  would  not  allow  herself  to  love  where 
love  would  interfere  with  her  high  hopes.  Id 
lier  catalogue  of  human  blisse9  love  in  a  cottage 
was  not  entered.  She  was  not  avaricious;  she 
did  not  look  to  money  as  the  sumvuim  bonum  ; 
— certainly  not  to  marry  for  money's  sake.  But 
she  knew  that  no  figure  in  the  world  could  be 
made  without  means.  Her  own  fortune  was 
small,  and  she  did  not  even  rate  her  beauty 
high.  Her  birth  was  the  birth  of  a  lady,  but 
that  was  all ;  her  talents  had  never  been  tried, 
but  she  thought  of  them  more  indifferently  than 
they  deserved.  She  felt,  therefore,  that  she 
had  no  just  ground  to  hopejbr  much  ;  but  she 
was  determined  that  no  folly  on  her  own  part 
should  rob  her  of  any  chance  that  fortune 
might  vouchsafe  to  her. 

Under  such  circumstances  what  answer 
should  she  make  to  Bertram  ?  Her  heart  would 
have  bid  her  not  reject  him,  but  she  was  fearful 
of  her  own  heart.  She  dreaded  lest  she  should 
be  betrayed  into  sacrificing  herself  to  love. 
Ought  prudence  now  to  step  in  and  bid  her 
dismiss  a  suitor  whose  youth  had  as  yet  achieved 
nothing,  whose  own  means  were  very  small, 
with  whomj  if  he  were  accepted,  her  marriage 
must  be  postponed ;  who,  however,  was  of 
great  talent,  who  gave  such  promise  of  future 
distinction  ?  Bertram,  when  he  made  his 
offer,  made  it  from  a  full  heart;  but  CaroUne 
was  able  to  turn  these  matters  in  her  mind 
before  she  answered  him. 
She  will  be  called  cold-hearted,  mercenary, 
■aad  unfeminiae.     But  when  a  joving  ^i\  'Cwtd'w* 
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prudence  to  the  winds,  and  allows  herself  to 
love  where  there  is  nothing  to  live  on,  what 
then  is  she  called  ?  It  seems  to  me  that  it 
is  sometimes  very  hard  for  young  girls  to  be  in 
the  right.  They  certainly  should  not  be  mer- 
cenary; they  certainly  should  not  marry  paupers ; 
they  certainly  should  not  allow  themselves  to 
become  old  maids.  They  should  not  encumber 
themselves  with  early,  hopeless  loves ;  nor 
should  they  callously  resolve  to  care  for  nothing 
but  a  good  income  and  a  good  house.  There 
should  be  some  handbook  of  love,  to  tell  young 
ladies  when  they  may  give  way  to  it  without 
censure.  As  regards  our  heroine,  however,  she 
probably  wanted  no  such  handbook.  '*  Now  I 
will  take  any  answer  you  will  give  me."  Ber- 
tram, when  he  had  said  that,  remained  silent, 
awaiting  her  reply. 

"Mr.  Bertram,"  she  said  at  last,  "I  think 
that  you  have  spoken  unwisely ;  let  us  agree  to 
forget  it.  What  you  have  said  has  come 
from  impulse  rather  than  judgment." 

"  Not  so.  Miss  Waddington*  I  cannot  forget 
it;  nor  can  you.  I  would  not  have  it  again 
unsaid  if  I  could  When  I  once  learned  that 
I  loved  you,  it  became  natural  to  me  to  tell 
you  so." 

"Such  quick  speaking  is  not  perhaps  natural 
to  me.  But  as  you  demand  an  immediate 
answer,  I  must  give  you  one.  I  have  had  much 
pleasure  in  your  society,  but  I  have  never 
thought  of  loving  you.  Nor  can  I  love  you 
without  thinking  of  it" 

It  would  be  hard  to  say  what  answet  ^extt^xxv 
expected;  Indeed,  he  had  no  expecta^ow"&»    ^^ 
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had  had  no  idea  of  making  this  offer  when  he 
walked  up  the  hill  with  her.  His  heart  was 
then  turned  rather  to  worship  at  that  other 
shrine:  it  had  been  her  own  words,  her  own 
eloquence  in  favour  of  the  world's  greatness, 
that  had  drawn  him  on.  He  had  previously 
filled  his  mind  with  no  expectation ;  but  he  had 
felt  an  intense  desire  for  success  when  once  he 
had  committed  himself  to  his  offer. 

And  now,  as  he  walked  down  beside  her, 
he  hardly  knew  what  to  make  of  her  answer. 
A  man,  if  he  be  not  absolutely  rejected,  is 
generally  inclined  to  think  that  any  answer  from 
a  lady  may  be  taken  as  having  in  it  some 
glimmer  of  favour.  And  ladies  know  this  so 
well,  that  they  almost  regard  any  reply  on  their 
own  part,  short  of  an  absolute  refusal,  as  an 
acceptance.  If  a  lady  bids  a  gentleman  wait 
awhile  for  his  answer,  he  thinks  himself  quite 
justified  in  letting  all  the  world  know  that  she 
is  his  own.  We  all  know  what  a  reference  to  a 
parent's  judgment  means.  A  lady  must  be  very 
decisive — very,  if  she  means  to  have  her  "no" 
taken  at  its  full  meaning.  Now  Caroline 
Waddington  had  not  been  very  decisive. 

Whatever  Bertram's  thoughts  or  his  hopes 
might  be,  he  said  nothing  more  on  the  present 
occasion.  He  walked  silently  down  the  hill 
by  her  side,  somewhat  moody -looking,  but  yet 
not  with  the  hang-dog  aspect  of  a  rejected 
suitor.  There  was  a  fire  in  his  eyes  and  a 
play  upon  his  countenance  which  did  not  tell 
of  hope  altogether  extinguished.  Before  they 
were  at  the  foot  of  the  hill,  he  had  resolved 
iJiMC  he   would  have  CaroUne  'WaddVTigi.Qti.  lat 
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his  wife,  let  the  difficulties  in  his  way  be 
what  they  might.  But  then  he  was  ever  so 
keen  to  resolve;  so  often  beaten  from  his 
resolutions ! 

And  Caroline  also  walked  silently  down  the 
hill.  She  knew  that  she  had  given  an  ambiguous 
answer,  and  was  content  to  let  it  remain  so. 
In  the  silence  of  her  chamber,  she  would  think 
over  this  thing  and  make  her  calculations. 
She  would  inquire  into  her  own  mind,  and 
learn  whether  she  could  afford  to  love  this  man 
whom  she  could  not  but  acknowledge  to  be  so 
loveable.  As  for  asking  any  one  else,  seeking 
counsel  in  the  matter  from  her  aunt,  that  never 
for  a  moment  suggested  itself  to  Caroline 
Waddington. 

They  had  left  Miss  Baker  and  Miss  Todd  at 
the  bottom  of  the  hilL  It  was  a  beautiful 
evening,  and  those  ladies  had  consented  to  sit 
down  and  rest  there  while  the  more  enthusiastic 
and  young  lovers  of  the  mount  ascended  to 
the  spot  of  which  Bertram  was  so  fond.  But 
in  giving  that  consent,  they  had  hardly  expected 
that  such  encroachment  would  be  made  on 
their  good-nature.  When  Caroline  and  Bertram 
again  found  them,  the  daylight  had  almost 
waned  away. 
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CHAPTER  XI 

VALE   VALETE 

Miss  Baker  was  a  little  querulous  at  being  left 
so  long  sitting  with  Miss  Todd  at  the  coiner  of 
tlie  garden  wall ;  but  Miss  Todd  was  never 
querulous  r  she  was  one  of  those  good-humoured 
persons  who  never  complain,  and  find  some 
antidote  to  every  ill  in  life,  even  in  the  ill  itself. 
True,  she  had  been  kept  a  couple  of  hours  and 
more  sitting  on  a  stone  by  the  brook  Cedron ; 
but  then  she  had  acquired  the  privilege  of  telling 
how  Mr.  Geoi^e  Bertram  and  Miss  Caroline 
Waddington  had  passed  those  hours,  tHe-A-tite 
together,  on  the  mountain-side. 

"  Why,  Caroline,  we  thought  you  were  never 
comiDg  down  again,"  said  Miss  Baker. 

"  It  was  Mr.  Bertram's  fault,  aunt ;  he  is  im- 
moveable when  he  gets  to  a  certain  rock  up 
there.  He  has  an  idea  of  turning  hermit,  and 
constructing  a  cell  for  himself  in  that  spot" 

"  If  I  did  turn  hermit,  it  should  certainly  be 
for  the  sake  of  living  there,"  said  he.  "  But  I 
fear  I  want  the  proper  spirit  for  so  holy  a  life." 

"  I  hope  you  have  not  kept  us  all  this  time 
for  nothing:  you  have  had  some  success,  I 
trust?"  said  Miss  Todd  to  Bertram,  in  a 
laughing  whisper.  Miss  Todd's  face  was  quite 
joyous  as  she  whispered ;  but  then  her  face  was 
always  joyous, 

"/  certainly  have  not  done  t\ia.t  "«\\i.cU  I 
intended   to    do,"    said    Beilia.Tii,  wW  TOOOt 
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sententiousness.    ''And    so  far  I  have  been 
unsuccessful." 

"  Then  she  has  rejected  him,"  said  Miss  Todd 
to  herselfl  "  What  a  fool  the  girl  must  be ! "  but 
it  was  a  great  comfort  to  Miss  Todd  that  she 
knew  all  about  it. 

That  evening  their  plans  were  decided  on  as  to 
leaving  Jerusalem — the  plans,  that  is,  of  those 
whose  fortunes  we  must  follow — Miss  Baker, 
nanidj,  and  her  niece ;  Sir  Lionel  and  his  son. 
Of  Miss  Todd  we  may  here  take  our  leave  for 
awhile.  She  did  not  on  this  occasion  marry  Sir 
Lionel,  nor  did  she  even  have  the  satisfaction  of 
knowing  that  her  friends  accused  her  of  wishing 
to  do  so.  Miss  Todd  had  her  weak  points,  but 
taking  her  as  a  whole,  and  striking  the  balance 
between  good  and  bad,  I  do  not  care  how  soon  we 
may  meet  her  again.  To  her  friends  also  we  may 
bid  adieu.  Mr.  M'Gabbery  did  not  die  of  love. 
Mr.  Pott  did  propose  to  and  was  accepted  by 
Miss  Jones ;  but  the  match  was  broken  off  by 
the  parental  Potts,  who  on  the  occasion  nearly 
frightened  poor  Mrs.  Jones  out  of  her  life.  The 
Hunters  sojourned  for  awhile  on  the  sides  of 
Lebanon,  but  did  at  last  return  to  the  discom- 
forts of  European  life.  Mrs.  Hunter  tried  the 
effect  of  her  favourite  costume  at  Tenby,  but  it 
was  not  found  to  answer.  Of  Mr.  Cruse,  I  can 
only  say  that  he  was  dreadfully  scolded  by  Mrs. 
Pott,  in  that  he  had  allowed  her  son  to  fall  in 
love ;  and  that  Mr.  Pott  threatened  to  stop  his 
salary.  An  attorney's  letter,  however,  settled  that 

It  must  be  confessed  that  Miss  Baker  had 
allowed  her  plans  to  be  altered  b^  l\ie  ^rcvN?J\.  ol 
the  Bertrams  at  Jerusalem ;  and  coxAea^^^  ^^'^ 
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that  Miss  Baker's  complaisaoce  in  this  respect 
had  been  brought  about  by  her  niece  s  persua- 
sion. Their  original  intention  had  been  to  go 
on  to  Damascus.  Then  Miss  Baker  had  begged 
off  this  further  journey,  alleging  that  her  clothes 
as  well  as  her  strength  were  worn  out ;  and 
Caroline  had  consented  to  return  home  by  the 
shortest  route.  Then  came  the  temptation  of 
going  as  far  as  Beyrout  with  the  Bertrams,  and 
Miss  Baker  had  been  enjoined  to  have  herself 
patched  up  externally  and  internally.  She  was 
accordingly  being  patched  up;  but  now  things 
were  altered  again.  Caroline  knew  that  she 
could  not  travel  with  George  Bertram  without 
engaging  herself  to  be  his  wife  ;  or  that  if  she 
did,  their  journey  would  not  be  a  happy  one. 
And  she  did  not  wish  so  to  engage  herself  with- 
out further  thought.  She  determined,  therefore, 
that  they  would  fall  back  upon  her  aunt's  plan, 
and  return  home  by  the  easier  route,  by  Jaffa, 
that  is,  and  Alexandria. 

Her  altered  mind  had  to  be  explained,  not 
only  to  her  aunt,  but  to  the  Bertrams ;  and  she 
came  to  the  somewhat  singular  resolve  to  explain 
it  in  both  cases  by  the  simple  truth.  She  would 
tell  her  aunt  what  had  happened ;  and  she  would 
make  Geoi^e  Bertram  understand  in  a  few  and 
as  kind  words  as  might  be,  that  under  the  present 
circumstances  it  would  be  better  that  they  should 
not  be  thrown  into  the  very  close  intercourse 
necessary  for  fellow-travellers  in  the  East  She 
was  very  prudent,  was  Miss  Waddington ;  and 
having  freed  herself  of  one  lover  because  she 
(fid  not  like  him,  she  prepared  to  ii4Vvei?.e\{  qS 
another  because  she  did. 
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The  Bertrams  were  to  leave  Jerusalem  together 
in  a  couple  of  days*  time.  George  was  to  go 
with  his  father  as  far  as  Constantinople,  and, 
having  seen  something  of  real  Turks  in  real 
Turkey,  was  to  return  at  once  to  England. 
After  his  last  visit  to  the  Mount  of  Olives, 
he  said  nothing  further  about  the  church  as  a 
profession. 

That  evening  Caroline  settled  it  all  with  her 
aunt.  "Aunt,"  said  she,  as  they  sat  together 
brushing  their  hair  before  they  went  to  bed, 
"  you  will  think  me  very  fanciful ;  but  after  all, 
I  believe  we  had  better  go  back  by  Alexandria.'* 

**  Oh  dear,  I  shall  be  so  glad,  my  dear.  Jane 
says  that  I  could  not  possibly  get  a  travelling 
diess  made  here  that  I  could  wear." 

"  You  could  get  a  dress  in  Damascus,  I  don't 
doubt,  aimt.     But " 

"And  I  really  am  not  fit  for  much  more 
riding.  I  don't  like  to  disappoint  you ;  but  if 
you  really  wouldn't  mind  it " 

"Well,  I  should  mind  it, — and  I  should  not 
But  let  me  tell  you.  You  must  not  think  that  I 
am  so  very  changeable,  first  pressing  you  to  go 
one  way,  and  then  begging  you  to  go  another, 
without  a  reason." 

"  No ;  I  know  you  do  it  for  my  sake." 

"  Not  that  either,  aunt — quite  ;  but  do  listen. 
Mr.  Bertram  to-day  made " 

"  He  has  not  offered  to  you,  has  he  ?  " 

"  Yes,  aunt ;  that  is  just  what  he  has  done. 
And,  therefore,  perhaps  it  will  not  be  quite  so 
well  that  we  should  travel  together." 

''But;  Caroline,  tell  me — pray  do  \.e^  tcv^% 
wMt  did  he  say,  and  what  have  you  said^"^     0\v 
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dear  mc,  this  is  very  sudden."  And  Miss  Baker 
sat  back  in  her  chair,  with  her  now  grayish  hair 
hanging  over  her  shoulders,  with  her  hair-brush 
still  held  in  one  hand,  and  with  the  otlier  resting 
on  the  toilet-table. 

"  As  for  what  he  said,  I  may  skip  that,  aunt. 
It  was  the  old  story,  I  suppose,  merely  signifying 
that  he  wanted  me  to  marry  him." 

"  WeU,  well." 

"  As  you  truly  say,  aunt ;  it  was  too  sudden. 
Mr.  Bertram  has  a  great  deal  Co  recommend 
him ;  a  very  great  deal ;  one  cannot  but  like  him. 
He  is  very  clever  too." 

"Yes,  Caroline;  and  will  be  his  uncle's  heir 
— doubtless." 

"  I  know  nothing  of  that ;  to  tell  the  truth, 
indeed,  I  never  thought  of  that.  But  it  would 
have  made  no  difference," 

"  And  you  refused  him." 

"  Well,  I  hardly  know.  I  do  know  this — ^that 
I  did  more  towards  refusing  him  than  accepting 
him ;  that  I  must  have  much  more  love  for  any 
man  I  do  many  than  I  have  for  him  at  present; 
and  that  after  what  has  passed,  I  think  we  had 
better  not  go  to  Damascus  together." 

To  this  latter  proposition  aunt  Mary  fully 
agreed ;  and  thus  it  was  decided  that  the  extra 
patching  for  the  longer  journey  need  not  be 
accomplished.  Miss  Baker  would  explain  the 
matter  to  Sir  Lionel  in  her  way ;  and  Caroline 
would  do  the  same  to  George  Bertram  in  hers. 
On  one  other  point,  also.  Miss  Baker  made  up 
her  mind  fully  ;  though  on  this  matter  she  did 
not  think  it  prudent  to  make  het  mind  known 
:.^  Aer  aiece.    She  was  very  con&ieni  'siiva.v  xlaa 
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marriage  would  take  place,  and  resolved  to  do 
all  in  her  power  to  bring  it  about.  Personally, 
she  was  fond  of  George  Bertram ;  she  admired 
his  talents,  she  liked  his  father,  and  felt  very 
fevourably  inclined  towards  his  uncle's  wealth. 
She  finished  her  toilet  therefore  in  calm  happi- 
ness. She  had  an  excellent  match  in  view  for 
her  niece — and,  after  all,  she  would  escape  that 
dreadful  horseback  journey  to  Damascus. 

During  the  next  day  Caroline  and  George 
Bertram  were  not  together  for  a  moment — that 
is,  they  were  not  together  alone ;  for  they  break- 
fasted and  dined  at  the  same  table,  and  he  sat 
between  the  aunt  and  her  niece  as  he  had  done 
continually  since  he  had  been  at  Jerusalem.  Sir 
Lionel  told  him  in  the  forenoon  that  they  were 
not  to  have  the  pleasure  of  the  ladies'  company 
on  their  journey,  and  rallied  him  as  to  the  heart- 
breaking tendency  of  these  tidings.  But  George 
showed,  in  his  countenance  at  least,  no  symp- 
toms of  heart-breaking. 

That  evening,  as  they  all  parted  for  the  night, 
George  did  press  Miss  Waddington's  hand  more 
warmly  than  was  usual  with  him ;  and,  as  he 
did  so,  he  did  look  into  her  face  for  one  moment 
to  see  what  encouragement  he  might  find  there. 
I  cannot  say  that  there  was  no  encouragement. 
The  pressure  was  perhaps  not  met  by  any  similar 
warmth  on  her  part,  but  it  was  submitted  to 
without  any  touch  of  resentment ;  the  love  which 
shot  from  his  eye  was  not  returned  to  him  from 
hers,  but  hers  were  soft  beneath  his  glance, 
softer  than  was  usual  with  Caroline  Waddington. 

But  on  the  next  morning  they  d\^  eo\sifc 
together.    It  was  the  day  before  tVie  de"5^x\:sa^ 
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of  the  Bertrams,  and  whatever  was  to  be  said 
must  be  said  then.  Caroline  watched  her 
opportunity,  and  as  soon  as  breakfast  was  over — 
they  all  breakfasted  in  the  public  salon — asked 
him  to  come  into  her  aunt's  sitting-room.  She 
was  quite  collected,  had  fully  made  up  her  mind 
what  to  say,  and  was  able  also  to  say  it  without 
hesitation,  and  with  perfect  self-possession. 
This  was  more  than  could  be  boasted  of  on  the 
gentleman's  behalf. 

"You  know,  Mr.  Bertram,  that  we  are  not 
going  to  travel  together  ?  " 
I     "  Yes ;  my  father  told  me  so  yesterday." 

"And  you  will  understand  the  reason  of  it,  I 
am  sure  ?  " 

"Not  exactly.  Miss  Waddington.  I  cannot 
say  I  do  understand  it.  I  may  have  been  pre- 
sumptuous in  what  I  said  to  you  the  other  day ; 
but  I  do  not  see  why  on  that  account  your  aunt 
should  be  put  to  the  inconvenience  of  altering 
her  plans.  You  fear,  I  suppose,  that  I  should 
annoy  you;  but  you  might  trust  me — and  still 
may  if  you  will  do  so." 

"  Now,  Mr.  Bertram,  you  are  hardly  so  sincere 
as  you  asserted  yourself  to  be,  and  required  me 
to  be  on  the  mount.  You  are  yourself  quite 
aware  tliat  nobody  has  thought  you  presump- 
tuous. I  have  nothing  to  complain  of,  and 
much  to  thank  you  for — independently  of  the 
honour  you  have  now  done  me;  for  from  you  it 
is  an  honour.  But  I  cannot  say  that  I  love  you. 
It  would  not  be  natural  that  I  should  do  so," 

"  Good  heavens  1  not  natural.  I  love  you 
^I'th  the  whole  strength  of  my  heart.  Is  that 
unnatural?  " 
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"  It  is  the  province  of  men  to  take  the  initia- 
tive in  such  matters,"  said  Caroline,  smiling. 

"  I  know  nothing  as  to  man's  province,  or  of 
woman's  province  either.  By  province,  you  mean 
custom  and  conventional  rule ;  and  conventional 
rule  means  falsehood.  I  have  known  you  but  a 
week  or  two,  and  I  love  you  dearly.  You,  of 
course,  have  known  me  as  long,  and  are  at  any 
rate  as  capable  of  loving  as  I  am.  There  would 
be  nothing  unnatural  in  you  loving  me — though, 
indeed,  it  may  be  very  unlikely  that  you  should 
do  so." 

"  Well ;  I  will  not  contradict  you  in  anything 
if  I  can  help  it,  except  perhaps  as  to  that  last 
little  would -be -proud,  petulant  protest.  But 
putting  out  of  sight  all  question  of  likelihood, 
what  ought  I  to  do  if  I  do  not  love  you? 
What  in  such  a  case  would  you  recommend  a 
sister  to  do?  Is  it  not  better  that  we  should 
not  be  immediately  thrown  together,  as  must  so 
certainly  be  the  case  in  travelling  ?  " 

**  Then  I  am  to  understand  that  you  positively 
can  never  love  me  ?  " 

"  I  have  not  said  so :  but  you  press  me  un- 
fairly, Mr.  Bertram." 

**  Unfaitly.  No,  by  heavens !  no  pressure  in 
such  case  can  be  unfair.  I  would  press  the  truth 
out  from  you — the  real  truth ;  the  truth  that  so 
vitally  concerns  myself.  You  will  not  say  that 
you  have  an  aversion  to  me  ?  " 

"  Aversion  !    No,  certainly  not." 

"Or  that  you  cannot  love  me?    Then  why 
not  let  us  remain  together?    You  argwe  \.Vv^X 
you  do  not  yet  know  me  well  enougki  \  \f^  TtQ.\. 
t/iMt  be  the  way  to  kno'N  me  better?  " 
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"  If  I  were  to  travel  with  you  now,  Mr.  Ber- 
tram, it  would  be  tantamount  to  accepting  you. 
Your  own  sense  will  certainly  tell  you  that. 
Were  I  to  do  so,  I  should  give  you  the  privilege 
of  coming  with  me  as  my  lover.  Forgive  me 
for  sayiDg  that  I  cannot  give  you  that  privilege. 
I  grieve  to  hurt  your  feelings  for  a  day  even ; 
but  I  am  sure  you  will  ultimately  approve  of 
what  I  am  doing." 

"  And  are  we  to  meet  no  more,  then  ?  " 
"  Of  course  we  shall  meet  again ;  at  least,  in 
all  human  probability.     My  guardian  is  your 

"  I  never  even  knew  that  till  I  met  you  the 
other  day," 

"  Because  you  have  always  been  at  school  or 
at  college;  but  you  know  it  now.  I,  at  least, 
shall  look  forward  to  meeting  you— and  so  will 

"Yes;  as  acquaintances.  It  would  be  im- 
possible for  me  to  meet  you  in  that  way,  I 
hardly  think  you  know  or  realize  what  my  feel- 
ings to  yoti  are.  I  can  only  meet  you  to  tell 
you  again  and  again  that  I  love  you.  You  are 
so  cold  yourself  that  you  cannot  understand 
my — my — my  impetuosity,  if  you  choose  to  call 
it  so." 

"  In  three  or  four  months,  Mr.  Bertram,  you 
Tjill  be  laughing  at  your  own  impetuosity— when 
I  perhaps  shall  be  grieving  over  my  own  cold- 
ness." These  last  words  she  said  with  a  smile 
in  which  there  was  much  archness,  and  perhaps 
also  a  little  encouragement. 

"you  will  tell  me  at  any. rate  that  I  may 
LhopeP" 
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"  No ;  certainly  not.  You  will  hope  enough 
for  anything  you  really  desire  without  my  telling 
you.  But  I  will  not  joke,  as  I  believe  Uiat  you 
are  serious." 

"Oh,  you  believe  so,  do  you?" 

"Yes;  I  suppose  I  must  believe  so.  Your 
declaration  the  other  day  took  me  very  much  by 
surprise.  I  had  no  conception  that  you  had  any 
feelings  towards  me  of  that  sort.  I  certainly 
had  entertained  none  such  towards  you.  Love 
with  me  cannot  be  the  birth  of  a  moment  I 
cannot  say  that  I  will  love  merely  because  I  am 
asked.  You  would  not  wish  me  to  be  false  even 
in  your  own  favour.  We  will  part  now,  Mr. 
Bertram ;  and  being  apart  we  shall  better  learn 
to  know,  each  of  us,  how  we  value  the  other. 
On  my  part  I  can  truly  say  that  I  hope  we  shall 
meet  again — ^at  any  rate,  as  friends."  And  then 
she  held  out  her  hand  to  him. 

*^  Is  this  to  be  our  farewell  ?  "  said  he,  without 
at  once  taking  it. 

"  It  shall  be  if  you  so  please.  We  shall  meet 
again  only  at  the  public  table." 

"  And  you  will  not  tell  me  that  I  may  hope?" 

**  I  will  tell  you  nothing  further,  Mr.  Bertram. 
You  will  shake  hands  with  me  as  with  a  friend, 
will  you  not  ?  " 

He  then  took  her  hand,  and,  holding  it  in  his 
own,  gazed  for  a  moment  into  her  face.  She 
bore  the  weight  of  his  eyes  with  unabashed  front. 
She  showed  neither  anger  nor  pleasure ;  neither 
disdain  nor  pride ;  the  same  sweet  smile  was  still 
upon  her  face,  somewhat  playful,  somewVv2L\.\vo^^- 
ful,  hut  capable  of  no  definite  constructioii  e\X)svsx 
for  making  or  marring  a  roan's  comfort. 
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"  Caroline  ! "  he  said  at  last. 
"Good-bye,  Mr.  Bertram.    I  thoroughly  hope 
you  may  enjoy  your  journey." 
"  Caroline  ! " 

She  essayed  to  withdraw  her  hand  from  his. 
Feeling  this,  he  raised  it  to  his  lips  and  kissed 
it,  and  then  left  the  room.  As  he  closed  the 
door  the  same  smile  was  on  her  face. 

I  hope  it  will  be  admitted  that  Miss  Wad- 
dington  had  played  her  part  with  skill,  and 
judgment,  and  good  breeding;  and  not  alto- 
gether heartlessly  either.  She  had  thought 
much  on  the  subject  since  George  had  first 
thrown  himself  at  her  feet,  and  had  concluded, 
putting  the  good  against  the  bad,  and  balancing 
the  affair  as  accurately  as  facts  would  enable 
her,  that  the  match  would  be  one  which  she 
oufiht  to  regard  as  desirable.  There  were  two 
valid  reasons,  however,  why  she  should  not  at 
once  accept  his  offer.  Firstly,  he  might  not 
know  his  own  raind,  and  it  might  be  serviceable 
to  him  to  have  the  option  of  renewing  his  pro- 
posal or  retreating  from  it  after  a  few  months' 
trial  of  his  own  feelings.  And  secondly,  she 
hardly  knew  her  own  mind.  She  could  not  in 
truth  say  yet  whether  she  did  love  him,  or  whether 
she  did  not.  She  was  rather  inclined  to  think 
she  did ;  but  it  would  be  well  that  she  should 
^K  try  the  matter  before  she  committed  herself. 
^B  The  statement  made  by  her  aunt  that  George 

^H  would  douhtless  he  his  uncle's  heir  certainly 
^H  Iiad  its  weight  with  her.  It  would  be  wrong  in 
^^k  her  lo  engage  herself  to  a  man  who  was  without 
^^ft  the  means  of  maintaining  het  in  \.\ia.^  i^ok  qC 
^Hjb^  ia  which  she  had  resolved  to  \i.v%  -,  xiicm^ 
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both  on  his  account  and  on  her  own.  She  felt 
that  she  could  not  be  a  good  poor  man's  wife. 
It  was  not  the  walk  of  life  for  which  she  had 
destined  herself.  She  had  made  up  her  mind 
on  that  point  too,  and  having  made  it  up  was 
not  weak  enough  to  be  driven  from  her  resolve 
by  any  little  gust  of  feeling.  She  did  like 
Bertram — much,  very  much,  better  than  she 
had  ever  liked  any  other  man.  He  came  up  in 
many  points  to  her  idea  of  what  a  man  should 
be.  He  was  not  sufficiently  collected,  not  suffi- 
ciently thoughtful,  and  perhaps  almost  too 
enthusiastic :  success  in  life  would  be  easier  to 
a  man  who  put  less  heart  into  everything  he 
said  and  did.  But  years  would  teach  him  much 
in  this  respect,  and  she  also  might  perhaps 
teach  him  something.  She  did  like  Bertram ; 
and  what  objection  could  there  be  to  the  match 
if,  as  appeared  so  probable,  he  was  to  inherit 
his  uncle's  money  ? 

Prudent  as  she  was,  she  was  ready  to  run 
some  risk  in  this  respect.  She  did  not  wish  to 
be  a  poor  man's  wife ;  but  neither  did  she  wish 
to  be  an  idle  man's  wife.  What  she  did  desire 
was,  that  her  husband  should  be  an  earnest, 
rising,  successful  man; — one  whose  name,  as 
she  had  herself  said  to  Bertram,  might  be  fre- 
quent in  men's  mouths,  and  daily  to  be  read  in 
the  columns  of  newspapers.  She  would  not 
marry  a  fool,  even  though  he  were  also  a 
Crcesus  ;  she  would  not  marry  a  fool,  even 
though  he  were  also  an  earl.  In  choosing  a 
master,  her  first  necessity  was  thai  ^\v^  ^w\^ 
respect  him,  then  that  the  woi\d  s\vo\3X^  ^^  ^^ 
also.    She  could  respect  talent — ^tsXenX-^i  ^^•^^'^ 
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be   alone — but  notbing   ^vithout   talent.      Thtf*' 

■  world's  respect  could  not  be  had  without  wealth.' 
As  for  love,  that  was  necessary  too  ;  but  it  was 
only  a  third  necessity. 
'  Such  being  our  heroine's  mind  about  mar- 
riage, I  make  bold  to  say  that  she  had  behaved 
with  skill  and  judgment,  and  not  altogether 
heartlessly  either. 

On  the  following  morning,  Sir  Lionel  and 

George  left  Jerusalem  together.     The  colonel 

had  his  own  servant,  as  he  always  had  ;  George 

was  followed  by  the  dragoman,  who  had  now 

^^     been  with  him  for  some  time;  and  each  had 

^L    also  an  Arab  groom.     On  quitting  Jerusalem, 

^H    Sir  Lionel  had  made  no  objection  to  having 

^H   the  entire  bill  settled  by  his  son. 

^H       "  Well,  George,"  he  had  said  with  a  smile, 

^M     "  I  know  you  are  in  ample  funds,  and  I  never 

^P     am.     You,  moreover,  have  a  milch   cow  that 

^r     will  not  run  dry.     The  government  is  my  cow, 

and  she  is  apt  to  be  very  chary  in  her  supply ; 

she  does  run  dry  with  uncommon  quickness." 

George  smiled  also,  and  paid  tlie  bill  readily, 
protesting  that  of  course  he  ought  to  do  so,  as 
Sir  Lionel  had  come  there  only  to  see  him. 
The  colonel  plumed  himself  at  once  upon 
having  managed  well ;  but  he  was  greatly  mis- 
taken, His  calculation  in  this  respect  had  been 
made  on  a  false  basis.  "  George,"  he  said  to 
himself,  "  is  a  young  man  ;  he  will  think  nothing 
of  this  :  a  fellow  at  his  age  cares  nothing  for 
money."  George  did  care  but  little  for  the 
money,  but  be  did  care  about  his  father  ;  and 
Jje  understood  the  ways  of  the  wot\dwe^i  eno\\^Vv 
to  know  that  his  father  ought  to  liave  -^i  \«a 
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own  bill.  He  began  for  the  first  time  to  expe- 
rience something  of  that  feeling  which  his  uncle 
so  often  expressed. 

They  started,  too,  with  somewhat  different 
ideas  as  to  the  purport  of  their  route.  Sir 
Lionel  wished  to  get  to  Constantinople,  and 
was  content,  for  George's  sake,  to  go  by  Da- 
mascus and  Beyrout ;  but  George  had  to  visit 
Ramah,  and  Gibeon,  and  Luz ;  to  see  the  well 
of  the  woman  of  Samaria  at  Sichem ;  to  climb 
Mount  Carmel,  and  to  sleep  at  least  for  a  night 
within  its  monastery.  Mount  Tabor  also,  and 
Bethsaida,  and  Capernaum,  he  must  visit;  he 
must  bathe  in  the  Sea  of  Galilee,  as  he  had 
already  bathed  in  Jordan  and  the  Dead  Se^; 
Gadara  he  must  see,  and  Gergesa,  and  Chorazin ; 
and,  above  all,  he  must  stand  with  naked  feet 
in  Nazareth,  and  feel  within  his  heart  that  he 
was  resting  on  holy  ground* 

Sir  Lionel  did  not  care  a  straw  for  Bethsaida 
or  Chorazin — not  a  straw  even  for  Nazareth. 
For  many  reasons  he  wished  to  be  well  with  hi^ 
son.  In  the  first  place,  a  man  whose  bill  is 
paid  for  him  always  makes  some  concession  to 
the  man  who  pays  it  He  should  do  so,  at  any 
rate ;  and  on  this  point  Sir  Lionel  was  willing 
to  be  just  And  then  he  had  ulterior  views, 
which  made  it  very  necessary  that  George 
should  like  him.  In  this  respect  he  had  hitherto 
played  his  cards  well — ^well,  with  the  exception  of 
that  Jerusalem  bill.  He  had  made  his  society 
very  pleasant  to  his  son,  had  done  much  towards 
gaining  the  young  man's  heart,  and  "w^s  'w^^ 
inclined  to  do  more — ^anything,  mdeedi,  dioxv  cA 
putting  himself  to  real  personal  Vncoxweo^a^ 


I 


200  The  Bertrams 

We  may  perhaps  add,  without  doing  too  much 
violence  to  Sir  Lionel's  established  character, 
that  he  himstlf  really  liked  his  son. 

All  this  for  some  days  carried  him  hither  and 
thither,  if  not  with  patience,  at  any  rale  with 
perseverance.  He  went  to  spots  whicli  he  was 
told  had  a  world-wide  celebrity,  of  the  names  of 
which  he  had  but  a  bare  distant  remembrance, 
and  which  he  found  to  be  arid,  comfortless, 
and  uninteresting.  Gibeon  he  did  endure,  and 
Shiloh,  and  Sichem ;  Gilgal,  also,  and  Carniel. 
But  there  he  broke  down :  he  could  not,  he 
said,  justify  it  to  himself  to  be  absent  longer 
from  his  official  duties.  He  found  that  he  was 
near  Beyrout ;  he  could  ride  thither  in  two  days, 
avoiding  Damascus  altogether.  The  cookery 
at  Mount  Carmel  did  not  add  to  his  love  of  the 
Holy  Land,  He  found  himself  to  be  not  very 
well.  He  laughingly  reminded  George  thai 
there  was  a  difference  between  twenty-three  and 
sixty  ;  and  ended  by  dechning  altogether  to  go 
backwards  towards  the  Sea  of  Galilee,  If 
George  could  only  be  induced  to  think  that  he 
had  seen  enough  of  these  regions,  his  father 
would  be  so  delighted  to  have  his  company 
direct  from  Beyrout  to  Constantinople  ! 

George,  however,  was  inexorable  about  Naza- 
reth :  and  so  they  parted,  agreeing  that  they 
would  meet  again  at  Constantinople.  We  need 
not  closely  follow  either  on  his  journey.  Sir 
Lionel,  having  had  everything  paid  for  him  up 
to  the  moment  of  their  separation,  arrived — let 
us  hope  with  a  full  purse— at  the  Bosphorus. 
George,  when  left  to  hmiseU,  liiLveUed  more 
■lowly,  and  thought  miicho£0\ese'hQ\"j-?\atc'5i — 
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much  also  of  his  love.  He  could  have  found  it 
in  his  heart  to  rush  back,  and  catch  Miss  Baker 
and  Caroline  at  Jaffa.  He  would  have  done 
so  as  soon  as  he  quitted  Nazareth,  only  that  he 
was  ashamed. 

About  a  fortnight  after  his  father's  departure, 
he  found  himself  at  Damascus,  and  in  another 
week,  he  was  stepping  on  board  the  packet  at 
Be)n:out.  When  leaving  Palestine,  that  land  of 
such  wondrous  associations,  his  feelings  were 
not  altogether  consolatory.  He  had  at  one 
moment  acknowledged  what  he  believed  to  be 
a  spiritual  influence  within  him,  and  yielding 
himself  to  it,  had  spoken  of  devoting  his  life  to 
a  high  and  holy  purpose.  He  had,  indeed, 
spoken  only  to  himself,  and  the  wound  to  his 
pride  was  therefore  the  less.  But  his  high  and 
holy  purpose  had  been  blown  to  the  winds  by 
a  few  words  from  a  pair  of  ruby  lips,  by  one 
glance  of  scorn  from  a  pair  of  bright  eyes. 
And  he  had  so  yielded,  even  though  those  lips 
would  acknowledge  no  love  for  him;  though 
those  eyes  would  not  look  on  him  kindly.  He 
could  not  be  proud  of  his  visit  to  the  Holy 
Land ;  and  yet  he  felt  a  longing  to  linger  there. 
It  might  be,  that  if  he  would  return  once  more 
to  that  mount,  look  once  again  on  Sion  and  the 
temple,  the  spirit  might  yet  get  the  better  of 
the  flesh.  But,  alas !  he  had  to  own  to  himself 
that  he  had  now  hardly  a  wish  that  the  spirit 
should  predominate.  The  things  of  the  world 
were  too  bright  to  be  given  up.  The  charms 
of  the  flesh  were  too  strong  for  him.  With  z. 
sigh,  he  looked  back  for  the  \a^\.  XSxcl^  1\q»\s\. 
Mount  Hermon,  stretched  out  Yvv&  ^xtci'a  ^"^ 
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more  towards  Jerusalem,  said  one  farewell  in 
his  heart  as  his  eyes  rested  for  a  moment  on 
the  distant  glassy  waters  of  Galilee,  and  then 
set  his  horse's  head  towards  Damascus. 

When  a  traveller  in  these  railroad  days  takes 
leave  of  Florence,  or  Vienna,  or  Munich,  or 
Lucerne,  he  does  so  without  much  of  the 
bitterness  of  a  farewell.  The  places  are  now 
comparatively  so  near  that  he  expects  to  see 
them  again,  or,  at  any  rate,  hopes  that  he  may 
do  so.  But  Jerusalem  is  stitl  distant  from  us 
no  Sabbath-day's  journey.  A  man  who,  having 
seen  it  once,  takes  his  leave,  then  sees  it 
probably  for  the  last  time.  And  a  man's  heart 
must  be  very  cold  who  can  think  of  Palestine 
exactly  as  of  any  other  land.  It  is  not  therefore 
surprising  that  Bertram  was  rather  sad  as  he 
rode  down  the  further  side  of  Mount  Hermon. 

At  Constantinople,  Sir  Lionel  and  George 
again  met,  and  our  hero  spent  a  pleasant 
month  there  with  his  father.  It  was  still  spring, 
the  summer  heats  had  hardly  commenced,  and 
George  was  charmed,  if  not  with  the  city  of 
the  Sultan,  at  any  rate  with  the  scenery  around 
Here  his  father  appeared  in  a  new  light : 

I  they  were  more  intimate  with  each  other  than 
they  had  been  at  Jerusalem ;  they  were  not 
now  living  in  ladies'  society,  and  Sir  Lionel  by 
degrees  threw  olT  what  little  restraint  of  governor- 
ship, what  small  amount  of  parental  authority 
he  had  hitherto  assumed.  He  seemed  anxious 
to  live  with  his  son  on  terms  of  perfect  equality  ; 
began  to  talk  ti>  him  rather  as  young  men  talk 

CO  each  other  t' ^  ages  so  vei'j  &SMfcW., 

L  ol  levetetict,    
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In  his  ordinary  habits  of  life,  and,  indeed,  in 
his  physical  vivacity.  Sir  Lionel  was  very  young 
for  his  time  of  life.  He  never  pleaded  his  years 
in  bar  of  any  pleasure,  and  never  pleaded  them 
at  all  except  when  desirous  of  an  excuse  for 
escaping  something  that  was  disagreeable. 
There  are  subjects  on  which  young  men  talk 
freely  with  each  other,  but  on  which  they 
hesitate  to  speak  to  their  elders  without  restraint. 
Sir  Lionel  did  his  best  to  banish  any  such  feel- 
ing on  the  part  of  his  son.  Of  wine  and  women, 
of  cards  and  horses,  of  money  comforts  and 
money  discomforts,  he  spoke  in  a  manner 
which  Bertram  at  first  did  not  like,  but  which 
after  awhile  was  not  distasteful  to  him.  There 
is  always  some  compliment  implied  when  an 
old  man  unbends  before  a  young  one,  and  it 
is  this  which  makes  the  viciousness  of  old  men 
so  dangerous.  I  do  not  say  that  Sir  Lionel 
purposely  tempted  his  son  to  vice;  but  he 
plainly  showed  that  he  regarded  morality  in  a 
man  to  be  as  thoroughly  the  peculiar  attribute 
of  a  clergyman  as  a  black  coat ;  and  that  there 
could  be  no  reason  for  other  men  even  to 
pretend  to  it  when  there  were  no  women  by  to 
be  respected  and  deceived. 

Bertram  certainly  liked  his  father,  and  was 
at  ease  in  his  company;  but,  in  spite  of  this, 
he  was  ashamed  of  him,  and  was  sometimes 
very  sorrowful.  He  was  young,  full  of  vivacity, 
and  without  that  strength  of  character  which 
should  have  withstood  the  charm  of  Sir  Lionel's 
manner ;  but  he  knew  well  that  Yv^  -woxiX!^  i^^^ 
have  had  in  his  father  feelings  oi  a  vetY  i\Sfcx«x'^ 
nature,  and  he   could   not    but    acixtfywNs 
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that    the    Memrty   of   Ids   ondi^s    tone    was 

It  had  been  George's  iutentioa  to  sta^  a 
week  only  at  Constantinople,  bnt  his  father  had 
persuaded  him  to  remain  four.  He  had  boasted 
that  when  he  returned  to  Engiasd  he  would  be 
in  a  position  to  give  back  to  his  uncle  the  three 
hundred  pounds  which  Pritchett  had  placed  to 
his  account  But  he  wouJd  not  now  be  able  to 
do  this :  his  father  lived  expensively  ;  ami  even 
here,  where  Sir  Lionel  was  now  at  home,  George 
paid  more  than  his  own  share  of  the  expense. 

One  of  their  chief  subjects  of  conversation, 
that,  indeed,  which  Sir  Lionel  seemed  to  prefer 
to  any  other,  was  the  ultimate  disposal  of  his 
brother's  money.  He  perceived  that  George's 
thoughts  on  this  subject  were  by  far  loo  trans- 
cendental, that  he  wa^  childishly  indifferent  to 
his  own  interests,  and  that  if  not  brought  to  a 
keener  sense  of  his  own  rights,  a  stronger  feel- 
ing as  to  his  position  as  the  only  nephew  of  a 
very  wealthy  man,  he  might  let  slip  through  his 
fingers  a  magnificent  fortune  which  was  abso- 
lutely within  his  reach.  So  thinking,  he  detained 
his  son  near  him  for  awhile,  that  he  might,  if 
possible,  imbue  him  with  some  spark  of  worldly 
wisdom. 

He  knew  bow  useless  it  would  be  to  lecture 
a  young  man  like  George  as  to  the  best  way  in 
which  he  could  play  tuft-hunter  to  his  uncle. 
From  such  lectures  George  would  have  started 
'  .y  in  disgust ;  but  something,  Sir  Lionel 
iffht,  n)ig)it  be  done  by  tact,  hy  finesse,  and 
"  jialf-scomrul  batUnage,  sVl\1vl\Vj  i«e«*& 
~   "'         -opet  subject,     li^  ies.-cefa,  ^^, 
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he  thought  that  George  did  listen  to  him,  that 
he  was  learning,  that  he  might  be  taught  to  set 
his  eyes  greedily  on  those  mountains  of  wealth. 
And  so  Sir  Lionel  persevered  with  diligence  to 
the  end. 

"  Say  everything  that  is  civil  from  me  to  my 
brother,"  said  the  colonel,  the  day  before  George 
left  him. 

"  Uncle  George  does  not  care  much  for  civil 
speeches,"  said  the  other,  laughing. 

"  No,  1  know  he  does  not ;  he*d  think  more 
of  it  if  I  could  send  home  a  remittance  by  you 
to  pay  the  bill ;  eh,  George  ?  But  as  I  can't  do 
that,  I  may  as  well  send  a  few  civil  words." 
Uncle  George's  bill  had  gradually  become  a 
source  of  joke  between  the  father  and  son.  Sir 
Lionel,  at  least,  was  accustomed  to  mention  it 
in  such  a  way  that  the  junior  George  could  not 
help  laughing;  and  though  at  first  this  had 
gone  against  the  grain  of  his  feelings,  by  degrees 
he  had  become  used  to  it. 

"He  expects,  I  fancy,  neither  money  nor 
civil  words,"  said  George  the  younger. 

"  He  will  not,  on  that  account,  be  the  less 
pleased  at  getting  either  the  one  or  the  other. 
Don't  you  believe  everything  that  everybody 
tells  you  in  his  own  praise;  when  a  man  says 
that  be  does  not  like  flattery,  and  that  he  puts 
no  value  on  soft  words,  do  not  on  that  account 
be  deterred  from  making  any  civil  speeches 
you  may  have  ready.  He  will  not  be  a  bit 
stronger  than  another  because  he  boasts  of  his 
strength." 

'*I  really  think  you  would  find  \l  d^Sfe'*'^'^'-  ^' 
Matter  your  brother," 
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"  Perhaps  so ;  and  therefore  I  should  set 
about  it  with  the  more  care.  £ut,  were  I  in  your 
shoes,  I  should  not  attempt  flattery;  I  should 
be  very  submissive  rather.  He  always  loved  to 
play  the  tyrant" 

"And  I  do  not  love  to  pby  the  slave." 

"An  only  nephew's  slavery  would  probably 
be  of  a  very  mild  description." 

"Yes;  no  harder  than  sitting  on  a  clerk's 
stool  in  a  merchant's  counting-house  for  seven 
or  eight  hours  a  day." 

"That  would  be  an  unendurable  bore  as  a 
contmuance;  but  take  my  word  for  it,  George, 
if  you  could  bring  yourself  to  do  it  for  six 
months,  by  the  end  of  that  time  you  would  have 
the  game  in  your  own  hands." 

"  At  any  rate,  I  shall  not  try  it,  sir." 

"  Well,  you  are  your  own  master  :  I  can  only 
say  that  the  temptation  would  be  too  strong  for 
most  mea  I  have  not  the  slightest  doubt  that 
if  you  would  give  way  to  him  for  six  months, 
two  years  would  see  you  ia  Parliament"  Sir 
Lionel  had  already  ascertained  that  to  sit  in  the 
House  of  Commons  was  the  dearest  object  of 
his  sod's  ambition. 

On  the  evening  of  that  day,  as  they  were 

drinking  their  coffee  and  smoking  together.  Sir 

Lionel  for  the  first  time  spoke  to  his  son  on 

another  matter.     "  George,"  said  he,  "  I  don't 

I  know  whether  tliere  was   anything  in   it,  but 

I  when  we  were  at  Jerasalem,  1  thought  you  were 

'    very  sweet  on  Carohne  Waddington." 

George  blushed  deeply,  and  affected  to  laugh, 

"She  was  certainly  a  very  ftae  g,\iV;'  oaYv- 
tinued  his  father  ■.  "  I  think  as  Wcnisoaie  a.  ^ 
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as  I  have  seen  these  ten  years.  What  a  shoulder 
and  neck  she  had  I  When  you  used  to  be 
dragging  her  up  the  Mount  of  Olives,  I  could 
not  but  think  there  was  more  in  it  than  mere 
scripture  geography — eh,  George?" 

George  merely  laughed,  and  looked  rather 
hke  a  simpleton. 

"  If  you  were  not  in  love  with  her,  I  can  only 
say  that  you  ought  to  have  been.  I  was,  I 
know." 

"  Well,  sir,  I  believe  she  is  free  as  yet ;  you 
can  try  your  chance  if  you  have  a  mind.*' 

"  Ah !  I  would  I  could.  If  I  knew  Medea's 
secret,  I  would  have  myself  chopped  and  boiled 
that  I  might  come  out  young  on  her  behalf; 
but,  George,  I  can  tell  you  something  about 
her." 

"  WeU,  sir  ! " 

**  I  would  have  told  you  then,  when  we  were 
at  Jerusalem,  but  we  were  not  so  well  acquainted 
then  as  we  are  now,  and  I  did  not  like  to 
interfere." 

"  It  could  not  be  interference  from  you." 

"  Well,  but  the  matter  is  this ;  if  my  brother 
ever  loved  any  human  being — and  I  am  not 
quite  sure  he  ever  did — but  if  he  did,  it  was 
that  girl's  father.  Had  Waddington  lived,  he 
would  now  have  been  my  age.  Your  uncle 
took  him  early  by  the  hand,  and  would  have 
made  his  fortune  for  him,  but  the  poor  fellow 
died.  In  my  opinion,  it  would  assist  your  views 
if  your  uncle  knew  that  you  were  going  to 
marry  Caroline  Waddington." 

George  said  nothing,   but  sat  svieVin 
mouth-piece  of  his  pipe-stick  and  \iVw 


I 


208  The  Bertrams 

great  clouds  of  smoke.  Sir  Lionel  said  n 
further,  but  easily  changed  the  1 
Early  on  the  followiDg  morniDg,  Bertram  left 
Constantinople,  having  received  a  promise  that 
Sir  Lionel  would  visit  him  in  England  as  soon 
as  the  exigencies  of  the  public  service  would 
permit  of  his  doing  so. 


CHAPTER   XII 


George  Bertram  did  not  return  directly  to 
England.  Since  he  had  been  in  Turkey,  he 
had  made  arrangement  by  letter  with  his  friend 
Harcourl  to  meet  liim  in  the  Tyrol,  and  to 
travel  home  with  him  through  Switzerland,  It 
was  about  the  middle  of  June  when  he  left 
Constantinople,  and  Harcourt  was  to  be  at 
Innspruck  on  the  sth  August  George  might 
therefore  well  have  remained  a  week  or  two 
longer  with  his  father  had  either  of  them  so 
wished  ;  but  neither  of  them  did  wish  it.  The 
living  at  Constantinople  was  dear,  and  George's 
funds  would  not  stand  mucli  more  of  it ;  and 
Sit  Lionel,  free  and  easy  as  he  was,  still  felt  his 
son's  presence  as  some  impediment — perhajjs 
in  the  way  of  his  business,  perhaps  in  that  of 
his  pleasures, 

From  Constantinople  Bertram  went  up  across 
the  Balkan  to  the  Danube,  ami  xVie^ce  X^wowitv 
Bucharest  into  Transylvania,  MaNeWm^n  •■ 
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those  days  was  necessary,  somewhat  by  permis- 
sion of  the  Russian  authorities.  He  then  again 
struck  the  Danube  at  Pesth ;  remained  some 
little  time  there ;  again  a  week  or  so  at  Vienna ; 
from  thence  he  visited  Saltzburg,  and  exactly 
on  the  appointed  day  shook  hands  with  his 
friend  in  the  hall  of  the  old  **  Golden  Sun  "  at 
Innspruck. 

At  first,  on  leaving  his  father,  George  was 
very  glad  to  be  once  more  alone.  Men  delighted 
him  not ;  nor  women  either  at  that  moment — 
seeing  that  his  thoughts  were  running  on  Caro- 
line Waddington,  and  that  her  presence  was 
not  to  be  had.  But  by  the  time  that  he  found 
himself  in  the  Tyrol,  he  was  delighted  once 
more  to  have  a  companion.  He  had  of  course 
picked  up  Englishmen,  and  been  picked  up  by 
them  at  every  town  he  had  passed ;  one  always 
does;  some  ladies  also  he  had  casually  en- 
countered— but  he  had  met  with  no  second 
Caroline.  While  wandering  about  the  moun- 
tains of  Transylvania,  he  had  been  quite  con- 
tented to  be  alone :  at  Pesth  he  had  not  ceased 
to  congratulate  hmiself  on  his  solitude,  though 
sometimes  he  found  the  day  a  little  too  long 
for  his  purpose  in  doing  so  ;  at  Vienna  he  was 
glad  enough  to  find  an  old  Oxonian  ;  though, 
even  while  enjoying  the  treat,  he  would  occa- 
sionally say  to  himself  that,  after  all,  society 
was  only  a  bore.  But  by  the  time  he  had  done 
the  Saltzburg  country,  he  was  heartily  sick  of 
himself,  somewhat  sick  also  of  thinking  of  his 
love,  and  fully  able  to  re-echo  all  that  Harco\rtX. 
had  to  say  in  praise  of  some  very  fene  o\A  ~ ' 
wA/ch  that  fastidious  gentlemau  caxxsei 
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produced  for  them  from  the  cellars  of  the 
"  Golden  Son." 

Innspnick  is  a  beautiful  little  town.  Perliaps 
no  town  in  Europe  can  boast  a  site  more  exqui- 
sitely picturesque.  Edinburgh  would  be  equal 
to  it,  if  it  had  a  rirer  instead  of  a  railroad 
running  through  its  valley  and  under  its  Castle- 
hiil.  But  we  sojourned  too  long  in  the  Holy- 
Land  to  permit  of  our  dwelling  even  for  half  a 
chapter  in  the  Tyrol.  George,  however,  and 
his  friend  remained  there  for  a  fortnight.  They 
went  over  the  Brenner  and  looked  down  into 
Italy;  made  an  excursion  to  those  singular 
golden-tinted  mountains,  the  Dolomites,  among 
which  live  a  race  of  men  who  speak  neither 
German  nor  Italian,  nor  other  language  known 
among  the  hundred  dialects  of  Europe,  but 
a  patois  left  to  them  from  the  ancient  Latins  j 
they  wandered  through  the  valleys  of  the 
Inn  and  its  tributaries,  and  wondered  at  the 
odd  way  of  living  which  still  prevails  in  their 
picturesque  castellated  mansions. 

For  awhile  Bertram  thought  that  Harcourt 
was  the  best  companion  in  the  world.  He  was 
as  agreeable  and  easy  tempered  as  his  father ; 
and  was  at  the  same  time  an  educated  man, 
which  his  father  certainly  was  not.  Harcourt, 
though  he  put  his  happiness  in  material  things 
perhaps  quite  as  much  as  did  Sir  Lionel,  required 
that  his  material  things  should  be  of  a  high 
flavour.  He  was  a  reading  man,  addicted,  in  a 
certain  cynical,  carping  sort  of  way,  even  to 
poetry,  was  a  critic  almost  by  profession,  loved 
pictures,  professed  to  love  scenerj,  tertainlY 
Joved  to  watch    and    scrutiniza  v\v&  i\ftci«ns. 
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classes  of  his  brother-men.  He  was  gifted  pre- 
eminently with  a  lawyer's  mind,  but  it  was  not 
a  lawyer's  mind  of  a  vulgar  quality.  He,  too, 
loved  riches,  and  looked  on  success  in  the 
world  as  a  man's  chief,  nay,  perhaps  his  only 
aim ;  but  for  him  it  was  necessary  that  success 
should  be  polished.  Sir  Lionel  wanted  money 
that  he  might  swallow  it  and  consume  it,  as  a 
shark  does  its  prey ;  but,  like  sharks  in  general, 
he  had  always  been  hungry, — had  never  had  his 
bellyful  of  money.  Harcourt's  desire  for  money 
was  of  a  different  class.  It  would  not  suit  him 
to  be  in  debt  to  any  one.  A  good  balance  at 
his  banker's  was  a  thing  dear  to  his  soul.  He 
aimed  at  perfect  respectability,  and  also  at 
perfect  independence. 

For  awhile,  therefore,  Harcourt's  teaching  was 
a  great  improvement  on  Sir  Lionel's,  and  was 
felt  to  be  so.  He  preached  a  love  of  good 
things;  but  the  good  things  were  to  be  corol- 
laries only  to  good  work.  Sir  Lionel's  summum 
bonum  would  have  been  an  unexpected  pocket- 
ful of  money,  three  months  of  idleness  in  which 
to  spend  it,  and  pleasant  companions  for  the 
time,  who  should  be  at  any  rate  as  well  provided 
in  pocket  as  himself.  Harcourt  would  have  re- 
quired something  more.  The  world's  respect 
and  esteem,  were  as  necessary  to  him  as  the 
world's  pleasures. 

But  nevertheless,  after  a  time,  Harcourt's 
morality  offended  Bertram,  as  Bertram's  tran- 
scendentalism offended  Harcourt.  They  ad- 
mired the  same  view,  but  they  could  not  look 
at  it  through  the  same  coloured  gl^ss. 

"And  so   on  the  whole    you  Y^^^  ^o^as. 
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governor?"  said  Harcourt  to  him  one  day  as 
they  were  walking  across  a  mountain  range  from 
one  valley  to  another, 

"  Yes,  indeed," 

"  One  is  apt  to  be  prejudiced  in  one's  father's 
favour,  of  course,"  said  Harcourt.  "That  is  to 
say,  when  one  hasn't  seen  him  for  twenty  years 
or  so,  A  more  common,  constant  knowledge, 
perhaps,  puts  the  prejudice  the  other  way." 

"Sir  Lionel  is  undoubtedly  a  very  pleasant 
man;  no  one,  I  fancy,  could  help  liking  his 
society." 

"  I  understand  it  all  as  well  as  though  you  bad 
written  a  book  about  him.  You  have  none  of 
that  great  art,  Bertram,  which  teaches  a  man  to 
use  his  speech  to  conceal  his  thoughts." 

"Why  should  I  wish  to  conceal  my  thoughts 
from  you  ?  " 

"  I  know  exactly  what  you  mean  about  your 
father :  he  is  no  martinet  in  society,  even  with 
his  son.  He  assumes  to  himself  no  mysterious 
unintelligible  dignity.  He  has  none  of  the 
military  Grimgruffenuff  about  him.  He  takes 
things  easily,  and  allows  other  people  to  do  the 

"Exactly." 

"  But  this  was  not  exactly  what  you  wanted. 
If  he  had  treated  you  as  though  a  father  and  son 
were  necessarily  of  a  different  order  of  beings, 
had  he  been  a  little  less  familiar,  a  little  colder, 
perhaps  a  thought  more  stern  and  forbidding  in 
his  parental  way  of  pushing  the  bottle  to  you, 
you  would  have  liked  him  better  ?  " 

"No,  not  have  liked  him  better ;  I  might 
I  perhaps  Jiave  thought  it  rooie  iia.^Mia\." 
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"  Just  so ;  you  went  to  look  for  a  papa  with  a 
boy's  feelings,  and  the  papa,  who  had  not  been 
looking  for  you  at  all,  took  you  for  a  man  as  you 
are  when  he  found  you." 

"  I  am  sure  of  this  at  any  rate,  that  he  was 
deb'ghted  to  see  me." 

"  I  am  sure  he  was,  and  proud  of  you  when 
he  did  see  you.  I  never  supposed  but  that  the 
gallant  colonel  had  some  feelings  in  his  bowels. 
Have  you  made  any  arrangements  with  him 
about  money  ?  " 

"No— none." 

''  Said  not  a  word  about  so  mundane  a  sub- 
ject ?  " 

"  I  don't  say  that ;  it  is  only  natural  that  we 
should  have  said  something.  But  as  to  income, 
he  fights  his  battle,  and  I  fight  mine." 

**  He  should  now  have  a  large  income  from 
his  profession." 

"  And  large  expenses.  I  suppose  there  is  no 
dearer  place  in  Europe  than  Constantinople." 

"All  places  are  dear  to  an  Englishman  ex- 
actly in  comparison  as  he  knows,  or  does  not 
know,  the  ways  of  the  place.  A  Turk,  I  have 
no  doubt,  could  live  there  in  a  very  genteel  sort 
of  manner  on  what  you  would  consider  a  mode- 
rate pittance." 

*'  I  suppose  he  could." 

"And  Sir  Lionel  by  this  time  should  be  a 
Turk  in  Turkey,  a  Greek  in  Greece,  or  a  Persian 
in  Bagdad."         • 

"Perhaps  he  is.     But  I  was  not     I  know  I 
shall  be  very  fairly  cleared  out  by  the  time  I  get 
to  IfOndoD ;  and  yet  I  had  expected  Vo  Vi-aN^ 
three  hundred  pounds  untouched  lYitie'* 
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"Such  expectations  always  fall  to  the  ground 
— always.  Every  quarter  I  allow  myself  exactly 
what   I   shall  want,  and  then  I  double  it  for 


do  so.' 

"  Yes,  but  then  I  put  my  quarterly  wants  at  a 
very  low  figure;  a  figure  that  would  be  quite 
-UDBuitable — quite  unintelligible  to  the  nephew 
of  a  Crcesus." 

"The  nephew  of  a  Croisus  will  have  to  put 
his  quarterly  wants  at  something  about  fifty 
pounds,  as  far  as  I  can  see." 

"  My  dear  fellow,  when  I  observe  that  water 
bubbles  up  from  a  certain  spot  every  winter  and 
every  spring,  and  occasionally  in  the  warm 
weather  too,  I  never  think  that  it  has  run  alto- 
gether dry  because  it  may  for  a  while  cease  to 
bubble  up  under  the  blazing  sun  of  August. 
Nature,  of  whose  laws  I  know  so  much,  tells  me 
that  the  water  will  come  again." 

"  Yes,  water  will  run  in  its  natural  course. 
But  when  you  have  been  supplied  by  an  arti- 
ficial pipe,  and  have  cut  that  off,  it  is  probable 
that  you  may  run  short." 

"  In  such  case  I  would  say,  that  having  a  due 
regard  to  prudence,  I  would  not  cut  off  that  very 
convenient  artificial  pipe." 

"  One  may  pay  too  dear,  Harcourt,  even  for 
one's  water." 

"  As  far  as  I  am  able  to  judge,  you  have  had 

youra  without  paying  for  it  at  all ;  and  if  you 

lose  it,  it  will  only  be  by  your  own  obstinacy, 

^  J  woald  I  had  such  an  uncle  to  ilea\  ■wilti," 

I  "I  would  you  had ;  as  for  tae,  1  ^*i^^  "S^i^ 
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fairly,  I  do  not  mean  to  deal  with  him  at 
all." 

*'I  would  I  had;  I  should  know  then  that 
eveiything  was  open  to  me.  Now  I  have  every- 
thing to  do  for  myself.  I  do  not  despair,  how- 
ever.   As  for  you,  the  ball  is  at  your  foot." 

They  talked  very  freely  with  each  other  as 
to  their  future  hopes  and  future  destinies.  Har- 
court  seemed  to  take  it  as  a  settled  matter  that 
Bertram  should  enter  himself  at  the  bar,  and 
Bertram  did  not  any  longer  contradict  him. 
Since  he  had  learnt  Miss  Waddington's  ideas 
on  the  subject,  he  expressed  no  further  desire 
to  go  into  the  church,  and  had,  in  fact,  nothing 
serious  to  say  in  favour  of  any  of  those  other 
professions  of  which  he  had  sometimes  been 
accustomed  to  speak.  There  was  nothing  but 
the  bar  left  for  him ;  and  therefore  when  Har- 
court  at  last  asked  him  the  question  plainly,  he 
said  that  he  supposed  that  such  would  be  his 
fate. 

But  on  one  subject  Bertram  did  not  speak 
openly  to  his  friend.  He  said  not  a  word  to 
him  about  Caroline.  Harcourt  was  in  many 
respects  an  excellent  friend ;  but  he  had  hardly 
that  softness  of  heart,  or  that  softness  of  ex- 
pression which  tempts  one  man  to  make  another 
a  confidant  in  an  affair  of  love.  If  Harcourt 
had  any  such  affairs  himself,  he  said  nothing  of 
them  to  Bertram,  and  at  the  present  time  Bertram 
said  nothing  on  the  subject  to  him.  He  kept 
that  care  deep  in  his  own  bosom.  He  had  as 
yet  neither  spoken  a  word  nor  writlen  z.  ^ox^ 
concerning  it  to  any  one ;  and  even  'wVie.'n.  Vy& 
£7end  had  once  casually  asked  hiia  \RVi^>3cvet  \^^ 
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had  met  much  in  the  way  of  beauty  in  Jerusalem, 
he  had  felt  himself  to  wince  as  though  the  subject 
were  too  painful  to  be  spoken  of. 

They  reached  London  about  the  middle  of 
October,  and  Harcourt  declared  that  he  must 
immediately  put  himself  again  into  harness. 
"  Ten  weeks  of  idleness,"  said  he,  "  is  more 
than  a  man  can  well  afford  who  has  to  look 
to  himself  for  everything;  and  I  have  now 
given  myself  eleven." 

"And  what  are  you  going  to  do?" 

"  Do !  work  all  day  and  read  all  night.  Take 
notice  of  all  the  dullest  cases  I  can  come 
across,  and  read  the  most  ponderous  volumes 
that  have  been  written  on  the  delightful  subject 
of  law.  A  sucking  barrister  who  means  to 
earn  his  bread  has  something  to  do — as  you 
will  soon  know." 

Bertram  soon  leamt — now  for  the  iirst  time, 
for  Harcourt  himself  had  said  nothing  on  the 
subject — that  his  friend's  name  was  already 
favourably  known,  and  that  he  had  begun  that 
career  to  which  he  so  steadily  looked  forward. 
His  ice  was  already  broken  :  he  had  been  em- 
ployed as  junior  counsel  in  the  great  case  of 
Pike  p.  Perch;  and  had  distinguished  himself 
not  a  little  by  his  success  in  turning  white  into 
black. 

"  Then  you  had  decidedly  the  worst  of  it  ? " 
said  Bertram  to  him,  when  the  matter  was 
talked  over  between  them. 

"Oh,  decidedly;  hut,  nevertheless,  we 
pulled  through.  My  opinion  all  along  was 
chat  none  of  the  Pikes  had  a  \es  \o  siarvd  u^on. 
There  were  three  of  them.    Bat  1  iio^t  'oow 
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you  with  the  case.  You'll  hear  more  of  it  some 
day,  for  it  will  be  on  again  before  the  lords- 
justices  in  the  spring." 

"  You  were  Pike's  counsel  ?  " 

"  One  of  them — the  junior.  I  had  most  of 
the  fag  and  none  of  the  honour.  That's  of 
course." 

"  And  you  think  that  Perch  ought  to  have 
succeeded  ?  " 

"Well,  talking  to  you,  I  really  think  he 
ought ;  but  I  would  not  admit  that  to  any  one 
else.  Sir  Ricketty  Giggs  led  for  us,  and  I 
know  he  thought  so  too  at  first ;  though  he  got 
so  carried  away  by  his  own  eloquence  at  last 
that  I  believe  he  changed  his  mind." 

**  Well,  if  I'd  thought  that,  I  wouldn't  have 
held  the  brief  for  all  the  Pikes  that  ever  swam.** 

"  If  a  man's  case  be  weak,  then,  he  is  to 
have  no  advocate?  That's  your  idea  of 
justice." 

"If  it  be  so  weak  that  no  one  can  be  got 
to  think  it  right,  of  course  he  should  have  no 
advocate." 

"And  how  are  you  to  know  till  you  have 
taken  the  matter  up  and  sifted  it  ?  But  what 
you  propose  is  Quixotic  in  every  way.  It  will 
not  hold  water  for  a  moment.  You  know  as 
well  as  I  do  that  no  barrister  would  keep  a  wig 
on  his  head  who  pretended  to  such  a  code  of 
morals  in  his  profession.  Such  a  doctrine  is 
a  doctrine  of  puritanism — or  purism,  which  is 
worse.  All  this  moonshine  was  very  well  for 
you  when  you  talked  of  being  a  clergyman^ 
or  an  author,  or  a  painter.  One  ?\\o^^  avxV 
si'ders  any  amount  of  nonsense  in  \he\T  eTvX\cSsn\^ 
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as  a.  matter  of  couise.  But  it  won't  do  now, 
Bertrara,  If  you  mean  to  put  your  shoulders 
to  the  wheel  in  the  only  profession  which,  to 
my  mind,  is  worthy  of  an  educated  man's 
energies,  you  must  get  rid  of  those  cobwebs," 

"  Upon  my  word,  Harcourt,  when  you  hit 
on  a  subject  you  like,  your  eloquence  is  won- 
derful. Sir  Eicketty  Gi^s  himself  could 
hardly  say  more  to  defend  his  sins  of  forty 
years'  endurance." 

Harcourt  had  spoken  in  earnest  Such  milk- 
and-water,  unpractical  scruples  were  disgusting 
to  his  very  soul.  In  thinking  of  them  to  him- 
self, he  would  call  them  unmanly.  What !  was 
such  a  fellow  as  Bertram,  a  boy  just  fresh  from 
college,  to  animadvert  upon  and  condemn  the 
practice  of  the  whole  bar  of  England?  He 
had,  too,  a  conviction,  clearly  fixed  in  his  own 
mind,  though  he  could  hardly  explain  the 
grounds  of  it  in  words,  that  in  the  long  run 
the  cause  of  justice  would  be  better  served  by 
the  present  practice  of  allowing  wrong  and 
right  to  fight  on  equal  terms  ;  by  giving  to 
wrong  the  same  privilege  that  is  given  to  right ; 
by  giving  to  wrong  even  a  wider  privilege, 
seeing  that,  being  in  itself  necessarily  weak, 
'f    needs    the     more    protection.     He    would 

slare  that  you  were  tramphng  on  the  fallen 

you  told  him  that  wrong  could  be  entitled  to 

privilege,  no  protection    whatever — to  no 

ection,  till   it  was    admitted  by  itself,  ad- 

•d  by  all,  to  be  wrong. 

•""h  had  now    to  establish  himself  in 

was  also,  as  he  thought,  under 
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and  Miss  Waddington.  He  could  not  settle 
himself  well  to  work  before  he  had  done  both. 
One  preliminary  business  he  did  settle  for  him- 
self, in  order  that  his  unde,  when  he  saw  him, 
might  know  that  his  choice  for  the  bar  was 
made  up  and  past  recalling.  He  selected  that 
great  and  enduring  Chancery  barrister,  Mr. 
Neversaye  Die,  as  the  Gamaliel  at  whose  feet 
he  would  sit ;  as  the  fountain  from  whence  he 
would  draw  the  coming  waters  of  his  own 
eloquence ;  as  the  instructor  of  his  legal  infancy 
and  guide  of  his  legal  youth.  Harcourt  was  at 
the  Common  Law  bar,  and  therefore  he  recom- 
mended the  other  branch  of  the  profession  to 
his  friend.  "The  Common  Law,"  said  he, 
"  may  have  the  most  dash  about  it ;  but  Chan- 
cery has  the  substance."  George,  after  think- 
ing over  the  matter  for  some  days,  gave  it 
as  his  opinion  that  Chancery  barristers  were 
rogues  of  a  dye  somewhat  less  black  than  the 
others,  and  that  he  would  select  to  be  a  rogue 
of  that  colour.  The  matter  was  therefore  so 
settled. 

His  first  step,  then,  was  to  see  his  uncle. 
He  told  himself — and  as  he  thought,  truly — 
that  his  doing  so  was  a  duty,  disagreeable  in 
all  respects,  to  be  attended  with  no  pecuniary 
results,  but  necessary  to  be  performed.  In 
truth,  however,  the  teaching  of  Sir  Lionel  and 
Harcourt  had  not  been  altogether  without 
effect :  at  this  present  moment,  having  just  paid 
to  Mr.  Neversaye  Die  his  first  yearly  contri- 
bution, he  was  well-nigh  penniless  ;  and,  after 
all^  if  a  rich  uncle  have  money  to  "^e'sXicyw^ 
w/jy  should  he  not  bestow  it  on  a  xie^V^^*^ 
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Money,  at  any  rate,  was  not  in  itse'f  deleterious. 
So  much  George  was  already  prepared  lo 
allow. 

He  therefore  called  on  his  uncle  in  the  City. 
"  Ha  !  George— what ;  you're  back,  are  you  ? 
Well,  come  and  dine  at  Hadley  to-morrow.  1 
must  be  at  the  Bank  before  three.  Good-bye, 
my  boy." 

This  was  all  his  uncle  said  to  him  at  their 
first  meeting.  Then  he  saw  Mr.  Prilchett  for 
a  moment. 

"  Oh,  Mr.  George,  1  am  glad  to  see  you 
back,  sir  ;  very  glad  indeed,  sir.  I  hear  you 
have  been  to  very  foreign  parts.  I  hope  you 
have  always  found  the  money  right,  Mr. 
George  ?  " 

Mr.  George,  shaking  hands  with  him,  warmly 
assured  him  that  the  money  had  always  been 
quite  right— as  long  as  it  lasted. 

"  A  little  does  not  go  a  long  way,  I'm  sure, 
in  those  very  foreign  parts,"  said  Mr,  Pritchett, 
oracularly,  "  But,  Mr.  George,  why  didn't  you 
write,  eh,  Mr.  George  ?  " 

"  Vou  don't  mean  to  say  that  my  uncle  ex- 
pected to  hear  from  me  ?  " 

"  He  asked  very  often  whether  I  had  any 
tidings.  Ah !  Mr.  George,  you  don't  know 
an  old  man's  ways  yet.  It  would  have  been 
better  for  you  to  have  been  led  by  me.  And 
so  you  have  seen  Mr.  Lionel— Sir  Lionel,  I 
should  say  now.  I  hope  Sir  Lionel  is  quite 
well." 

George  told  him  that  he  had  found  his  father 
in  excellent  health,  and  was  ^o\rv%  a.wa.y,  when 
Mr.  Pritchett  asked  anolhet  t\ues.^:\oti,  q\  xi-Owit 
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nude  aoother  obserratioo.  "  And  so  vou  saw 
Miss  Waddii^ton,  did  you,  Mr.  George  ?  " 

Bertzam  felt  that  there  was  that  in  his  coun- 
tenance  which  might  again  betray  him  ;  but  he 
managed  to  turn  away  his  face  as  he  said, 
"Yes^  I  did  meet  her,  quite  by  chance,  at 
Jerasalem." 

"At  Jerusalem !*[  said  Mr.  Pritchett,  with 
such  a  look  of  surprise,  with  such  an  awe-struck 
tone,  as  might  have  suited  some  acquainUince 
of  ^neas's,  on  hearing  that  gentleman  tell  how 
he  had  travelled  beyond  the  St}*!.  Mr.  Pritchett 
was  rather  fat  and  wheezy,  and  the  effort  made 
him  sigfa  gendy  for  the  next  two  minutes. 

Berteun  had  put  on  his  hat  and  was  going, 
when  Mr.  Pritchett,  recovering  himself,  asked 
yet  a  further  question.  "And  what  did  you 
think  of  Miss  Waddington,  sir  ?  " 

**  Think  of  her  ! "  said  George. 

"A  very  beautiful  young  lady;  isn't  she? 
and  clever,  too.  I  knew  her  father  well,  Mr. 
George — ^very  well.  Isn't  she  a  very  handsome 
young  lady?  Ah,  well!  she  hasn't  money 
enough,  Mr.  George ;  that's  the  fact ;  that's  the 
feet  But " — and  Mr.  Pritchett  whispered  as  he 
continued — **  the  old  gentleman  might  make  it 
more,  Mr.  George." 

Mr.  Pritchett  had  a  somewhat  melancholy  way 
of  speaking  of  everything.  It  was  more  in  his 
tone  than  in  his  words.  And  this  tone,  which 
was  all  but  sepulchral,  was  perhaps  owing  rather 
to  a  short  neck  and  an  asthmatic  tendency  than 
to  any  real  sorrow  or  natural  lowness  of  spirits. 
Those  who  saw  Mr.  Pritchett  oftexv  ^toXi^JcX'^ 
remembered  this,  and  counted  on  '\X ',  \5>aX  Hivx^x 
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George  there  was  always  a  graveyard  touch 
about  these  little  interviews.  He  could  not, 
therefore,  but  have  some  melancholy  presenti- 
ment when  he  heard  Miss  Waddington  spoken 
of  in  such  a  tone. 

On  the  following  day  he  went  down  to  Hadley, 
and,  as  was  customary  there,  found  that  he  was 
to  spend  the  evening  iiie-^-tUe  with  his  uncle. 
Nothing  seemed  changed  since  he  had  left  it : 
his  uncle  came  in  just  before  dinner,  and  poked 
the  fire  exactly  as  he  had  done  on  the  last  visit 
George  had  paid  him  after  a  long  absence. 
"Come,  John,  we're  three  minutes  late!  why 
don't  we  have  dinner  ?  "  He  asked  no  question 
— at  least,  not  at  first— either  about  Sir  Lionel 
or  about  Jerusalem,  and  seemed  resolute  to  give 
the  traveller  none  of  that  kdat,  to  pay  to  his 
adventures  none  of  that  deferential  awe  which 
had  been  so  wel!  expressed  by  Mr.  Pritchett  in 
two  words. 

But  Mr.  Bertram,  though  he  always  began  so 
coldly,  did  usually  improve  after  a  few  hours. 
His  tone  would  gradually  become  less  cynical 
and  harsh;  his  words  would  come  out  more 
freely  ;  and  he  would  appear  somewhat  less 
anxious  to  wound  the  amour  propre  of  his 
companion. 

"Are  you  much  wiser  for  your  travels, 
George?"  he  said  at  last,  when  John  had  taken 
away  the  dinner,  and  they  were  left  alone  with 
a  bottle  of  port  wine  betn-een  them.  This,  too, 
was  asked  in  a  very  cynical  tone,  but  still  there 
was  some  improvement  in  the  very  fact  of  his 
deigning  to  allude  to  the  jouiTvev- 
"  Yes,  I  think  I  am  rather  'n\sct,"  
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"Well,  I'm  glad  of  that  As  you  have  lost 
a  year  in  your  profession,  it  is  well  that  you 
should  have  gained  something.  Has  your 
accession  of  wisdom  been  very  extensive  ?  "        | 

"  Somewhat  short  of  Solomon's,  sir ;  but  pro- 
bably quite  as  much  as  I  should  have  picked  up 
had  I  remained  in  London."  1 

"  That  is  very  probable.  I  suppose  you  have 
not  the  slightest  idea  how  much  it  cost  you. 
Indeed,  that  would  be  a  very  vulgar  way  of 
looking  at  it" 

"  Thanks  to  your  unexpected  kindness,  I  have 
not  been  driven  to  any  very  close  economy." 

**  Ah  !  that  was  Pritchett's  doing.  He  seemed 
afraid  that  the  land  would  not  flow  with  milk 
and  honey  unless  your  pocket  was  fairly  pro- 
vided. But  of  course  it's  your  own  affair, 
George.     It  is  money  borrowed ;  that's  alL" 

George  did  not  quite  understand  what  this 
meant,  and  remained  silent ;  but  at  one  moment 
it  was  almost  on  his  tongue  to  say  that  it  ought 
at  least  to  be  admitted  that  the  borrower  had  not 
been  very  pressing  in  his  application. 

"  And  I  suppose  you  have  come  back  empty  ?  " 
continued  his  uncle. 

George  then  explained  exactly  how  he  stood 
with  regard  to  money,  saying  how  he  had  put 
himself  into  the  hands  of  Mr.  Neversaye  Die, 
how  he  had  taken  chambers  in  the  Middle 
Temple,  and  how  a  volume  of  Blackstone  was 
already  lying  open  in  his  dingy  sitting-room. 

"  Very  well,  very  well.     I  have  no  objection 
whatever.     You  will  perhaps  make  nothing  at 
the  bar,  and  certainly  never  the  hall  >N\v'aX.  -^qn^ 
would  have  done  with  Messrs.  Drj  au&.SxiOgL'aXixX., 
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Eut  that's  your  affair.  The  bar  is  thoroughly 
respectable,  By-the-by,  is  your  father  satisfied 
with  it  as  a  profession?"  This  was  the  first 
allusion  that  Mr.  Bertram  had  made  to  his 
brother. 

"  Perfectly  so,"  said  George, 

"Eecauseof  course  you  were  bound  to  consult 
him,"  If  this  was  intended  for  irony,  it  was  so 
well  masked  that  George  was  not  able  to  be 
sure  of  it. 

"  I  did  consiUt  him,  sir,"  said  George,  turning 
red  in  accordance  with  that  inveterate  and  stupid 
habit  of  his. 

"That  was  right.  And  did  you  consult  him 
about  another  thing  ?  did  you  ask  him  what  you 
were  to  live  on  till  such  time  as  you  could  earn 
your  own  bread  ?  " 

In  answer  to  this,  George  was  obliged  to  own 
that  he  did  not  "There  was  no  necessity," 
said  he,  '"for  he  knows  that  I  have  my 
fellowship." 

"  Oh !  ah  !  yes ;  and  that  of  course  relieves 
him  of  any  further  cause  for  anxiety  in  the 
matter.    I  foi^i  that." 

"  Uncle  George,  you  are  always  very  hard  on 
my  felher;  much  too  hard." 

"Ami?" 

"  1  think  you  are.  As  regards  his  duty  to  me, 
if  I  do  not  complain,  you  need  not." 

"  Oh !  that  is  it,  is  it  ?  I  did  think  that  up  to 
this,  his  remissness  in  doing  his  duty  as  a  father 
had  fallen  rather  on  my  shoulders  than  on  yours. 
But  I  suppose  I  have  been  mistaken ;  eh  ?  " 

"At  any  rate,  if  you  kiveto  tomplain,  your 
f<oinpl»iM  should  be  msiic  to  \»m,  tisa  \q  to*^ 
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'*  But  you  see  I  have  not  time  to  run  across 
the  world  to  Jerusalem ;  and  were  I  to  do  so, 
the  chances  are  ten  to  one  I  should  not  catch 
him.  If  you  will  ask  Pritchett  too,  you  will  find 
that  your  father  is  not  the  best  correspondent 
in  the  world.  Perhaps  he  has  sent  back  by 
you  some  answer  to  Pritchett's  half-yearly 
letters  ?  " 

"  He  has  sent  nothing  by  me." 

"  I'll  warrant  he  has  not.  But  come,  George, 
own  the  truth.  Did  he  borrow  money  from  you 
when  he  saw  you  ?  If  he  did  not,  he  showed  a 
very  low  opinion  of  your  finances  and  my 
liberaUty." 

George  might  have  declared,  without  any 
absolute  falseness,  that  his  father  had  borrowed 
no  money  of  him.  But  he  had  not  patience  at 
the  present  moment  to  distinguish  between  what 
would  be  false  and  what  not  false  in  defending 
his  father's  character.  He  could  not  but  feel 
that  his  father  had  behaved  very  shabbily  to 
him,  and  that  Sir  Lionel's  conduct  could  not  be 
defended  in  detail.  But  he  also  felt  that  his 
uncle  was  quite  unjustifiable  in  wounding  him 
by  such  attacks.  It  was  not  to  him  that  Mr. 
Bertram  should  have  complained  of  Sir  Lionel's 
remissness  in  money  matters.  He  resolved  that 
he  would  not  sit  by  and  hear  his  father  so 
spoken  of;  and,  therefore,  utterly  disregardful 
of  what  might  be  the  terribly  ill  effects  of  his 
uncle's  anger,  he  thus  spoke  out  in  a  tone  not 
of  the  meekest : 

"I  will  neither  defend  my  father,  Mr.  E«t- 
tram ;  nor  will  I  sit  still  and  heat  Yiiia  %o  ^^c^8.^w 
o£    How  far  you  may  have  just  "^<^>^tA  o^ 
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complaint  against  hira,  I  do  not  know,  nor  will 
1  inquire.  He  is  my  father,  and  that  should 
protect  hia  name  in  my  presence."  , 

"  Hoity,  toity  ! " 

"  I  will  ask  you  to  hear  me  if  you  please,  sir. 
I  have  received  very  many  good  offices  from 
you,  for  which  I  heartily  thank  you.  I  am 
awate  that  I  owe  to  you  all  my  education  and 
support  up  to  this  time.  This  debt  I  fear  I  can 
never  pay,'' 

"  And  therefore,  like  some  other  people,  you 
are  inclined  to  resent  it." 

"  No,  by  heaven  !  I  would  resent  nothing  said 
by  you  to  myself;  but  I  will  not  sit  by  and  hear 
my  father  ill  spoken  of.  I  will  not — no;  not 
for  all  the  money  which  you  could  give  or  leave 
me.  It  seems  to  me  tliat  what  I  spend  of 
your  money  is  added  up  as  a  debt  against  my 
father " 

"Pray  don't  imagine,  my  boy,  that  that  is 
any  burden  to  him." 

"  It  is  a  burden  to  me,  and  I  will  endure  it 
no  longer.  While  at  school,  I  knew  nothing  of 
these  things,  and  not  much  while  I  was  at 
college.  Now  I  do  know  something,  and  feel 
something.  If  you  please,  sir,  I  will  renounce 
any  further  assistance  from  you  whatever ;  and 
beg,  in  return,  that  you  will  say  nothing  further 
to  me  as  to  any  quarrel  there  may  be  between 
you  and  Sir  Lionel." 

"  Quarrel  I "  said  his  uncle,  getting  up  and 
standing  with  his  back  to  the  fire.  "He  has 
not  spirit  enough  to  quarrel  with  me." 

"  Well,  I  have,"  said  George,  who  was  now 
walking  about  the  room ;  and  faooi  ft»t  fci«s  «x 
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his  eyes,  it  certainly  appeared  that  he  spoke  the 
truth  in  this  respect 

"  I  know  the  bitterness  of  your  spirit  against 
your  brother,"  continued  George;  "but  your 
feelings  should  teach  you  not  to  show  it  before 
his  son." 

Mr.  Bertram  was  still  standing  with  his 
hands  in  his  pockets,  leaning  against  the  man- 
telpiece, with  his  coat-tails  over  his  arms.  He 
said  nothing  further  at  once,  but  continued  to 
fix  his  eyes  on  his  nephew,  who  was  now  walking 
backwards  and  forwards  from  one  end  of  the 
room  to  the  other  with  great  vehemence.  "  I 
think,"  at  last  said  George,  "that  it  will  be 
better  that  I  should  go  back  to  town.  Good- 
night, sir." 

"  You  are  an  ass,"  said  his  uncle, 

"Very  likely,"  said  George.  " But  asses  will 
kick  sometimes." 

"  And  bray  too,"  said  his  uncle. 

There  was  a  certain  spirit  about  them  both 
which  made  it  difficult  for  either  altogether  to 
get  the  better  of  the  other. 

"  That  I  may  bray  no  more  in  your  hearing, 
I  will  wish  you  good-night."  And  again  he 
held  out  his  hand  to  the  old  man. 

His  uncle  took  hold  of  his  hand,  but  he  did 
not  go  through  the  process  of  shaking  it,  nor 
did  he  at  once  let  it  go  again.  He  held  it  there 
for  a  time,  looking  steadfastly  into  his  nephew's 
fece,  and  then  he  dropped  it.  "  You  had  better 
sit  down  and  drink  your  wine,"  he  said  at  last. 

"  I  had  rather  return  to  town,"  said  G^o\%^^ 
stoutly, 

''And  I  had  rather  you  stay ed  Yvei^ J^  ^i\^^i^^» 
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wtcle,  in  a  tone  oTrace  that  for  hira  was  good- 
humoured.  "Come,  joa  need  dm  be  in  a  pet, 
like  a  child.  Siaj  where  70a  are  now,  and  if 
you  don't  like  to  come  again,  wbf  job  can  staj 
away," 

As  this  was  uid  in  the  manner  ol  a  reqnest, 
George  did  again  sit  down.  "  It  will  be  focJish 
to  make  a  fuss  about  it,"  said  he  to  himself; 
"and  what  he  says  is  true.  I  seed  not  come 
agnin,  and  I  wilt  not"  So  he  sat  down  and 
again  sipped  his  wine. 

"So  you  saw  Caroline  at  Jerasalem?"  said 
the  old  man,  after  a  pause  of  about  twenty 
minutes. 

"  Yes,  I  met  her  with  Miss  Baker.  But  who 
toll!  you  ?  " 

"Who  told  rae?  Why,  Miss  Baker,  of  course. 
They  were  both  here  for  a  week  after  their 
return." 

"  Here  in  this  house  ?" 

"  Why  shouldn't  they  be  here  in  this  house  ? 
Miss  Baker  is  usually  here  three  or  four  tinaes 
every  year." 

"  Is  she  i" "  said  George,  quite  startled  by  the 
toformalion.  Why  on  earth  had  Miss  Baker 
not  told  him  of  this  ? 

"And  what  did  you  think  of  Caroline?" 
ssked  Mr.  Bertiain. 

"  Think  of  her?  "  said  George. 

"Perhaps  you  did  not  think  anything  about 
ber  at  alL  If  so.  I  shall  be  delighted  to  punish 
ha  vanity  hj  letting  her  so.  She  bad  thought 
a  gnat  deal  about  you ;  or,  at  any  rate,  ^e 
o&d  as  Ihoogh  sh«  had." 
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almost  made  him  forgive  his  uncle  the  injury 
he  had  received.  **  Oh,  yes,  I  did  think  of 
her,"  said  he.    "  I  thought  of  her  a  little  at  least." 

"  Oh,  a  little ! " 

"  Well,  I  mean  as  much  as  one  does  generally 
think  of  people  one  meets — perhaps  rather  more 
than  of  others.  She  is  very  handsome  and 
clever,  and  what  I  saw  of  her  I  liked." 

"She  is  a  favourite  of  mine — very  much  so. 
Only  that  you  are  too  young,  and  have  not  as 
yet  a  shilling  to  depend  on,  she  might  have 
done  for  a  wife  for  you." 

And  so  saying,  he  drew  the  candles  to  him, 
took  up  his  newspaper,  and  was  very  soon  fast 
asleep. 

George  said  nothing  further  that  night  to  his 
uncle  about  Caroline,  but  he  sat  longing  that 
the  old  man  might  again  broach  the  subject. 
He  was  almost  angry  with  himself  for  not  having 
told  his  uncle  the  whole  truth;  but  then  he 
reflected  that  Caroline  had  not  yet  acknow- 
ledged that  she  felt  anything  like  affection  for 
him  ;  and  he  said  to  himself,  over  and  over 
again,  that  he  was  sure  she  would  not  marry 
him  without  loving  him  for  all  the  rich  uncles 
in  Christendom ;  and  yet  it  was  a  singular  coin- 
cidence that  he  and  his  uncle  should  have 
thought  of  the  same  marriage. 

The  next  morning  he  was  again  more  sur- 
prised. On  coming  down  to  the  breakfast- 
parlour,  he  found  his  uncle  there  before  him, 
walking  up  and  down  the  room  with  his  hands 
behind  his  back.  As  soon  as  G^OT%<i  "W^ 
entered,  his  uncle  stopped  his  w^Wl,  ^.xA  Xi'ac^^ 
him  shut  the  door. 
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"George,"  said  he,  ** perhaps  you  are  not 
very  often  right,  either  in  what  you  do  or  what 
you  say ;  but  last  night  you  were  right.** 

"  Sir !  '• 

"Yes,  last  night  you  were  right.  Whatever 
may  have  been  your  father's  conduct,  you  were 
right  to  defend  it ;  and,  bad  as  it  has  been,  I 
was  wrong  to  speak  of  it  as  it  deserved  before 
you.     I  will  not  do  so  again." 

"Thank  you,  sir,'*  said  George,  his  eyes 
almost  full  of  tears. 

"That  is  what  I  suppose  the  people  in  the 
army  call  an  ample  apology.  Perhaps,  how- 
ever, it  may  be  made  a  little  more  ample.** 

"Sir,  sir,**  said  George,  not  quite  under- 
standing him  ;  "  pray  do  not  say  anything 
more.** 

"  No,  I  won'tj  for  I  have  got  nothing  more 
to  say ;  only  this :  Pritchett  wants  to  see  you. 
Be  with  him  at  three  o*clock  to-day.** 

At  three  o'clock  Bertram  was  with  Pritchett, 
and  learned  from  that  gentleman,  in  the  most 
frozen  tone  of  which  he  was  capable,  and 
with  sundry  little,  good-humoured,  asthmatic 
chuckles,  that  he  had  been  desired  to  make 
.arrangements  for  paying  to  Mr.  George  regularly 
an  income  of  two  hundred  a  year,  to  be  paid  in 
the  way  of  annuity  till  Mr.  Bertram's  death, 
and  to  be  represented  by  an  adequate  sum  in 
the  fimds  whenever  that  much-to-be-lamented 
event  should  take  place. 

"  To  be  sure,  sir,"  said  Pritchett,  "  two  hun- 
dred a  year  is  nothing  for  you,  Mr.  George; 
but " 

But  two  hundred  a  year  was  a  great  deal  to 
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George.  That  morning  he  had  been  very  much 
puzzled  to  think  how  he  was  to  keep  himself 
going  till  he  might  be  able  to  open  the  small 
end  of  the  law's  golden  eggs. 


CHAPTER  XIII 

LITTLEBATH 

I  ABHOR  a  mystery.  I  would  fain,  were  it 
possible,  have  my  tale  run  through  from  its 
little  prologue  to  the  customary  marriage  in  its 
last  chapter,  with, all  the  smoothness  incidental 
to  ordinary  life.  I  have  no  ambition  to  surprise 
my  reader.  Castles  with  unknown  passages  are 
not  compatible  with  my  homely  muse.  I  would 
as  lief  have  to  do  with  a  giant  in  my  book — 
a  real  giant,  such  as  Goliath — as  with  a  mur- 
dering monk  with  a  scowling  eye.  The  age  for 
such  delights  is,  I  think,  gone.  We  may  say 
historically  of  Mrs.  Radcliffe's  time  that  there 
were  mysterious  sorrows  in  those  days.  They 
are  now  as  much  out  of  date  as  are  the 
giants. 

I  would  wish  that  a  serene  gratification  might 
How  from  my  pages,  unsullied  by  a  single  start 
Now  I  am  aware  that  there  is  that  in  the  last 
chapter  which  appears  to  offend  against  the 
spirit  of  calm  recital  which  I  profess.  People 
will  begin  to  think  that  they  are  to  be  kept  in 
the  dark  as  to  who  is  who ;  that  it  as  mXenL^'^^ 
that  their  interest  in  the  novel  ^Yi-aXi  ^^-^ecA. 
partlf  on  a  guess.      I  would  ms\\  Xo  \ia.N^  x^a 
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i  guessing,  and  therefore  I  at  once  proceed  to  tell 
all  about  it. 

Miss  Caroline  Waddington  was  the  grand- 
daughter of  old  Mr.  George  Bertram ;  and  was, 
therefore,  speaking  with  absolute  technical  pro- 

tpriety,  the  first-cousin  once  removed  of  her 
lover,  young  Mr.  George  Bertram — a  degree  of 
relationship  which  happily  admits  of  love  and 
matrimony. 

Old  Mr,  Bertram  has  once  or  twice  been  al- 
luded to  as  a  bachelor;  and  most  of  those  who 
were  best  acquainted  with  him  had  no  doubt  of 
his  being  so.  To  you,  my  reader,  is  permitted 
the  great  privilege  of  knowing  that  he  was 
married  very  early  in  life.  He,  doubtless,  had 
his  reasons  for  keeping  this  matter  a.  secret  at 
the  time,  and  the  very  early  death  of  his  wife 
Baved  liim  from  the  necessity  of  much  talking 
about  it  afterwards.  His  wife  had  died  in  giving 
birth  to  a  daughter,  but  the  child  had  survived. 
There  was  then  living  a  sister  of  Mrs.  Bertram's, 
who  had  been  married  some  few  years  to  a  Mr. 
Baker,  and  the  infant  was  received  into  this 
family,  of  which  our  friend  Miss  Baker  was  a 
child.  Miss  Baker  was  therefore  a  niece,  by 
marriage,  of  Mr.  Bertram.  la  this  family, 
Ca/oline  Bertram  was  educated,  and  she  and 
Mary  Baker  were  brought  up  together  as  sisters. 
During  this  time  Mr.  Bertram  did  his  duty  by 
his  daughter  as  regards  money,  as  far  as  his 
means  then  went,  and  was  known  in  that  family 
to  be  her  father ;  but  elsewhere  he  was  not  so 
known.     The  Bakers  lived  in  France,  and  the 

£ict  of  bis  having  any  such  don\estvc<\e -was  t\oi. 

suspected  among  his  acquaintance  ■\.'q."E.-v\^i^&. 
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In  the  course  of  time  his  daughter  married 
one  Mr.  Waddington,  hardly  with  the  full 
consent  of  the  Bakers,  for  Mr.  Waddington's 
means  were  small  —  but  not  decidedly  in 
opposition  to  it;  nor  had  the  marriage  been 
opposed  by  Mr.  Bertram.  He  of  course  was 
asked  to  assist  in  supplying  money  for  the 
young  couple.  This  he  refused  to  givej  but 
he  offered  to  Mr.  Waddington  occupation  by 
which  an  income  could  be  earned.  Mr.  Wad- 
dington wisely  acceded  to  his  views,  and,  had 
he  lived,  would  doubtless  have  lived  to  become 
a  rich  man.  He  died,  however,  within  four 
years  of  his  marriage,  and  it  so  fell  out  that  his 
wife  did  not  survive  him  above  a  year  or  two. 

Of  this  marriage,  Caroline  Waddington,  our 
heroine,  was  the  sole  offspring.  Mr.  Wadding- 
ton's  commercial  enterprises  had  not  caused  him 
to  live  in  London,  though  he  had  been  required 
to  be  there  frequently.  Mr.  Bertram  had,  there- 
fore, seen  more  of  him  than  of  his  own  daughter. 
The  infant  had  been  bom  in  the  house  of  the 
Bakers,  and  there  she  was  brought  up.  As 
an  orphan  of  four  years  old,  she  had  come  under 
the  care  of  Mary  Baker,  and  under  her  care  she 
remained.  Miss  Baker  was  therefore  not  in 
truth  her  aunt.  What  was  their  exact  relation- 
ship I  leave  as  a  calculation  to  those  conversant 
with  the  mysteries  of  genealogy.  I  believe  my- 
self that  she  was  almost  as  nearly  connected 
with  her  lover. 

When  Mr.  Waddington  and  his  daughter  were 
both  dead,  Mr.  Bertram  felt  himsdi  \.o  \i^  ^^- 
gether  relieved  from  family  ties.    1^^  '^^'^  'c^^'^ 
yet  an  old  man,  being  then  about.  Mt^-?vN^\'^^'^ 


I 


234.  The  Bertrams 

he  was  a  very  rich  man.  It  was  of  course  con- 
sidered that  he  would  provide  liberally  for  his 
grandchild.  But  when  asked  to  do  so  by  Miss 
Baker,  he  had  replied  that  she  was  provided  for ; 
that  he  had  enabled  the  child's  father  to  leave 
behind  him  four  thousand  pounds,  which  for  a 
girl  was  a  provision  sufficiently  liberal ;  that  he 
would  not  give  rise  to  false  hopes  that  she  would 
be  his  heiress ;  but  that  if  his  niece,  Mary  Baker, 
would  take  the  charge  of  her,  he  would  allow  an 
income  for  the  purpose.  This  he  had  done  with 
sufficient  liberality. 

All  that  is  mysterious  has  now,  I  believe,  been 
unravelled,  and  we  may  go  back  to  our  story. 
Of  Mr.  Pritchett,  we  should  perhaps  say  a  word. 
He  had  been  habituated  in  his  sundry  money 
dealings  to  look  on  Miss  Baker  as  his  patron's 
niece,  and  had  always  called  her  as  such.  In- 
deed, the  connection  had  been  so  far  back  that 
he  usually  styled  her  Miss  Mary.  But  he  did 
not  know,  nor — though  he  was  very  suspicious 
on  the  matter — did  he  quite  suspect  what  was 
the  truth  as  to  Miss  Waddington.  She  was 
niece  to  his  patron's  niece ;  he  knew  no  more 
than  that,  excepting,  of  course,  that  she  was  the 
daughter  of  Mr,  Waddington,  and  that  she  was 
mistress  in  her  own  right  of  four  thousand 
pounds, 

Mr,  Pritchett  was  very  anxious  about  his 
patron's  wealth.  Here  was  Mr,  Bertram  turned 
seventy  years  of  age — Mr,  Pritchett  himself  was 
sixty-six — and  no  one  knew  who  was  to  be  his 
heir.  As  far  as  he,  Mr.  Pritchett,  was  aware, 
Ai?  Jiad  no  heir,  Mr.  George  vjovAi  ■na.V-w^Si'j 
ie  so — so  thought  Mr.  Pritchett  ■,  aTi4  &&  tfi.4- 
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man's  apparent  anxiety  respecting  his  nephew, 
the  habit  which  he  had  now  given  himself  for 
years  of  paying  the  cost  of  that  nephew^s  edu- 
cation, and  the  income  which  he  now  allowed 
him,  all  led  to  such  a  conclusion.  But  then  the 
uncle  liked  so  well  to  lead,  and  Mr.  George  was  so 
unwilling  to  be  led!  Had  Waddington  lived, 
he  would  have  been  the  heir,  doubtless.  Miss 
Waddington  might  still  be  so,  or  even  Miss 
Baker.  Mr.  Bertram,  in  his  way,  was  certainly 
very  fond  of  Miss  Baker.  It  was  thus  that  Mr. 
Pritchett  speculated  from  day  to  day.  George, 
however,  was  always  regarded  by  him  as  the 
favourite  in  the  race. 

And  now  at  last  we  may  return  to  our  story. 

Having  seen  his  uncle,  George's  next  business 
was  to  see  his  lady-love.  His  was  a  disposition 
which  would  not  allow  him  to  remain  quiet  while 
his  hopes  were  so  doubtful  and  his  heart  so 
racked.  Had  he  been  travelling  with  Miss 
Baker  ever  since,  and  living  in  daily  intercourse 
with  Caroline,  it  is  probable  enough  that  he 
might  by  this  time  have  been  half  tired  of  her. 
But  his  love  had  had  no  such  safety-valve,  and 
was  now,  therefore,  bubbling  and  boiling  within 
his  heart  in  a  manner  very  subversive  of  legal 
accuracy  and  injurious  to  legal  studies. 

It  was  absolutely  necessary,  he  said  to  him- 
self, that  he  should  know  on  what  ground  he 
stood ;  absolutely  necessary,  also,  that  he  should 
be  able  to  talk  to  some  one  on  the  subject.  So 
he  wrote  to  Miss  Baker,  saying  that  he  intended 
to  do  himself  the  pleasure  of  let^wva^  \sl^ 
acquaintance  with  her  at  L.\l\:\e\ia.\5£v^  ^sA  V^ 
determined  to  see  Arthur  WiWLixiSOtv  otl^kl^^^ 
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These  were  the  days  in  which  Wilkinson  was 
taking  pupils  at  Oxford,  the  days  in  which  he 
used  to  think  so  much  of  Adela  Gauntlet. 

The  meeting  of  the  two  friends  was  sufBciently 
joyous ;  for  such  love  sorrows  as  those  which 
oppressed  Berlrani  when  sitting  in  the  chambers 
of  Mr.  Neversaye  Die  rarely  oppress  a  young 
man  in  moments  which  would  otherwise  be 
jovial.  And  Arthur  had  at  this  lime  gotten  over 
one  misery,  and  not  yet  fallen  into  another.  He 
had  obtained  the  fellowship  which  he  had  hardly 
expected,  and  was  commencing  the  life  of  a  don, 
with  all  a  don's  comforts  around  him. 

"  Well,  upon  my  word,  I  envy  you,  Arthur ;  I 
do,  indeed,"  said  Bertram,  looking  round  his 
cousin's  room  at  Balliol  as  they  sat  down  to 
pass  an  evening  quietly  together.  "  This  was 
what  I  always  looked  forward  to,  as  you  did 
aiso;  you  have  obtained  it,  I  have  forsworn 
it." 

"  Your  envy  cannot  be  very  envious,"  said 
Wilkinson,  laughing,  "as  a!!  my  bliss  is  still 
within  your  own  reach.  Vou  have  still  your 
rooms  at  Oriel  if  you  choose  to  go  into  them." 
For  Bertram  had  been  elected  to  a  fellowship 
at  that  college. 

"Ahl  that's  easily  said;  but  somehow  it 
couldn't  be.  1  don't  know  why  it  is,  Arthur  ; 
but  1  have  panted  to  have  the  privileges  of  an 
ordained  priest,  and  yet  it  is  not  to  be  so.  I 
have  looked  forward  to  ordination  as  the  highest 
ambition  of  a  man,  but  yet  I  shall  never  be 
erdained," 
"  Why  not,  George  ?  " 
"It  is  not  my  destiny." 
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*'0n    such    a  subject,   do    not    talk    such 


nonsense." 


**  Well,  at  any  rate  it  will  not  be  my  lot.  I 
do  not  mind  telling  you,  Arthur,  but  there  is 
no  one  else  to  whom  I  could  own  how  weak  I 
am.  There  have  been  moments  since  I  have 
been  away  in  which  I  have  sworn  to  devote 
myself  to  this  work,  so  sworn  when  every  object 
around  me  was  gifted  with  some  solemn  tie 
which  should  have  made  my  oath  sacred ;  and 
yet '' 

**  Well — and  yet  ?  as  yet  everything  is  in  your 
own  power." 

"  No,  Arthur,  no,  it  is  not  so ;  I  am  now  one 
of  the  myrmidons  of  that  most  special  of  special 
pleaders,  Mr.  Neversaye  Die.  I  have  given 
myself  over  to  the  glories  of  a  horse-hair  wig ; 
'whereas'  and  'heretofore'  must  now  be  my 
gospel ;  it  is  my  doom  to  propagate  falsehood 
instead  of  truth.  The  struggle  is  severe  at 
first;  there  is  a  little  revulsion  of  feeling;  but 
I  shall  do  it  very  well  after  a  time ;  as  easily,  I 
have  no  doubt,  as  Harcourt  does." 

"  It  is  Harcourt  who  has  led  you  to  this." 

"  Perhaps  so,  partly ;  but  no — I  wrong  myself 
in  that.  It  has  not  been  Harcourt.  I  have 
been  talked  over ;  I  have  weakly  allowed  myself 
to  be  talked  out  of  my  own  resolve,  but  it  has 
not  been  done  by  Harcourt  I  must  tell  you 
all :  it  is  for  that  that  I  came  here." 

And  then  he  told  the  history  of  his  love; 
that  history  which  to  men  of  twenty-four  and 
girls  of  twenty  is  of  such  vital  \ta^OT\:axix:.^,     K. 
young  man  when  first  he  loves,  2lti^  ^x^V.  Vxvss^^ 
that  his  love  is  frequent  in  ftie  xYvoxx^V.^  oS.  ^^ 
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woman  he  has  chosen,  feels  himself  to  be 
separated  from  all  humanity  by  an  amber- 
tinted  cloud — to  be  enveloped  in  a  mystery  of 
which  common  mortals  know  notlilng.  He 
shakes  his  mane  as  he  walks  on  with  rapid 
step,  and  regards  himself  almost  as  a  god. 

"  And  did  she  object  to  your  taking  orders  ?  " 
asked  Wilkinson, 

"  Object !  no,  I  am  nothing  to  her ;  nothing 
on  earth.  She  would  not  have  objected  to  my 
being  a  shoemaker ;  but  she  said  that  she  would 
advise  me  to  think  of  the  one  trade  as  soon 
as  the  other." 

"  I  cannot  say  that  I  think  she  showed  either 
good  feeling  or  good  taste,"  said  Wilkinson, 
stiffly. 

"  Ah  !  my  dear  fellow,  you  do  not  know  her. 
There  was  no  bad  taste  in  it,  as  she  said  it,  I 
would  defy  her  to  say  anything  in  bad  taste. 
But,  Arthur,  that  does  not  matter.  I  have  told 
her  that  I  should  go  to  tlie  bar ;  and,  as  a  man 
of  honour,  I  must  keep  my  word  to  her," 

His  cousin  had  not  much  inclination  to 
lecture  him.  Wilkinsoa  himsulf  was  now  a 
clergyman  ;  but  he  had  become  so  mainly 
because  he  had  failed  in  obtaining  the  power 
of  following  any  other  profession.  He  would 
have  gone  to  the  bar  had  he  been  able ;  and 
felt  himself  by  no  means  called  to  rebuke 
Bertram  for  doing  what  he  would  fain  have 
done  himself. 

"But  she  has    not  accepted   you,  you   say. 

I  Why  should  she  be  so  unwilling  that  you  should 
take  orders?  Her  anxiety  on  youi:  bel\a.U  \.e.fe 
s  strong  tale  in  your  own  favour." 
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"Ah!  you  say  that  because  you  do  not 
understand  her.  She  was  able  to  give  me 
advice  without  giving  the  least  shadow  of 
encouragement.  Indeed,  when  she  did  advise 
me,  I  had  not  even  told  her  that  I  loved  her. 
But  the  fact  is,  I  cannot  bear  this  state  any 
longer.  I  will  know  the  worst  at  any  rate.  I 
wish  you  could  see  her,  Arthur ;  you  would  not 
wonder  that  I  should  be  uneasy." 

And  so  he  went  on  with  a  lover's  customary 
eloquence  till  a  late  hour  in  the  night.  Wilkinson 
was  all  patience;  but  about  one  o'clock  he 
began  to  yawn,  and  then  they  went  to  bed. 
Early  on  the  following  morning,  Bertram  started 
for  Littlebath. 

The  Littlebath  world  lives  mostly  in  lodgings, 
and  Miss  Baker  and  Caroline  lived  there  as  ^e 
world  mostly  does.  There  are  three  sets  of 
persons  who  resort  to  Littlebath:  there  is  the 
heavy  fast,  and  the  lighter  fast  set;  there  is  also 
the  pious  set.  Of  the  two  fast  sets  neither  is 
scandalously  fast.  The  pace  is  never  very 
awful.  Of  the  heavies,  it  may  be  said  that  the 
gentlemen  generally  wear  their  coats  padded, 
are  frequently  seen  standing  idle  about  the 
parades  and  terraces,  that  they  always  keep  a 
horse,  and  trot  about  the  roads  a  good  deal 
when  the  hounds  go  out  The  ladies  are 
addicted  to  whist  and  false  hair,  but  pursue  their 
pleasures  with  a  discreet  economy.  Of  the 
lighter  fast  set,  assembly  balls  are  the  ruling 
passion;  but  even  in  these  there  is  no  wild 
extravagance.  The  gentlemen  oi  >K\&  ^vfvivstv. 
keep  usually  two  horses,  on  tVie  S2\e  oi  oxift  cS- 
which  their  mind  is  mucYi  benl.    TV^e^  ^t\s^ 


I 


'  240  The  Bertrams 

plentifully  of  cherry-brandy  on  hunting  days; 
but,  as  a  rule,  they  do  not  often  misbehave 
themselves.  They  are  very  careful  not  to  be 
caught  in  marriage,  and  talk  about  women 
much  as  a  crafty  knowing  salmon  might  be 
presumed  to  talk  about  anglers.  The  ladies 
are  given  to  dancing,  of  course,  and  are  none 
of  them  nearly  so  old  as  you  might  perhaps  be 
led  to  imagine.  They  greatly  eschew  card- 
playing;  but,  nevertheless,  now  and  again  one 
of  them  may  be  seen  to  lapse  from  her  sphere 
and  fall  into  that  below,  if  we  may  justly  say 
that  the  votaries  of  whist  are  below  the 
worshippers  of  Terpsichore.  Of  the  pious  set 
much  needs  not  be  said,  as  their  Hght  has 
never  been  hid  under  a  bushel.  In  spite  of 
hunt-clubs  and  assembly-rooms,  they  are  the 
predominant  power.  They  live  on  the  fat  of 
the  land.  They  are  a  strong,  unctuous,  moral, 
uncharitable  people.  The  men  never  cease 
making  money  for  themselves,  nor  the  women 
making  slippers  for  their  clergyman. 

But  though  the  residents  at  Littlebath  are 
thus  separated  as  a  rule  into  three  classes,  the 
classes  do  not  always  keep  themselves  accurately 
to  their  divisions.  There  will  be  some  who 
own  a  double  allegiance.  One  set  will  iread 
upon  another.  There  will  be  those  who  can 
hardly  be  placed  in  either.  Miss  Baker  was 
among  this  latter  number ;  on  principle  she 
was  an  admirer  of  the  great  divine  on  the 
domestic  comfort  of  whose  toes  so  many  fair 
fingers  had  employed  themselves ;  but  never- 
thelcss,  she  was  not  averse  10  a.  iMb'aeT  m  to 
mildest  forms.     Caroline  ivA  nol  ^^a.^  ■«\\Kt, 
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but  she  occasionally  gave  way  to  the  allure- 
ment prevalent  among  the  younger  female 
world  of  Littlebath. 

Miss  Baker  lived  in  lodgings,  and  Bertram 
therefore  went  to  an  hotel.  Had  she  been 
mistress  of  the  largest  house  in  Littlebath,  he 
would  hardly  have  ventured  to  propose  himself 
as  a  guest.  The  "  Plough,"  however,  is  a  good 
inn,  and  he  deposited  himself  there.  The 
hunting  season  at  Littlebath  had  commenced, 
and  Bertram  soon  found  that  had  he  so  wished 
he  could  with  but  little  trouble  have  provided 
himself  with  a  stud  in  the  coffee-room  of  his 
hotel. 

He  had  intended  to  call  on  Miss  Baker  on 
the  evening  of  his  arrival;  but  he  had  not 
actually  told  her  that  he  would  do  so :  and 
though  he  walked  down' to  the  terrace  in  which 
she  lived,  his  courage  failed  him  when  he  got 
there,  and  he  would  not  go  in.  "It  may  be 
that  evening  calls  are  not  the  thing  at  Little- 
bath," he  said  to  himself;  and  so  he  walked 
back  to  his  hotel. 

And  on  the  following  day  he  did  not  go 
before  two  o'clock.  The  consequence  was,  that 
poor  Miss  Baker  and  her  niece  were  kept  at 
home  in  a  state  of  miserable  suspense.  To 
them  his  visit  was  quite  as  important  as  to 
himself;  and  by  one  of  them,  the  elder  namely, 
it  was  regarded  with  an  anxiety  quite  as  nervous. 

When  he  did  call,  he  was  received  with  all 
the  hospitality  due  to  an  old  friend.     "Why 
had  he  not  come  to  tea  the  night  beCot^^    T^-a^ 
had  been  kept  for  him  till  eleven  o'doO«L.  N^VJ^ 
at  any  rate,  had  he  not  come  to  Xyt^ifc.^'^^^.'^ 
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1  Jerusalem," 
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He  had  been  much  nicer  ii 
Baker  said. 

Bertram  answered  hardly  with  the  spirit  which 
had  marked  all  that  he  had  said  in  that  far-away 
land.  "  He  had  been  afraid  to  disturb  them  so 
late;  and  had  been  unwilling  to  intrude  so 
early."  Miss  Waddington  looked  up  at  him 
from  the  collar  she  was  working,  and  began  to 
ask  herself  whether  she  really  did  like  him  so 

"  Of  course  you  will  diae  with  us,"  said  Miss 
Baker.  George  said  he  would,  but  assured  her 
that  he  had  not  intended  to  give  so  much 
trouble.  Could  this  be  the  same  man,  thought 
Caroline,  who  had  snubbed  Mr.  M'Gabbery, 
and  had  stood  by  laughing  when  she  slipped 
into  the  water  ? 

All  manner  of  questions  were  then  ashed  and 
answered  respecting  their  different  journeys, 
Constantinople  was  described  on  one  side,  and 
the  Tyrol ;  and  on  the  other  the  perils  of  the 
ride  to  Jaffa,  the  discomforts  of  the  Austrian 
boat  to  Alexandria,  and  the  manners  of  the 
ladies  from  India  with  whom  Miss  Baker  and  her 
niece  had  travelled  in  their  passage  from  Egypt 
to  Marseilles.  Then  they  said  something  about 
uncle  Geoi^e — not  that  Miss  Baker  so  called 
him — and  Bertram  said  that  he  had  learnt  that 
Miss  Baker  had  been  staying  at  Hadley. 

"Yes,"  said  she;  "when  I  am  in  town,  I 
have  always  money  matters  to  arrange  with  Mr. 
Bertram,  or  rather  to  have  arranged  by  Mr. 
Pritchett ;  and  I  usually  stay  a  day  or  two  at 
Hadley.  On  this  occasion  1  was  tUete  a  ^eet." 
George  could  not  but  think  I'haX  -a?  to  \Sv« 
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period  of  their  meeting  at  Jerusalem,  Miss  Baker 
had  been  instructed  to  be  silent  about  Hadley, 
but  that  she  was  now  permitted  to  speak  out 
openly. 

And  so  they  sat  and  talked  for  an  hour. 
Caroline  had  given  her  aunt  strict  injunctions 
not  to  go  out  of  the  room,  so  as  to  leave  them 
together  during  Bertram's  first  visit.  **0f 
course  it  would  be  palpable  that  you  did  so  for 
a  purpose,"  said  Caroline. 

"And  why  not?"  said  Miss  Baker,  inno- 
cently. 

"  Never  mind,  aunt ;  but  pray  do  not.  I 
don't  wish  it."  Miss  Baker  of  course  obeyed, 
as  she  always  did.  And  so  George  sat  there, 
talking  about  anything  or  nothing,  rather  lack- 
a-daisically,  till  he  got  up  to  take  his  leave. 

"You  have  not  a  horse  here,  I  suppose?" 
said  Miss  Baker. 

"  No ;  but  why  do  you  ask  ?  I  can  get  one 
in  ten  minutes,  no  doubt" 

"Because  Caroline  will  be  so  glad  to  have 
some  one  to  ride  with  her." 

"  Nothing  will  induce  aunt  Mary  to  mount  a 
steed  since  the  day  she  was  lifted  out  of  her 
saddle  at  Jaffa,"  said  Caroline. 

"  Oh,  that  journey,  Mr.  Bertram  1  but  I  am 
a  stronger  woman  than  I  ever  thought  I  was  to 
have  lived  through  it." 

It  was  soon  arranged  that  George  should  go 
back  to  his  inn  and  hire  a  horse,  and  that  he 
and  Caroline  should  then  ride  together.  In 
another  hour  or  so  they  were  cantering  up  the 
face  of  Ridgebury  Hill. 
But  the  ride  produced  very  YvlxXe.    CjaxOa^^i. 
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here  required  her  attention,  and  George  did 
not  find  it  practicable  to  remain  close  enough 
to  his  love,  or  long  enough  close  to  her,  to  say 
what  he  had  to  say  witit  that  emphasis  which 
he  felt  that  the  subject  demanded.  There  were 
some  little  tender  allusions  to  feats  of  horse- 
manship done  in  Syria,  some  mention  of  the 
Mount  of  Olives,  of  Miss  Todd's  picnic,  and 
the  pool  of  Siloam,  which  might,  if  properly 
handled,  have  led  to  much  ;  but  they  did  lead 
to  nothing:  and  when  George  helped  Miss 
Waddington  to  dismount  at  Miss  Baker's  door, 
that  young  lady  had  almost  come  to  the  con- 
clusion that  he  had  thought  better  of  his  love, 
and  that  it  would  be  well  that  she  should  think 
better  of  hers. 

In  accordance  with  our  professed  attempt  at 
plain  speaking,  it  may  be  as  well  explained  here 
that  Miss  Baker,  with  the  view  of  sounding  her 
uncle's  views  and  wishes,  had  observed  to  him 
that  George  had  appeared  to  her  to  admire 
Caroline  very  much.  Had  the  old  man  re- 
marked, as  he  might  so  probably  have  done, 
that  they  were  two  fools,  and  wouli  probably 
become  two  beggars,  Miss  Baker  would  have 
known  that  the  match  would  be  displeasing  to 
him.  But  he  had  not  done  so.  "Ah!"  he 
said;  "did  he?  It  is  singular  they  should 
have  met."  Now  Miss  Baker  in  her  wisdom 
had  taken  this  as  a  strong  hint  that  the  match 
would  not  be  displeasing  to  him. 

Miss  Baker  had  clearly  been  on  George's  side 
from  ihe  beginning.  Perhaps,  had  she  shown 
I  JJtt!e  oppos'Uion,  Caroline's  ardour  might  have 

'  JieJghtened.    As  it  was,  snft\iaA^tolt?st'i 
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to  doubt.     She  had  nothing  to  say  against 
George;  much  might  doubtless  be  said  in  his 

favour,  but .      In   fact,  Miss  Waddington 

would  have  been  glad  to  know  what  were  the 
intentions  of  Mr.  George  Bertram  senior. 

"  I  really  wish  he  had  stayed  away,"  she  said 
to  her  aunt  as  they  were  getting  ready  for 
dinner. 

"Nonsense,  Caroline;  why  should  he  have 
stayed  away  ?  Why  should  you  expect  him  to 
stay  away?  Had  he  stayed  away,  you  would 
have  been  the  first  to  grumble.  Don't  be 
missish,  my  dear." 

"  Missish  !  Upon  my  word,  aunt  Mary,  you 
are  becoming  severe.  What  I  mean  is,  that  I 
don't  think  he  cares  so  very  much  for  me ;  and 
on  the  whole,  I  am  not — ^not  quite  sure,  whether 
— ^well,  I  won*t  say  anything  more ;  only  it  does 
seem  to  me  that  you  are  much  more  in  love 
with  him  than  I  am." 

Bertram  came  to  dinner;  and  so  also  did 
one  of  the  Littlebath  curates,  a  very  energetic 
young  man,  but  who  had  not  yet  achieved 
above  one  or  two  pairs  of  worked  slippers  and 
a  kettle-holder.  Greater  things,  however,  were 
no  doubt  in  store  for  him  if  he  would  remain 
true  to  his  mission.  Aunt  Mary  had  intended 
to  ask  no  one ;  but  Caroline  had  declared  that 
it  was  out  of  the  question  to  expect  that  Mr. 
Bertram  should  drink  his  wine  by  himself. 

The  whole  evening  was  duU  enough,  and 
the  work  of  disenchantment  on  Caroline's  part 
was  nearly  accomplished;   but  Bertram,  a  few 
minutes  be/ore  he  went  away,  as  \.\\^  cva^Xft.^'as» 
expatiating  to  Miss  Baker  on  W\e  ^iic^^xx^^  ^^ 


his  rectoi's  last  sermon,  found  £ 

say  one  word.  .  . 

"  Miss  Waddington,  if  I  call  to-morrow,  early 
after  breakfast,  will  you  see  me  ?"  Miss  Wad- 
dington looked  as  though  there  were  nothing  in 
the  proposition  to  rufile  her  serenity,  and  said 
that  she  would.  George's  words  had  been  tame 
enough,  but  there  had  been  something  in  the 
fire  of  his  eye  that  at  last  reminded  her  of 
Jerusalem. 

On  the  next  morning,  punctually  at  ten,  his 
knock  was  heard  at  the  door.  Caroline  had  at 
first  persisted  that  her  aunt  should  not  absent 
herself  J  but  even  Miss  Baker  would  not  obey 
such  an  injunction  as  this, 

"  How  do  you  expect  that  the  poor  young 
man  is  to  behave  ? "  she  had  said.  "  I  do  not 
much  care  how  he  behaves,"  Caroline  had 
replied.     But,  nevertheless,  she  did  care. 

She  was  therefore  sitting  alone  when  Bertram 
entered  the  room.  He  walked  up  to  her  and 
took  her  hand,  and  as  he  did  so  he  seemed  to 
be  altogether  a  different  man  from  that  of 
yesterday.  There  was  purpose  enough  in  his 
countenance  now,  and  a  purpose,  apparently, 
which  he  had  an  intention  of  pursuing  witb 
some  energy. 

"  Miss  Waddington,"  he  said,  still  holding 
her  band;  "Carohne!  Or  am  I  to  apologize 
for  calling  you  so  ?  or  is  the  privilege  to  be  ray 
own  ? "  and  then,  still  holding  her  hand,  he 
stood  as  though  expectant  of  an  answer  that 
should  settle  the  affair  at  once. 

"  Our  connection  through  your  uncle  entitles 
pu  to  the  privilege,"  ssdd  Caioiine,  sto^vc^?.. 
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and  using  a  woman's  wiles  to  get  out  of  the 
difficulty. 

**  I  will  take  no  privilege  from  you  on  such  a 
basis.  What  I  have  to  ask  of  you  must  be 
given  on  my  own  account,  or  on  my  own  re- 
fused. Caroline,  since  we  parted  in  that  room 
in  Jerusalem,  I  have  thought  seriously  of  little 
else  than  of  you.  You  could  not  answer  me 
then ;  you  gave  me  no  answer ;  you  did  not 
know  your  own  heart,  you  said.  You  must 
know  it  now.  Absence  has  taught  me  much, 
and  it  must  have  taught  you  something." 

**And  what  has  it  taught  you?"  said  she, 
with  her  eyes  fixed  on  the  ground. 

"  That  tihe  world  has  but  one  thing  desirable 
for  me,  and  that  I  should  not  take  a  man's  part 
unless  I  endeavoured  to  obtain  it.  I  am  here 
to  ask  for  it.  And  now,  what  has  absence 
taught  you?" 

"  Oh,  so  many  things  !  I  cannot  repeat  my 
lesson  in  one  word,  as  you  do." 

"  Come,  Caroline,  I  look  at  least  for  sincerity 
from  you.  You  are  too  good,  too  gracious  to 
indulge  a  girlish  vanity  at  the  cost  of  a  man's 
suspense." 

Missish  and  girlish !  Miss  Waddington  felt 
that  it  behoved  her  to  look  to  her  character. 
These  were  words  which  had  not  usually  been 
applied  to  her. 

"Indeed,  Mr.  Bertram,  I  should  think  myself 
unpardonable  to  keep  you  in  suspense." 

"Then  answer  me,"  said  he.     He  had  by 
this  time  let  go  her  hand,  and  was  standing  at 
a  little  distance  from  her,  on  ftve  \v^«£!Cci.-TVia,. 
Never  had  lady  been  wooed  in  a  stexnet  Tcvax\xv^x  % 
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but  Caroline  almost  felt  that  she  liked  him  the 
better  for  it.  He  had  simpered  and  said  his 
little  nothings  so  like  an  ordinary  gentleman 
during  their  ride,  that  his  present  brusqueness 
was  quite  a  relief  to  her. 

But  still  she  did  not  answer  him  at  once. 
She  essayed  to  stick  her  needle  into  her  work, 
and  pricked  her  finger  in  lieu  of  it. 

"Come,  Caroline;  am  I  wrong  in  supposing 
that  now  at  least  you  must  know  your  own 
feelings  ?  Or  shall  I  tell  you  again  how  dearly, 
how  truly  I  love  you  ?  " 

"No!— no!— no!" 

"Answer  me,  then.  In  honest,  plain,  Chris- 
tian sincerity,  answer  me;  as  a  true  woman 
should  answer  a  true  man.     Do  you  love  me  ?  " 

For  a  moment  there  was  no  answer. 

"  Well,  I  will  not  ask  again.  I  will  not 
torment  you." 

"  Gh,  Mr.  Bertram  !  What  am  I  to  say  ? 
■What  would  you  have  me  say  ?     Do  not  be  so 

"  Stern ! " 

"Well,  are  you  not  stem?"  And  coming 
up  dose  to  him,  she  looked  into  his  face. 

"  Caroline,"  said  he,  "will  you  be  my  wife?" 

"  I  will."  It  was  a  motion  of  the  lips  rather 
than  a  spoken  word;  but,  nevertheless,  he  heard 
it.  Fool  that  he  was  not  to  have  heard  it  before 
in  the  beating  of  her  heart ;  not  to  have  seen  it 
in  the  tear  in  her  eye ;  not  to  have  felt  it  in  the 
warmth  of  her  hand. 

On  that  afternoon  Miss  Waddinglon's  ride 
nas  much  mote  energetic,  and  on  that  evening 
Miss  Baker  did  not  think  it  necessity  \.q  t3.\.cN\ 
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a  curate  to  drink  wine  with  George  Bertram. 
He  was  made  quite  at  home,  and  given  to 
understand  that  he  had  better  leave  the  dining- 
room  when  the  ladies  did  so. 

There  was  much  talked  over  that  evening 
and  the  next  day :  the  upshot  of  which  was, 
that  no  marriage  could  take  place  till  next 
summer;  that  perhaps  it  might  be  expedient  to 
postpone  it  till  the  summer  twelvemonths.  To 
this  George  put,  or  would  have  put,  an  absolute 
veto ;  but  Miss  Baker  only  shook  her  head,  and 
smilingly  said  that  she  thought  it  must  be  so. 
Nothing  was  to  be  done  before  Christmas ;  but 
as  Miss  Baker  was  to  be  at  Hadley  very  early 
in  January,  she  undertook  to  info/m  Mr.  Bertram, 
and  gave  strong  hopes  that  he  would  be  pre- 
vailed on  to  favour  the  marriage. 

"It  can  make  no  difference  to  my  purpose 
whether  he  does  or  no,"  said  George,  very  inde- 
pendently. 


CHAPTER  XIV 

WAYS  AND  MEANS 

On  the  following  day  Bertram  returned  to  town. 
Now  that  he  was  a  successful  lover,  and  about 
to  take  upon  himself  at  some  future  time  the 
responsible  duties  of  a  married  man,  he  became 
very  energetic  in  the  chambers  of  Mr.  Die. 
He  could  hardly  spare  a  day  during  the  winter 
for  running  down  to  LittlebalYv,  aiA  'vVw^fcN^x 
be  did  do  so,  he  took  Coke  upou  \i^\.\\RXQ^ 
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down  with  him.  Nor  did  he  work  in  vain.  He 
never  had  worked  in  vain.  Facility  of  acquiring 
the  special  knowledge  which  he  sought  had 
ever  heen  one  of  his  gifts.  Mr.  Die  was  already 
beginning  to  propjiesy  great  things ;  and  his 
friend  Harcourt,  who  occasionally  wanted   his 

I      society,  declared  that  he  overdid  his  labours. 

[  Down  at  Littiebath  they  did  not  quite  approve 

of  all  this  industry.  Caroline  naturally  thought 
that  more  of  her  lover's  hours  should  be  devoted 
to  her;  and  Miss  Baker,  who  looked  on  Mr. 
Bertram's  money  as  certainly  destined  either 
for  Caroline  or  George,  considered  that  he  was 
wasting  his  time  with  his  fusty  books.  She  had 
not  dared  to  say  much  to  George  on  this  sub- 
ject, and  he  had  not  taken  very  well  the  litde 
that  she  did  say.  She  could  not  tell  him  that 
Carohne  was  Mr,  Bertram's  granddaughter,  but 
she  did  remind  him  that  he  himself  was  Mr. 
Bertram's  nephew,  and  hinted  that  though  a 
profession  might  he  very  eligible  for  a  young 
man  of  such  brilliant  prospects,  it  could  hardly 
be  necessary  for  him  absolutely  to  make  a  slave 
of  himself.  To  this  George  had  answered, 
somewhat  curtly,  that  he  had  no  reason  to 
expect  anything  further  from  his  uncle ;  and 
that  as  he  looked  forward  to  maintain  himself 
and  his  wife  by  his  successful  exertions  as  a 
barrister,  it  was  absolutely  necessary  that  he 
should  at  present  work  very  hard.  "I  have 
lost  a  whole  year,"  he  said  to  Miss  Baker;  "and 
nothing  but  very  sharp  work  can  atone  for 
that." 
He  never  once  saw  his  uncle  after  his  first 
m/r  to  Littiebath   till  the  next  ^sai  ■waa  \»i 
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advanced.  He  felt  no  desire  to  see  hinoy  and 
certainly  no  wish  to  be  the  bearer  of  tidings  as 
to  his  own  engagement.  Miss  Baker  had  under- 
taken to  do  this,  and  might  do  so  if  she  so 
pleased.  As  far  as  he  was  concerned,  he  had 
no  idea  of  asking  permission  to  many  from 
any  one. 

"  Why  should  I  ask  him  ?  "  he  had  once  said 
to  Miss  Baker.  "  I  shall  marry  just  the  same, 
whether  he  permits  it  or  whether  he  does  not" 

This  was  grievous  to  the  ladies  at  Littlebath. 
Very  little  had  been  said  about  money  between 
George  and  Miss  Baker  up  to  this  time ;  nothing 
had  been  said  between  George  and  Caroline; 
but  the  two  ladies  knew  that  there  could  be  no 
marriage  till  there  was  an  adequate  income. 
The  income  of  the  gentleman  when  stripped  of 
his  fellowship  would  be  two  hundred  pounds  a 
year;  that  of  the  lady  was  about  the  same. 
Now  Caroline  Waddington  had  no  intention 
whatever  of  marrying  on  four  hundred  pounds 
a  year ;  and  it  must  be  more  than  three  years 
at  the  very  least  before  all  this  profound  study 
would  result  in  golden  fees. 

Now  that  the  matter  was  so  far  settled — 
settled  as  Bertram  considered  it — ^he  did  tell 
Harcourt  of  his  love.  "Harcourt,"  said  he, 
one  day,  "  I  have  a  piece  of  news  which 
perhaps  I  ought  to  tell  you.  I  am  engaged  to 
be  married." 

"  Are  you  ?  "  said  Harcourt,  rather  too  coolly 
to  satisfy  his  friend's  expectation. 

"  I  am  not  joking." 

"  Who  ever  accused  you  of  pkin^  ^\tiC.^  '^Qvsl 
took  to  the  law  and  Mr.  Die  ?     1  d\d  xiOX.  ss^n^ 
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you  credit  for  a  joke;  not  even  for  so  bad  a 
one  as  that  would  be.  Shall  I  congratulate  or 
condole  with  you?" 

"  Either  or  neither.  Perhaps  you  had  better 
wait  till  you  see  the  lady." 

"And  when  is  it  to  be  ?  " 

"Well;  in  this  comin!;;  summer,  I  suppose. 
That  is  my  wish,  at  least." 

"  And  your  wish  of  course  will  be  law.  I 
presume  then  that  I  may  be  justified  in  sur- 
mising that  the  lady  has  some  considerable 
fortune?" 

"  No,  indeed,  she  has  not.  Something  she 
has  got ;  about  as  much,  perhaps,  as  myself. 
We  shall  have  bread  to  eat." 

"  And  occasionally  cheese,"  said  Harcourt, 
who  could  not  understand  that  any  rising  man 
could  marry  early,  unless  in  doing  so  he 
acquired  money. 

"  And  occasionally  cheese,"  repeated  Ber- 
tram. "This  is  a  state  of  things  that  would 
not  suit  your  book,  I  know." 

"Not  exactly,"  said  Harcourt.  "But  men 
have  very  different  ideas  about  women.  I  could 
do,  and  have  done,  and  am  doing  with  a  small 
income  myself;  but  a  wife  is  in  some  respects 
like  a  horse.  If  a  gentleman  does  keep  a  horse, 
it  should  be  well  groomed." 

"  You  could  not  endure  a  woman  who  was 
not  always  got  up  in  satin  and  velvet  ?  " 

"Not  satin  and  velvet  exactly.      I  do  not 

require    a    curiously-  mounted    saddle    for    my 

horse.     But  I  don't  think  I  should  have  much 

enjoyment   with   a   cheap   wife.      1    WV-ft  tQ\.A 

mutton  and  candle-ends  myaeU  vct^  ■w«:\\.,\l^». 


Ways  and  Means         253 

I  do  not  love  feminine  economies.  Family 
washing-bills  kept  at  the  lowest,  a  maid-of-all- 
work  with  an  allowance  in  lieu  of  beer,  and  a 
dark  morning  gown  for  household  work,  would 
not,  if  I  know  myself,  add  fuel  to  the  ardour  of 
my  conjugal  affection.  I  love  women  dearly ; 
I  like  Uiem  to  be  near  me;  but  then  I  like 
them  to  be  nice.  When  a  woman  is  nasty,  she 
is  very  nasty." 

Bertram  said  in  his  heart  that  Harcourt  was 
a  beast,  an  animal  without  a  soul,  a  creature 
capable  of  no  other  joys  than  those  of  a  material 
nature ;  but  he  kept  this  opinion  at  the  present 
moment  to  himself.  Not,  however,  that  he  was 
averse  to  express  himself  openly  before  his 
friend.  He  often  gave  Harcourt  to  understand 
that  he  suspected  him  of  being  deficient  in  the 
article  of  a  soul ;  and  Harcourt  would  take  the 
reproach  with  perfect  good-humour,  remarking, 
perhaps,  that  he  might  probably  find  it  possible 
to  get  on  decently  without  one. 

**  Is  the  lady's  nanae  a  secret  ?  "  he  asked. 

"No;  not  to  you,  at  least  I  believe  it  is 
generally  considered  advisable  that  these  sort  of 
things  should  not  be  talked  about  quite  openly 
till  the  consummation  of  them  is  nigh  at  hand. 
I  have  no  wish  for  any  mystery  in  the  matter. 
Her  name  is  Caroline  Waddington." 

"  What  1  a  daughter  of  Sir  Augustus  ?  " 

"No;  nothing  to  Sir  Augustus,  that  I  have 
heard." 

"She  must,  then,  be  one  of  the  General's 
famUy  ?  " 

''Not  that  either.    Her  oiAy  leWxx^^^^'^ 
know,  is  a  Miss  Baker." 


254  The  Bertrams 

"  Miss  Baker  ] "  said  Harcourt ;  and  the  tone 
of  his  voice  was  not  encouraging, 

"  Yes,  Miss  Baker,"  said  Bertram ;  and  the 
tone  of  his  voice  was  hardly  concihatoiy. 

"  Oh — ah — yes.  I  don't  exactly  think  I  know 
her.     Miss  Baker !  " 

"  It  would  be  odd  if  you  did,  for  she  lives  at 
Littlebath,  and  hardly  ever  comes  to  town. 
When  she  does,  she  stays  down  at  Hadley  with 
my  uncle," 

"  Oh — h  !  That's  a  horse  of  another  colour. 
I  beg  your  pardon  entirely,  my  dear  fellow. 
Why  did  you  not  tell  me  at  first  that  this  is  a 
match  of  your  uncle's  making?" 

"  My  uncle's  making  !  It  is  not  a  match  of 
my  uncle's  making." 

"  Well,  well ;  one  that  he  approves.  I  hardly 
gave  you  credit  for  so  much  prudence.  That 
win  be  as  good  as  having  everything  settled 
exactly  as  you  could  wish  it." 

"You  are  giving  me  a  great  deal  too  much 
credit,"  said  Bertram,  laughing.  "My  uncle 
knows  nothing  about  my  marriage,  and  I  have 
not  the  slightest  idea  of  consulting  him.  I 
should  think  it  mean  to  do  so,  considering 
everything." 

"  Mean  to  consult  the  only  relative  you  have 
who  can  do  anything  for  you  ?" 

"  Yes.  He  has  told  me  over  and  over  again 
that  I  have  no  claim  on  him  ;  and,  therefore,  I 
will  make  none." 

Bertram  had  said  to  himself  frequently  that 

he  cared  nothing  for  this  man's  judgment  is 

sach  mattSTs;  but,  nevert\\eVesE,  altei  what  had 

passed,  be  did  desire  that  HaicoMrt  a"ftoM\i  kk 
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Caroline.  He  was  aware,  judging  rather  from 
Harcourt's  tone  than  from  his  words,  that  that 
keen-sighted  friend  of  his  had  but  a  low  opinion 
of  Miss  Waddington ;  that  he  thought  that  she 
was  some  ordinary,  intriguing  girl,  who  had 
been  baiting  a  hook  for  a  husband,  after  the 
manner  which  scandal  states  to  be  so  common 
among  the  Littlebathians ;  and  Bertram  longed, 
therefore,  to  surprise  his  eyes  and  astound  his 
intellect  with  a  view  of  her  charms  and  a  near 
knowledge  of  her  attributes.  Nothing  should 
be  said  of  her  beauty,  and  the  blaze  of  it  should 
fall  upon  him  altogether  unprepared. 

George  was  right  in  his  feelings  in  this  respect. 
Harcourt  had  formed  a  very  false  idea  of  Miss 
Waddington ;  had  led  himself  to  imagine  that 
she  was  second-rate  and  unattractive.  In  the 
first  place,  he  had  his  own  ideas  about  Little- 
bath,  and  conceived  that  it  was  not  the  place 
in  which  the  highest  beauty  of  England  should 
be  looked  for ;  and  in  the  next  place,  he  knew 
George  Bertram,  and  regarded  him  as  a  man 
peculiarly  liable  to  such  dangers  as  these. 

"  You  must  come  down  with  me  to  Littlebath. 
When  will  you  give  me  a  day  ?  " 

Harcouit  demurred,  as  he  did  not  wish  to  be 
called  on  imperiously  to  praise  a  woman  of 
whom  he  knew  he  should  disapprove,  and  en- 
deavoured to  excuse  himself  from  the  journey. 
But  Bertram  persisted,  and  at  last  it  was  settled 
that  he  would  go  down. 

This  did  not  happen  till  towards  the  end  of 
winter.    Miss  Baker  had,  as  she  promised,  seen 
Mr.  Bertram  in  the  meantimey  axvfi.  ^iJafc  ^ti^^^'^ 
returned  from  the  Hadley  oracVt  Yia^i,"^^  xbqjsX 
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oracle-answers,  been  neither  favourable  nor  un- 
favourable. Mr.  Bertram  had  expressed  no 
great  anger  at  the  lale  of  love  that  was  toM 
hira  ;  but  neither  had  he  expressed  any  grati- 
fication. "  Well,"  he  had  said,  "  it  is  odd  that 
they  should  have  corae  together ;  very  odd. 
He  is  a  clever  young  man,  and  I  dare  say  may 
do  welL"  Miss  Baker  had  then  ventured,  but 
in  a  very  modest  waj-,  to  ask  him  his  opinion 
as  to  the  sufficiency  of  the  young  people's 
income.  "  They  must  judge  of  that  them- 
selves," he  had  said,  lather  sharply.  "  But  I 
suppose  they  have  no  idea  of  marrying  as  yet. 
They  mean  to  ivait,  don't  ihey,  till  he  begins 
his  profession  P "  To  this  Miss  Baker  had 
made  no  answer,  and  nothing  further  had  been 
said  at  that  meeting. 

Early  in  March,  Miss  Baker  had  again  seen 
the  great  man.  She  had  then  ventured  to  ex- 
plain to  him  that  George  was  working  very  hard. 

"  Ah  !  you  have  his  word  for  that,  I  suppose," 
said  the  uncle ;  "  but  if  so,  believe  me  he  will 
get  on  at  such  work  as  that  quicker  without  a 
wife  than  he  will  with  one." 

But  at  this  interview  Miss  Baker  did  ask  him 
plainly,  as  had  been  agreed  beforehand  between 
her  and  her  niece  that  she  should  do,  whether 
he  would  on  their  marriage  make  any  increase 
to  his  granddaughter's  fortune. 

"  She  has  a  liberal,  ladylike  provision,"  said  he. 

"But  they  will  not  have  enough  to  live  on," 
said  Miss  Baker. 

"  They  will  have  a  third  more,  Mary,  than  I 
had  when  I  married  your  aunt.  And  yet  I 
|.»fed  money  on  my  income." 
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"  But  remember  how  they  have  been  brought 
up,  sir." 

"If  they  will  be  fine  ladies  and  gentlemen, 
they  must  take  the  penalties  of  being  so.  Fine 
ladies  and  gentlemen  cannot  marry  at  a  mo- 
ment's notice,  as  do  ploughboys  and  milkmaids. 
If  they  cannot  live  on  a  limited  income,  they 
must  wait."  He  did,  however,  on  this  occasion 
go  so  far  as  to  say,  that  if  they  would  wait  for 
another  twelvemonth,  and  that  if  he  were  then 
living,  he  would  add  two  thousand  pounds  to 
Caroline's  fortune.  As  to  George,  he  had  done 
as  much  as  he  intended  to  do — certainly  for 
the  present.  **  George  likes  his  own  way,"  said 
the  old  man,  *'  and  as  far  as  I  am  concerned,  he 
shall  have  it  It  will  be  well  for  him  to  make 
his  own  career  in  the  worid ;  he  will  be  happier 
so  than  in  spending  my  money." 

On  this  occasion  Miss  Baker  was  permitted 
to  tell  Caroline  all  the  circumstances  of  her 
parentage  and  grandparentage.  The  same  story 
might  now  be  told  to  George.  But  they  were 
bodi  to  be  cautioned  that  their  relative's  dis- 
pleasure would  be  incurred  by  any  useless 
repetition  of  it  "  And,  Mary,"  said  he,  "  do 
not  let  them  mislead  themselves.  Do  not  let 
them  marry  with  the  idea  that  by  so  doing  they 
will  inherit  between  them  my  money.  I  wish 
them  both  to  understand  that  my  views  are 
altogether  different" 

Miss  Baker,  when  she  returned  to  Littlebath, 
could  not  think  that  she  had  been  successful  in 
her  mission ;  and  Caroline  immediately  declared 
that  any  idea  of  a  marriage  Cot  VYi^X  '^t.'W^  <3t 
even  for  the  nex^,  must  now  be  aVlo^t'Ocvex  oxbX 
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of  the  question.  She  was  very  much  startled  at 
hearing  that  Mr.  Bertram  was  her  mother's 
father,  but  did  not  pretend  to  an^  suddenly 
intense  affection  for  him.  "  If  that  be  so,"  said 
she,  coldly,  "  if  George  and  I  are  his  only  near 
connections,  and  if  he  does  not  disapprove  of 
our  marriage,  he  ought  to  give  us  an  income  od 
which  we  can  live."  It  is  astonishing  how 
different  are  the  views  of  grandfathers  and 
grandchildren  on  such  matters ! 

Unfortunately  there  was  no  unanimity  of 
opinion  on  this  matter,  either  between  the 
lovers  themselves  or  between  them  and  their 
aunt.  George  was  of  opinion  that  they  should 
marry  immediately  on  their  present  income,  and 
trust  to  Providence  and  his  exertions  for  a  future 
increase.  For  one  year  he  would  have  the  in- 
come of  his  fellowship;  in  two  years  and  a  half 
he  would  be  called ;  and  in  the  meantime,  he 
could  make  something  by  the  Magazines.  If 
Carohne  was  not  afraid,  he  was  not. 

But  Caroline  was  very  much  afraid  It  had 
by  no  means  formed  part  of  the  project  of  her 
life  to  live  in  London  as  a  married  woman  on 
four  hundred  pounds  a  year.  "She  knew,"  she 
said  to  Miss  Baker,  "  what  effect  that  would 
have  on  her  husband's  affections."  She  seemed, 
indeed,  to  share  some  of  Harcourt's  opinions  on 
the  subject,  and  to  have  a  dislike  to  feminine 
economies,  or  at  least  to  the  use  of  them  under 
the  surveillance  of  a  man's  eye.  As  far  as  she 
could  see,  the  marriage  must  be  postponed  in- 
definitely—at  any  rale,  till  after  George  sliculd 

Jjave  been  called  to  the  bar, 

^^Miss  Baker's  voice  was  (or  a  m\di\t  c<a:«t«. 
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She  suggested  that  they  should  wait  for  Mr. 
Bertram's  two  thousand  pounds  and  then  marry. 
They  would  then  have  an  income  increased  to 
some  extent  They  would  al^o  show  a  defer- 
ence to  the  old  man's  views;,  which  would  un« 
doubtedly — so  Miss  Baker  thought — have  ulti- 
mate results  of  a  most  beneficial  nature,  "  After 
all,"  as  she  remarked  more  than  once  to  her 
niece,  "  who  else  is  there  ?  " 

But  the  young  people  were  quite  as  obstinate 
as  the  old  man.  George  would  make  no  con- 
cession whatever  to  his  uncle.  He  was  ready 
to  many  on  love  and  a  small  income,  and  he 
expected  Caroline  to  show  an  equal  warmth. 
Caroline  would  by  no  means  alter  her  views,  or 
risk  the  misery  of  an  ill-provided  nursery.  It 
had  been  the  one  great  resolve  of  her  life,  that 
she  would  not  be  a  poor  man's  wife.  "  She  was 
ready  to  wait,"  she  said.  "  If  she  could  trust 
and  wait,  surdy  George  might  do  so.  A  man, 
with  all  the  world  around  him,  encountered 
neither  the  misery  nor  the  risk  in  waiting  that 
fell  to  a  girl's  lot." 

The  disputes  incidental  to  these  different 
opinions  did  not  ever  take  place  between  George 
and  Caroline.  He,  from  a  feeling  of  chivalry, 
abstained  from  discussing  money  matters  with 
her ;  and  she,  from  a  feeling  of  prudence,  was 
equally  silent  with  him.  Poor  Miss  Baker  was 
the  medium  for  it  all.  George  of  course  would 
press  with  a  lover's  ardour  for  an  early  day ;  and 
Caroline  would  of  course  say  that  an  immediate 
marriage  was,  She  found,  impracUca\A^,  Kxi^ 
theujeach  would  refer  the  other  to  "SA^s^^^^'t* 

Things  went  on  in  this  way  tiU  ticvft  m&Sia  o^l 
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May.  Sometimes  George  was  almost  angry, 
and  wrote  letters  that  were  somewhat  savage; 
sometimes  Caroline  would  be  haughty,  and  then 
she  too  could  write  letters  which  would  tell  her 
mind  in  good  plain  set  terras.  But  ihey  were 
not  near  enough,  or  sufficiently  often  with  each 
other,  to  quarrel. 

So  matters  went  on  till  May ;  and  then,  on 
one  fine  May-day,  Harcourt  and  George  to- 
gether took  their  places  in  the  train  for  Littlc- 
bath. 

"I  wonder  what  you'll  ihinlt  of  her?"  said 
George,     "  Of  course  you'll  tell  the  truth  ?  " 

"  Oh,  of  course,"  siid  Harcourt,  with  his  mind 
duly  made  up  to  praise  her, 

"  You  haven't  the  pluck  to  find  fault  with  her," 
Eaid  George;  "you  would  be  afraid  not  to  ca)l 
her  handsome,  even  if  you  thought  her  as  ugly 
as  Hecate." 

"  Exactly,"  said   Harcourt ;    "  and  therefore 
tliese  Uttle  experimentary  trips  are  never  of  ai 
use." 


CHAPTER   XV 

MR.    HARC0UK1'*S   VISIT  TO   LITTLEBATH 


1 


BliRlNG  the  whole  of  the  winter  and  spring, 
George's  attention  to  his  work  had  been  unre- 
mitting. Mr.  Die  was  always  prophesying  still 
greater  things,  and  still  greater.  Once  a  fort- 
'_'  \  on  every  other  Salutday,  'BfcvVta.'Kv  Vvs.-i 
jone  down  to  Ijttlebath,  but  \\e  Viad  aV*Ksa 
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returned  to  London  by  the  first  train  on  Monday 
morning,  and  was  always  up  to  his  elbows  in 
law,  even  on  that  morning,  before  eleven. 

During  the  whole  of  this  time,  he  had  not 
once  seen  his  uncle,  although  Miss  Baker  had 
softly  endeavoured  to  talk  him  into  visiting 
Hadley.  "I  never  go  there  without  being 
asked,"  he  had  said.  ''It  is  quite  understood 
between  us." 

He  had  made  but  one  excursion  out  of  Lon- 
don, except  those  to  Littlebath,  and  that  had 
been  to  Hurst  Staple.  Mr.  Wilkinson  had  died 
very  suddenly,  as  has  been  told,  about  the  end 
of  the  winter,  and  Bertram  had  of  course  not 
been  able  to  see  him.  Arthur  Wilkinson  had 
then  been  quickly  put  into  the  living,  and  as 
soon  as  he  had  taken  up  his  residence  in  the 
parsonage,  Bertram  had  gone  down.  This  visit 
had  been  made  before  the  last  walk  to  West 
Putford  i  but  even  then  the  young  barrister  had 
found  the  young  vicar  in  rather  a  plaintive  mood. 
Wilkinson,  however,  had  said  nothing  of  his  love, 
and  George  was  too  much  occupied  with  talking 
of  his  own  heart  to  think  much  of  his  cousin's* 

Miss  Gauntlet — I  hope  the  reader  has  not 
altogether  forgotten  Adela,  Gauntlet — ^had  also 
an  aunt  living  at  Littlebath,  Miss  Penelope 
Gauntlet ;  and  it  so  happened,  that  very  shortly 
after  that  memorable  walk  and  the  little  scene 
that  took  place  in  the  West  Putford  drawingr 
room-,  Adela  visited  her  aunt.  Bertram,  who 
had  known  her  well  when  they  were  children 
togetheri  had  not  yet  seen  her  there*,  mdsftji.s 
her  arrival  had  taken  place  s\uce  Vvvs  \?kSXNS&\N.s 
bvtjbere  she  was,  staying  witYv  Mi^^  ^«w€iS)f^ 
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Gauntlet,  when  he  and  Harcourt  went  downi,^ 

Liltlebath  together.  

Caroline  and  Adela  had  for  years  been 
friends.  Not  bosom  friends,  perhaps ;  that  is, 
they  did  not  correspond  three  times  a  week, 
each  sending  to  the  other  on  each  occasion 
three  sheets  of  note  paper  crossed  over  on 
every  page  from  top  to  bottom.  Caroline  had 
certainly  no  such  bosom  friend,  and  perhaps 
neither  had  Adela;  but  they  were  friends 
enough  to  call  each  other  by  their  Christian 
names,  to  lend  each  other  music  and  patterns, 
and  perhaps  to  write  when  they  had  anything 
special  to  say.  There  had  been  a  sort  of  quasi- 
connection  between  Miss  Baker  and  the  elder 
Miss  Gauntlet — a  connection  of  a  very  faint 
local  character — in  years  gone  by.  Miss  Baker, 
by  reason  of  her  Bertram  relations,  had  been  at 
Hutst  Staple,  and  Miss  Gauntlet  had  been  at 
West  Putford  at  the  same  time.  They  had 
thus  become  acquainted,  and  the  acquaintance 
there  had  led  to  a  Littlebath  friendship.  Friend- 
ships in  Littlebath  are  not  of  a  very  fervid 
description. 

Miss  Waddington  had  now  been  engaged  for 
six  months,  and  hitherto  she  had  made  no  con- 
fidante. She  knew  no  resident  at  Littlebath 
whom  she  would  willingly  trust  with  her  heart's 
secret ;  her  aunt,  and  her  aunt's  cognizance  of 
the  matter  were  quite  another  thmg.  No  one 
could  be  more  affectionate  than  aunt  Mary,  no 
one  more  trustworthy,  no  one  more  thoroughly 
devoted  to  another  than  she  was  to  her  niece. 
£ui  then  she  was  not  only  old,  but  old-lBsbioiicd. 
Siie  waspruden  t,  and  Caroline  aiso  -was  vra-i^iiX.  -j 
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but  their  prudence  was  a  different  kind.  There 
was  no  dash,  no  ambition  about  aunt  Mary's 
prudence.  She  was  rather  humdrum,  Caroline 
thought;  and|  which  was  worse,  though  she 
liked  George  Bertram,  she  did  not  seem  to 
understand  his  character  at  all  in  the  same 
light  as  that  in  which  Caroline  regarded  it. 

From  these  circumstances  it  came  to  pass  that 
Adela  had  not  been  a  week  at  Littlebath  before 
she  was  made  acquainted  with  the  grand  secret. 
She  also  had  a  secret  of  her  own ;  but  she  did 
not  tell  that  in  return.  Secrets  such  as  Caro- 
line's are  made  to  be  told ;  but  those  other 
secrets,  those  which  bum  up  the  heart  instead 
of  watering  it  as  with  a  dew  from  heaven,  those 
secrets  for  the  most  part  are  not  made  to  be 
told. 

"And  yet,  Adela,  I  suppose  it  will  never 
happen.'*  This  had  been  said  on  the  morning 
of  that  Saturday  which  was  to  bring  down  not 
only  Bertram,  but  Harcourt.  Caroline  knew 
well  that  the  London  friend,  the  man  of  the 
world,  was  being  brought  to  inspect  her,  and 
was  by  no  means  afraid  of  undergoing  the 
inspection.  She  was  not  timid  by  nature ;  and 
though,  as  has  been  already  said,  she  was 
hardly  yet  conscious  of  her  powers  of  attracting, 
she  was  never  ashamed  of  herself. 

"And  why  not?  I  think  that  is  nonsense, 
Caroline.  If  you  really  thought  that,  you  would 
not  receive  hrni  as  you  will  do,  nor  his  friend 
neither." 

"  I  do  think  it  j  that  is  to  say,  I  tUrOiL  \\.  m wj 
probable.    I  cannot  explain  to  you,  KAA"3s  ^ 
the  turns  of  my  mind,  or  of  my  teatt.    \  ^o>i^^ 
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Wot  for  worlds  of  gold  many  a  ma 
*  fove." 


I  did  I 


"  And  do  not  you  love  Mr.  Bertram  ?  " 

"Yes,  I  do;  at  times  ver}',  very  much, 
I  fear  the  time  may  come  when  I  may  love  hii 
less.     You  will   not   understand  me;    but  the' 
fact  is,  I  should  love  him  better  if  he  were  less 
worthy  of  my  love — if  he  were  more  worldly." 

"  No,  I  do  not  understand  that,"  said  Adela, 
thinking  of  her  love,  and  the  worldly  prudence 
of  him  who  should  have  been  her  lover. 

"  Tliat  is  it — you  do  not  understand  me  ;  and 
yet  it  is  not  selfishness  on  my  part.  I  would 
marry  a  man  in  the  hope  of  making  him  happy." 

"  Certainly,"  said  Adela ;  "  no  girl  should 
marry  unless  she  have  reasonable  hope  that  she 
can  do  that." 

"He  would  wish  me  to  go  to  him  now, 
once;  when  we  have  no  sufficient  income  tl 
support  us." 

"  Four   hundred   a  year ! "  said   Adela, 
proach  fully. 

"  What  would  four  hundred  a  year  do  in 
London?  Were  I  to  consent,  in  a  year  or  two 
he  would  be  sick  of  me.  He  would  be  a. 
wretched  man,  unless,  indeed,  his  law-courts 
and  his  club  kept  him  from  being  wretched  ; — 
hi^  home  would  not  do  so." 

Adela  silently  compared  the  matter  with  her 
own  affairs ;  her  ideas  were  so  absolutely 
different  "  If  he  could  have  contented  him- 
I  self  to  live  upon  potatoes,"  she  had  once 
thought  lo  herself,  "  I  could  have  contented 
'iyseir  to  Jive  on  the  paTm?,s."  ?fc.t  si\4. 
"  ing  of  this  however  to   CaroWwe.    Tbsa 
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dispositions  she  knew  were  different.  After  all, 
it  may  be  that  Miss  Waddington  had  a  truer 
knowledge  of  human  nature. 

^*  No,  I  shall  not  consent ;  I  will  not  consent 
to  be  the  cause  of  his  misery  and  poverty ;  and 
then  he  will  be  angry  with  me,  and  we  shall 
quarrel.    He  can  be  very  stem,  Adela ;  very." 

"  He  is  impetuous ;  but  however  angry  he 
may  be,  he  forgives  immediately.  He  never 
bears  malice/'  said  Adela,  remembering  her 
early  dealings  with  the  boy-friend  of  her  girl- 
hood. 

"  He  can  be  very  stem  now.  I  know  it  will 
come  to  oiu:  quarrelling;  and  when  he  finds 
that  he  cannot  have  his  own  way,  that  I  cannot 
yield  to  him,  his  proud  heart  will  revolt  from 
me ;  I  know  it  will." 

Adela  could  only  say  that  were  she  in  her 
friend's  place  she  would  not  think  so  much 
about  income ;  but  her  genile  speech,  the  elo- 
quence of  which  had  an  inward,  rather  than  an 
outward  tendency,  had  no  effect  on  Caroline. 
If  Bertram  could  not  persuade  her,  it  certainly 
was  not  probable  that  Adela  Gauntlet  should 
do  so. 

Messrs.  Harcourt  and  Bertram  reached  Little- 
bath  quite  safely.  Harcourt  was  to  dine  with 
the  ladies  in  Montpellier  Crescent — ^it  was  in 
Montpellier  Crescent  that  Miss  Baker  lived — 
and  as  some  sort  of  party  was  necessary  for  his 
honour^  the  curate  was  again  invited,  as  were 
also  the  two  Miss  Gauntlets. 

♦*  You'll  go  on  first,  I  suppose"?"  ^i\<\  ^-ax- 

court,,  when  they  had  secured  xVveVx  tooxos  ^ 

/Ae  ''Plough/'  and  were   pTepa\vc\^  Vo   ^xe."s»^ 
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Bertram  was  well  known  at  the  "  Plough  "  now, 
and  there  was  not  a  boots  or  chambermaid 
about  the  house  who  did  not  know  why  he 
came  to  Littlebath. 

"  Oh,  no,"  said  Bertram,  "  I'll  wait  for  you." 

"I  didn't  know;  I  thought  there  might  be 
some  lover's  privUeges  to  be  exercised,  for 
which  the  eyes  of  the  world  might  be  mcon- 
venient" 

"They  shall  be  postponed  on  your  behalf, 
my  dear  fellow."  And  so  the  two  went  off 
together. 

They  found  Miss  Baker  in  her  drawing-room, 
and  with  her  Adela  and  aunt  Penelope. 

"And  where  is  Caroline?"  ssdd  George, 
when  the  introductions  had  been  duly  per- 
formed. He  had  to  make  a  little  effort  to  say 
this  in  a  voice  that  should  signify  that  he  was 
at  home  there,  but  which  should  not  savour  too 
much  of  the  lover.  On  the  whole,  he  succeeded 
pretty  well. 

"Why,  to  tell  the  truth,"  said  Miss  Baker, 
laughing,  "  she  is  doing  duty  at  this  moment  as 
head  butler  in  the  dining-room.  If  you  feel 
any  vocation  that  way,  you  may  go  and  help 
her." 

"  Well,  I  am  a  fairish  good  hand  at  drawing 
a  cork,"  said  Bertram,  as  he  left  the  room. 

"So  the  lovers'  privileges  are  all  arranged 
for,"  thought  Harcourt  to  himself 

When  Bertram  entered  the  dining-room,  the 
butler's  duties  seemed  to  be  complete ;  at  any 
rate,  Miss  Waddington  was  not  engaged  in  their 
performance.  She  was  leaning  on  the  mantel- 
piece, and  was  apparently  engaged  in  contem- 
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plating  a  bouquet  of  flowers  which  Bertram  had 
contrived  to  send  to  the  house  since  his  arriva) 
at  Littlebath.  It  was  no  wonder  that  the  boots 
should  know  all  about  it . 

Let  us  agree  to  say  nothing  about  the  lovers' 
privil^es*  CaroHne  Waddington  was  not  a  girl 
10  be  very  liberal  of  such  favours,  and  on  the 
occasion  in  question  she  was  not  more  liberal 
than  usual. 

"  Is  Mr.  Harcourt  here  ?"  said  she. 

"Yes,  of  course  he  is.     He  is  upstairs.** 

'^  And  I  am  to  go  up  to  be  looked  at.  How 
vain  you  men  are  of  your  playthings !  Not  that 
you  have  anything  in  this  respect  of  which  you 
ought  to  be  vain." 

"  But  a  great  deal  of  which  I  ought  to  be, 
and  am,  very  proud.  I  am  proud  of  you, 
Caroline ;  proud  at  this  moment  that  my  friend 
should  see  how  beautiful  is  the  girl  that  loves 
me. 

"Tushl"  said  Caroline,  putting  the  back  of 
her  nosegay  up  to  his  mouth.  "  What  delight- 
ful nonsense  you  can  talk.  But  come,  your 
London  friend  won't  much  appreciate  my  ex- 
cellence if  I  Jeeep  him  waiting  for  his  dinner." 
And  so  they  went  upstairs. 

But  Caroline,  though  she  laughed  at  her 
lover  for  showing  her  off,  had  not  failed  to 
make  the  best  of  herself.  She  was  sufficiently 
anxious  that  Bertram  should  be  proud  of  her, 
should  have  cause  to  be  proud  of  her ;  and  she 
seemed  to  be  aware  that  if  she  could  satisfy 
Mr.  Harcourt's  fastidious  judgmetiX,^\\^  tcC\^X 
probably  hope  to  pass  as  apptoved  aa\OTv%  \i\^ 
other  friends.     She  determined,  X\v«^^oxe»  xo 
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■  look  her  best  as  she  walked  into  the  drawii^ 

)ai ;  and  she  did  look  her  best. 

"  Mr.  Harcourt,  my  niece,  Miss  Waddington," 
said  Miss  Baker.  Harcourt,  as  he  rose  and 
bowed,  was  lost  in  wonder. 

Bertram  fell  immediately  into  conversation 
with  Miss  Penelope  Gaunllet,  but  even  while 
listening  to  her  enthusiasm  as  to  Arthur  Wilkin- 
son's luck  in  getting  the  living  of  Hurst  Staple, 
and  her  praise  of  Lord  Stapledean,  he  contrived 
to  keep  an  eye  on  his  friend  Harcourt.  "  Yes, 
indeed,  quite  fortunate ;  wasn't  it  ? "  But  as 
he  thus  spoke,  his  very  soul  within  him  was 
rejoicing  at  his  own  triumph.  He  had  said 
nothing  about  Caroline  personally ;  he  had 
refrained  his  tongue,  and  now  he  had  his 
reward. 

We  have  said  that  Harcourt  was  lost  in 
wonder,  and  such  was  literally  the  case.  He 
had  taught  himself  to  believe  that  Caroline 
Waddington  was  some  tall,  sharp-nosed  dowdy ; 
with  bright  eyes,  probably,  and  even  teeth ; 
with  a  simpering,  wouid-be-ivitty  smile,  and  full 
of  little  quick  answers  such  as  might  suit  well 
for  the  assembly-rooms  at  Littlebath.  When 
he  heard  that  she  was  engaged  in  seeing  that 
the  sherry -bottles  were  duly  decantered,  the 
standard  of  her  value  did  not  at  all  rise  in  his 
estimation.  Candle-ends  and  cold  mutton 
would  doubtless  be  her  foite,  an  economical 
washing-bill  her  strong  point. 

So  was  he  thinking,  much  distressed  in  mind 
— for,  to  do  him  justice,  he  was  as  anxious  on 
behalf  of  Batzaia  as  it  was  m\\\s  Tva.\.we  \(i  \it 
anxious  for  any  one — ^when  a  3^t\o  cw^eiti,  "S^i 
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room.  She  did  not  swim  in,  or  fly  in,  or  glide 
in,  but  walked  in,  as  women  should  walk  if 
they  properly  understood  their  parts.  She 
walked  in  as  though  she  were  mistress  of  her 
own  soul,  and  afraid  to  meet  no  pair  of  eyes 
which  any  human  being  could  bend  upon  her. 
He  had  intended  in  his  good-nature  to  patro- 
nise her;  but  that  other  question  instantly 
occurred  to  him-^would  she  patronise  him? 
Bertram  he  had  known  long  and  intimately, 
and  held  him  therefore  somewhat  cheap  in 
many  respects,  as  we  are  all  accustomed  to 
hold  our  dearest  friends.  But  now,  at  once 
he  .rose  in  his  estimation  a  hundred  per  cent. 
What  might  not  be  expected  of  a  man  whom 
such  a  woman  would  acknowledge  that  she 
loved? 

A  Juno  had  entered  the  room ;  for  her  beauty, 
as  we  have  said  before,  was  that  rather  of  the 
queen  of  the  gods.  George  immediately  ac- 
knowledged to  himself  that  he  had  never  before 
seen  her  look  so  grandly  beautiful  Her 
charms  have  been  related,  and  that  relation 
shall  not  be  repeated ;  but  when  first  seen  by 
Harcourt,  their  power  was  more  thoroughly 
acknowledged  by  him,  much  more  thoroughly 
than  they  had  been  by  her  lover  when  he  had 
first  met  her.  Then,  however,  she  had  been 
sitting  at  dinner  between  her  aunt  and  Mr. 
M'Gabbery,  quite  unconscious  that  any  one 
was  arriving  whose  existence  could  be  of  im- 
portance to  her. 

There  was  no  time  for  conveis^XvoTi.  ^^\u 

The  surprise  arising   from  liet  exiltaxvci^  V^^> 

on  Harcoun's  part,  hardly  subsided,  \j\v'ea  ^^ 
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servant  announced  dinner,  and  he  was  called 
on  to  give  his  arm  to  Miss  Baker. 

"  I  hope  you  approve  your  friend's  choice," 
said  that  lady,  smiHng. 

"Miss  Waddington  is  certainly  the  most 
lovely  girl  I  ever  beheld,"  replied  he,  with 
enthusiasm. 

The  Rev.  Mr.  Meek  handed  down  Miss 
Penelope  Gauntlet,  and  Bertram  followed  with 
the  two  girls,  happy  and  high-spirited.  He 
first  tendered  his  arm  to  Adela,  who  positively 
refused  it ;  then  to  Caroline,  who  was  equally 
determined.  Then,  putting  a  hand  behind  the 
waist  of  each  of  them,  he  pushed  them  through 
the  door  before  him.  There  are  certainly  some 
privileges  which  an  accepted  lover  may  take  in 
a  house,  and  no  one  but  an  accepted  lover. 

George  took  his  seat  at  the  bottom  of  the 
table,  as  though  he  were  quite  at  home;  and 
Harcourt,  happy  sinner  I  found  himself  sealed 
between  Adela  and  Caroline.  He  was  not 
good  enough  for  such  bliss.  But  had  his 
virtues  been  ever  so  shining,  how  could  they 
have  availed  him  ?    Neitiier  of  his  neighbours 

I    had  a  portion  of  a  heart  left  to  call  her  own. 
But  he  was  able  to  perceive  that  Caroline 
was   not  only   beautiful.     She   talked   to    him 
almost    exclusively,    for   she   had    capriciously 
seated  herself  away  ftx)m  her  lover,  and  next  to 
her  aunt     "  Adela,"  she  Imd  whispered,  going 
downstairs,    "I    shall   look   to   you  to  talk   to 
George  all  tlie  evening,  for  I  mean  to  make  :i 
new  conquest." 
Bertram    was  delighted.    It  was  \iMi\'j  \tv 
^A/jjj  to  be  jealoaSj   even   had  Vkeie  \>^ga  a- 
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sliadow  of  cause.  As  it  was,  his  love  was  doing 
exactly  that  which  he  wished  her  to  do.  She 
was  vindicating  his  choice  to.  the  man  whose 
judgment  on  the  matter  was  most  vitally 
essential  to  him. 

When  the  ladies  left  the  dining-roomi  both 
Bertram  and  Harcourt  heartily  wished  that 
Miss  Baker  had  not  been  so  scrupulously  hos- 
pitable^  They  hardly  knew  what  to  do  witli 
Mr.  Meek.  Mr.  Meek  remarked  that  Miss 
Baker  was  a  very  nice  person,  that  Miss  Wad- 
dington  was  a  charming  person,  that  Miss 
Penelope  Gauntlet  was  a  Ivery  nice  person 
indeed,  and  that  Miss  Adela  was  a  very  sweet 
person;  and  then  it  seemed  that  all  conversation 
was  at  an  end.  "  Eh !  what !  none  especially ; 
that  is  to  say,  the  Middle  Temple.^'  Such 
had  been  Harcourfs  reply  to  Mr.  Meek's 
inquiry  as  to  what  London  congregation  he 
frequented;  and  then  the  three  gentlemen 
seemed  to  be  much  occupied  with  their  wine 
and  biscuits.  This  invitation  to  Mr.  Meek  had 
certainly  been  a  mistake  on  Miss  Baker's 
part. 

But  the  misery  did  not  last  long.  Of  the  first 
occasion  on  which.  Mr.  Meek's  glass  was  seen 
to  be  well  empty,  George  took  advantage.  **  If 
you  don't  take  any  more  wine,  Mr.  Meek, 
we  may  aa  well  go  upstairs;  eh,  Harcourt?" 
and  he  looked  suppliantly  at  his  friend. . 

"  Oh,  I  never  take  any  more  wine,  you  know* 
I'm  an  anchorite  on  such  occasions  as  these." 
And  so  they  went  into  the  draYfViv^-ioomA^'^% 
befow  Miss  Baktr  had  her   co&^  i^aA:^}  Vat. 
theoL 
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"  You  see  a  good   deal  of  Arthur  now,> J 
suppose  ?  "  said  Uertram,  addressing  Adela. 

"  Yes ;  tliat  is,  not  a  very  great  deal.  He 
has  been  busy  since  he  took  up  the  parish. 
But  I  see  Mary  frequently." 

"  Do  you  think  Arthur  likes  it  ?  He  seemed 
to  me  to  be  hardly  so  much  grattlied  as  I  should 
have  thought  he  would  have  been.  The  living 
is  a  good  one,  and  the  marquis  was  certainly 
good-natured  about  it." 

"  Oh,  yes,  he  was,"  said  Adela. 

"It  will  be  a  long  time,  I  know,  before  1 
earn  five  hundred  pounds  a  year.  Do  you 
know,  he  never  ■wrote  about  it  as  though  he 
thought  he'd  been  lucky  in  getting  it" 

"Didn't  he?" 

"  Never ;  and  I  thought  he  was  melancholy 
and  out  of  spirits  when  I  saw  hira  the  other 
day.  He  ought  to  marry;  that's  the  fact.  A 
young  clergyman  with  a  living  should  always 
get  a  wife." 

"  You  are  like  the  fox  that  lost  its  tail,"  said 
Adela,  trying  hard  to  show  that  she  joined  in 
the  conversation  without  any  effort, 

"  Ah !  but  the  case  is  very  different.  There 
can  be  no  doubt  that  Arthur  ought  to  lose  his 
tail.  His  position  in  the  world  is  one  which 
especially  requires  him  to  lose  it," 

"  He  has  his  mother  and  sisters,  you  know." 

"  Oh,  mother  and  sisters !  Mother  and 
sisters  are  all  very  well,  or  not  very  well,  as  the 
case  may  be ;  but  the  vicar  of  a  parish  should 
be  a  married  man.  If  you  can't  get  a  wife  for 
him  down  there  in  Hamps\uie,  i  sWl'hB.Me.Vv'm. 
up  to  London,  and  look  one  wil  iox  \i\uv  ftiext. 
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Pray  take  the  matter  in  hand  when  you  go 
home,  Miss  Gauntlet" 

Adela  smiled,  and  did  not  blush;  nor  did 
she  say  that  she  quite  agreed  with  him  that  the 
vicar  of  a  parish  should  be  a  married  man. 

"  Well,  I  shan't  ask  any  questions/'  said 
Bertram,  as  soon  as  he  and  Harcourt  were  in 
the  street,  "  or  allow  you  to  offer  any  opinion ; 
because,  as  we  have  both  agreed,  you  have  not 
pluck  enough  to  give  it  impartially."  Bertram 
as  he  said  this  could  hardly  preserve  himself 
from  a  slight  tone  of  triumph. 

"  She  is  simply  the  most  lovely  woman  that 
my  eyes  ever  beheld,"  said  Harcourt 

"Tush!  can't  you  make  it  a  little  more  out 
of  the  common  way  than  that  ?  But,  Harcourt, 
without  joke,  you  need  not  trouble  yourself.  I 
did  want  you  to  see  her;  but  I  don't  care 
twopence  as  to  your  liking  hen  I  shall  think 
much  more  of  your  wife  liking  her — if  you  ever 
have  a  wife." 

"  Bertram,  upon  my  word,  I  never  was  less 
in  a  mood  to  joke." 

"  That  is  saying  very  little,  for  you  are  always 
in  a  mood  to  joke."  Bertram  understood  it  all ; 
saw  clearly  what  impression  Miss  Waddington 
had  made,  and  for  the  moment  was  supremely 
happy. 

•*  How  ever  you  had  the  courage  to  propose 
yourself  and  your  two  hundred  pounds  a  year  to 
such  a  woman  as  that  I  " 

**  Ha  I  ha !  ha !    Why,  Harcourt,  you  are  not 
at  all  like  yourself.     If  you  adraite  Vvet  ^:i\oj\^^ 
I  shall  beg  you  not  to  come  to  lA\X\€)a^flcv  ^^ 


more" 
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"  Perhaps  I  had  better  not.     But,  Berti'am, 
■■beg  to  congratulate  you  most  heartily. 

Wh  this  against  your  future  happiness 

"What?" 

"  iVliy,  you  will  never  be  known 
^George  Bertram;  but  always  as  Mrs.  George 
Bertram's  husband.  With  such  a  bride-elect  as 
ihal,  you  cannot  expect  to  stand  on  your  own 
bottom.  If  you  can  count  on  being  lord- 
chancellor,  or  secretary  of  state,  you  may  dp' 
so;  otherwise,  you'll  always  be  known  as 
appendage." 

"Oh,  I'll  pnt  up  with  that  misery." 
^L  This  visit  of  inspection  had  been  very  success 
^Ktl,  and  George  went  to  bed  in  the   highest 
B^iiiitE.     In  the  highest  spirits  also  he  walked  to 
^ihurch  with  Harcourt,  and  there  met  the  two 
ladies.     There  was  something  especially  raptu- 
rous in  the  touch  of  bis  Sogers  as  he  shook 
hands  with  Caroline  when  the  service  was  over; 
and  Miss  Baker  declared  that  he  looked  almost 
handsome  when  he  went  home  with  them  to 
lunch. 

But  tliat  afternoon  bis  bliss  was  destined  to 

receive  something  of  a  check.     It  was  imperative 

&at  Haicourt  should  be  in  town  early  on  the 

[onday  morning,   and  therefore  it  had  been 

etded  that  they  should  return  by  the  latest  train 

'lat  Sunday  evening.     They  would  just  be  able 

tta  dine  with  Miss  Baker,  and  do  this  afieiwardtt 

■Harcourt  bad,  of  course,  been  anxious  to  be 

allowed  to  return  alone ;  but  Bertram  bad 

dined  to  appear  to  be  too  much  in  love  to  It 

Jus  mistress,  and  had  persisled  ^.Wl  Ve  '«cim\ 

accompany  him. 
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This  having  been  so  decided,  he  had  been 
invited  to  a  little  conference  at  Miss  Baker's,  to 
be  holden  upstairs  in  her  private  little  sitting- 
room  before  dinner.  He  had  had  one  or  two 
chats  with  Miss  Baker  in  that  sameroom  before 
now,  and  therefore  did  not  think  so  much  of  the 
invitation ;  but  on  this  occasion  he  also  found 
Caroline  there.  He  felt  at  once  that  he  was  to 
be  encountered  with  opposition. 

Miss  Baker  opened  the  battle.  ''George,'^ 
said  she,  "Caroline  has  made  me  promise  to 
speak  to  you  before  you  go  iip  to  town.  Won't 
you  sit  down  ?  " 

"  Upon  my  word,"  said  he,  seating  himself  on 
a  sofa  next  to  Caroline ;  "  I  hardly  know  what 
to  say  to  it.  You  look  so  formal  both  of  you. 
If  I  am  to  be  condemned,  my  lord,  I  hope  you'll 
give  me  a  long  day." 

"  That's  just  it,"  said  Miss  Baker  ^  "  it  must 
be  a  long  day,  I'm  afraid,  George." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

**.Why  this ;  we  think  the  marriage  muist  be 
put  off  till  after  you  have  been  called.  You  are 
both  young,  you  know." 

"Nonsense!"  said  George,  rather  too  im- 
periously for  a  lover. 

"Nay,  but,  George,  it  is  not  nonsense," 
said  Caroline,  in  her  sweetest  voice,  almost 
imploringly.  "Don't  be  impetuous;  don't 
be  angry  with  us.  It  is  for  your  sake  we 
say  so." 

**  For  my  sake ! " 

"Yes,  for  your  sake;  for  youi  ^^k^V^   «cs.^ 
she  put  bis  hand  inside  her  aim,  ^XiA.  ikcLO'^x 
pressed  it  to   her  bosom.    *^"Fot   ^^\ix  ^•25>«-^^ 
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certainly,  George ;  you  of  whom  we  are  so  much 
bound  to  think." 

"Then  for  my  own  sake  I  disdain  any  such 
solicitude.  I  know  the  woild,  at  any  rate,  as 
well  as  either  of  you " 

"  Ah  !  I  am  not  sure  of  that,"  said  Caroline, 

"And  I  know  well,  that  our  joint  income 
should  be  ample  for  the  next  four  or  five  years. 
You  will  have  to  give  up  your  horse " 

"I  should  think  nothing  of  that,  George; 
nothing." 

"And  that  is  all.  How  many  thousand 
married  couples  are  there,  do  you  suppose,  in 
London,  who  are  now  living  on  less  than  what 
our  income  will  be  ?  " 

"  Many  thousands,  doubtless.  But  very  few, 
probably  not  one,  so  living  happily,  when  the 
husband  has  been  brought  up  in  such  a  manner 
as  has  been  Master  George  Bertram," 

"  Caroline,  my  belief  is,  that  you  know  nothing 
about  it.  Some  of  your  would-be-grand  friends 
here  in  Littlebalh  have  been  frightening  you  on 
the  score  of  income." 

"  I  have  no  friend  in  Littlebath  to  whom  I 
would  condescend  to  speak  on  such  a  matter, 
except  aunt  Mary."  Caroline's  tone  as  she  said 
this  showed  some  slight  offence ;  but  not  more 
than  she  had  a  right  to  show. 

"And  what  do  you  say,  aunt  Mary?" 

"Weil,  I  really  agree  with  Caroline;  I  really 
do." 

"Ah,  she  has  talked  you  over,"  This  was 
true. 

"And  what  is  the  dile,  lAiss  Vfaddm^vovv, 
i^^tj-ou  are  now  kind  enough  to  naiae  lot  qvk 
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wedding-day  ?  "  asked  George,  in  a  tone  half  of 
anger  and  half  of  banter.  To  Caroline's  ear,  the 
anger  seemed  to  predominate. 

"  The  day  after  you  shall  have  been  called  to 
the  bar,  Mr.  Bertram.  That  is,  if  the  press  of 
two  such  great  events  together  will  not  be  too 
much  for  you." 

"  Of  course  you  know  that  that  is  putting  it 
off  for  nearly  three  years  ?  " 

"  For  more  than  two,  I  believe,  certainly." 

^  And  you  can  talk  quite  coolly  about  such  a 
delay  as  that  ?  " 

"  Not  quite  coolly,  George ;  but,  at  any  rate, 
with  a  fixed  purpose." 

''And  am  not  I  then  to  have  a  fixed  purpose 
also?" 

"  Certainly,  dearest,  you  can.  You  can  say, 
if  you  are  cruel  enough,  that  it  shall  be  post- 
poned for  two  years  again  after  that.  Or  you 
can  say,  if  you  will  do  so,  that  under  such 
circumstances  you  will  not  many  me  at  all. 
We  have  each  got  what  you  lawyers  call  a  veto. 
Now,  George,  I  put  my  veto  upon  poverty  for 
you,  and  discomfort,  and  an  untidy  house,  and 
the  perils  of  a  complaining,  fretful  wife.  If  I 
can  ever  assist  you  to  be  happy,  and  prosperous, 
and  elate  before  the  world,  I  will  try  my  best  to 
do  so ;  but  I  will  not  come  to  you  like  a  clog 
round  your  neck,  to  impede  all  your  efforts  in 
your  first  struggle  at  rising.  If  I  can  wait, 
George,  surely  you  can  ?  An  unfulfilled  engage- 
ment can  be  no  impediment  to  a  man,  whatever 
it  may  be  to  a  girl." 

It  may  have  been  perceived  by  V5k^^  Nxcftfe  ^"ax 
Miss  Waddington  was  not  a  peisoxi  ^^"s^  XoX^'s^ 
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talked  over.  On  this  occasion,  Bertram  failed 
altogether  in  moving  her.  Even  though  at  one 
moment  aunt  Mary  had  almost  yielded  to  him, 
Caroline  remained  steady  as  a  rock.  None  of 
his  eloquence— and  he  was  very  eloquent  on  the 
occasion — changed  her  at  all.  She  became  soft 
in  her  tone,  and  affectionate,  almost  caressing 
in  her  manner;  but  nothing  would  induce  her 
to  go  from  her  point  Bertram  got  on  a  very 
high  horse,  and  spoke  of  the  engagement  as 
being  thus  practically  broken  off.  She  did  not 
become  angry,  or  declare  that  she  took  him  at 
his  word ;  but  with  a  low  voice  she  said  that  she 
was  aware  that  her  determination  gave  him  an 
option  in  the  matter.  He  would  certainly  be 
justified  in  so  resolving ;  nay,  might  do  so  with- 
out the  slightest  slain  upon  his  faith.  She  her- 
self woujd  not  violate  the  truth  by  saying  that 
such  a  decision  would  give  her  pleasure;  that  it 

would — would Here   for   the   first   time 

she  became  rather  agitated,  and  before  she 
could  finish,  George  was  at  her  feet,  swearing 
that  he  could  not,  would  not  live  without  her ; 
tliat  she  knew  that  he  couid  not,  and  would  not 
do  so. 

And  so  the  httle  conference  ended.  George 
bad  certainly  gained  nothing.  Caroline  had 
gained  this,  that  she  had  made  known  her  reso- 
lution, and  had,  nevertheless,  not  lost  her  lover. 
To  all  the  expressions  of  her  determination  not 
to  many  till  George  should  be  a  barrister,  aunt 
Mary  had  added  a  little  clause — that  such  deci- 
sion might  at  any  moment  be  changed  by  some 
neiv  act  of  Jj'tefahty  on  the  part  o(  UTvc\e  'S.ex- 
train.     In  aunt  Mary's  mind,  l^e  nc\v  MTi"Ae,*ift 
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rich  grandfather,  was  still  the  god  that  was  to 
come  down  upon  the  stage  and  relieve  them 
from  their  great  difficulty. 

As  Geoige  returned  to  town  with  his  friend, 
his  love  was  not  quite  so  triumphant  as  it  had 
been  that  morning  on  his  road  to  church. 


CHAPTER  XVI 

THE  NEW  MEMBER  FOR  THE  BATTERSSA 

HAMLETS 

I  MUST  now  ask  my  readers  to  pass  over  two 
years  with  me.  It  is  a  tenible  gap  in  a  story ; 
but  in  these  days  the  unities  are  not  mucli 
considered,  and  a  hiatus  which  would  formerly 
have  been  regarded  as  a  fault  utterly  fatal  is 
now  no  more  than  a  slight  impropriety. 

But  something  must  be  told  of  the  occur- 
rences of  these  two  years.  In  the  first  place; 
no  marriage  had  taken  place — that  is,  among 
our  personages;  nor  had  their  ranks  been 
thinned  by  any  death.  In  our  retrospective 
view  we  will  give  the  pas  to  Mr.  Harcourt,  for 
he  had  taken  the  greatest  stride  in  winning  that 
world's  success,  which  is  the  goal  of  all  our 
ambition.  He  had  gone  on  and  prospered 
greatly ;  and  nowadays  all  men  at  the  bar  said 
all  manner  of  good  things  of  him.  He  was 
already  in  Parliament  as  the  honourable  member 
for  the  Battersea  Hamlets,  and  was  i>ot  only 
there,  but  listened  to  when  \t  suvltd  \CvKJk.  X.^ 
speak.    But  when  he  did  speak,  \i^  ^jcJlfc  o\^^ 
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as  a  lawyer.  He  never  allowed  himself  to  be 
enticed  away  from  his  own  profession  by  the 
meretricious  allurements  of  general  politics. 
On  points  of  law  reform,  he  had  an  energetic 
opinion;  on  matters  connected  with  justice,  he 
had  ideas  which  were  very  much  his  own — or 
which  at  least  were  stated  in  language  which 
was  so;  being  a  denizen  of  the  common  law, 
he  was  loud  against  the  delays  and  cost  of 
Chancery,  and  was  supposed  to  have  supplied 
the  legal  details  of  a  very  telling  tale  which  was 
written  about  this  time  with  the  object  of  up- 
setting the  lord- chancel  lor  as  then  constituted. 

But  though  he  worked  as  a  member  only  in 
legal  matters,  of  course  he  was  always  ready  to 
support  his  party  witli  his  vote  in  all  maiters. 
His  party!  here  had  been  his  great  difficulty 
on  first  entering  the  House  of  Commons, 
What  should  be  his  party? 

He  had  worked  hard  as  a  lawyer.  In  so 
doing  no  party  had  been  necessary  to  him. 
Honest  hard  worlc — honest,  that  is,  as  regarded 
the  work  itself,  if  not  always  so  as  regarded  the 
object.  Honest  hard  work,  and  some  cunning 
in  the  method  of  his  eloquence,  had  at  first 
sufficed  him.  He  was  not  called  upon  to  have, 
or  at  any  rate  to  state,  any  marked  political 
tenets.  But  no  man  can  rise  lo  great  note  as 
a  lawyer  without  a  party.  Opulence  without 
note  would  by  no  means  have  sufficed  wiih 
Mr.  Harcourt, 

When,  therefore,  he  found  it  expedient  in 
the  course  of  his  profession  to  go  into  Parlia- 
mcnt,  and  whh  this  object  piesenteA  \v\Ki'i«.\C  \.o 
lAe  inhabitants  of  the  Batteisea  ■H.3.tq\»?^  "■*. 
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was  necessary  that  he  should  adopt  a  party. 
At  that  time  the  political  watchword  of  the  day 
was  the  repeal  of  the  com  laws.  Now  the 
electors  of  the  Battersea  Hamlets  required 
especially  to  know  whether  Mn  Harcourt  was 
or  was  not  for  free  trade  in  com. 

To  tell  the  tmth,  he  did  not  care  two  straws 
about  com.  He  cared  only  for  law — for  that 
and  what  was  to  be  got  by  it.  It  was  necessary 
that  he  should  assume  some  care  for  com — 
leam  a  good  deal  about  it,  perhaps,  so  as  to  be 
able,  if  called  on,  to  talk  on  the  subject  by  the 
hour  at  a  stretch ;  but  it  was  not  a  matter  on 
which  he  was  personally  solicitous  a  fortnight 
or  so  before  he  began  his  canvass. 

The  Conservatives  were  at  that  time  in,  and 
were  declared  foes  to  free  trade  in  com.  They 
were  committed  to  the  maintenance  of  a  duty 
on  imported  wheat — if  any  men  were  ever 
politiodly  committed  to  anything.  Indeed,  it 
had  latterly  been  their  great  shibboleth — 
latterly ;  that  is,  since  their  other  greater  shib- 
boleths had  been  cut  from  under  their  feet. 

At  that  time  men  had  not  leamt  thoroughly 
by  experience,  as  now  they  have,  that  no  reform, 
no  innovation — experience  almost  justifies  us 
saying  no  revolution — stinks  so  foully  in  the 
nostrils  of  an  English  Tory  politician  as  to  be 
absolutely  irreconcilable  to  him.  When  taken 
in  the  refreshing  waters  of  office  any  such  pill 
can  be  swallowed.  This  is  now  a  fact  recog- 
nized in  politics ;  and  it  is  a  great  point  gained 
in  favour  of  that  party  that  their  power  of 
deglutition  should  be  so  recognued.  \^X.  ^^ 
people  want  what  they  will,  Jew  stnaXots,  c)ci«a.>^ 
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com,  vote  by  ballot,  no  property  qualification, 
or  anything  else,  the  Tories  will  carry  it  for 
them  if  the  Whigs  cannot.  A  poor  Whig 
premier  has  none  but  the  Liberals  to  back  him  ; 
but  a  reforming  Tory  will  be  backed  by  all  the 
world— except  those  few  whom  his  own  dis- 
honesty will  personally  have  disgusted. 

But  at  that  time — some  twelve  or  fifteen 
years  since — all  this  was  not  a  part  of  the 
political  ABC;  and  Harcourt  had  much 
doubt  in  his  own  mind  as  to  the  party  which 
ought  to  be  blessed  with  his  adherence.  Lord 
chancellotships  and  lord  chief- justiceships, 
though  not  enjoyed  till  middle  life,  or,  indeed, 
till  the  evening  of  a  lawyer's  days,  must,  in 
fact,  be  won  or  lost  in  the  heyday  of  his  career. 
One  false  step  in  his  political  novitiate  may 
cost  him  everything.  A  man  when  known  as 
a  recognized  Whig  may  fight  battle  after  battle 
with  mercenary  electors,  sit  yawning  year  after 
year  till  twelve  o'clock,  ready  to  attack  on  every 
point  the  tactics  of  his  honourable  and  learned 
friend  on  the  Treasury  seats,  and  yet  see  junior 
after  junior  rise  to  the  bench  before  him— and 
all  because  at  starting  he  decided  wrongly  as  to 
his  party. 

If  Harcourt  had  predilections,  they  were  with 
the  Whigs;  but  he  was  not  weak,  enough  to  let 
any  predilection  be  a  burden  to  his  interests. 
Where  was  the  best  opening  for  him?  The 
Tories — I  still  prefer  the  name,  as  being  without 
definite  meaning ;  the  direct  falsehood  implied 
in  the  title  of  Conservative  amounts  almost  to 
a  libel — the  Tories  were  In  ■,  bit  Ciom  the  fact 
of  being  in,  were  always  \\ab\fc  to  be  m.TT\gA.  cm^.. 
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TheB,  too,  they  were  of  course  provided  with 
attorneys  and  solicitors-generisil,  lord&adrocate, 
and  legal  bangers^m  of  every  sort  The  coming 
chance  might  be  better  with  the  Whigs. 

Under  these  circumstances,  he  went  to  his 
old  friend  Mr.  Die,  Mr.  Neversaye  Die,  the 
rich,  quiet,  hard-working,  old  chancery  barrister, 
to  whose  fostering  care  he  had  some  time  since 
recommended  bb  friend  Bertram.  Every  one 
has  some  quiet,  old,  family,  confidential  friend ; 
a  man  given  to  silence^  but  of  undoubted  know- 
ledge of  the  world,  whose  experience  is  vast, 
and  who,  though  he  has  not  risen  in  the  world 
himself,  is  always  the  man  to  help  others  to  do 
so.  Every  one  has  such  a  friend  as  this^  and 
Mr.  Neversaye  Die  was  Harcourt^s  friend.  Mr. 
Die  himself  was  supposed  to  be  a  Tory,  quite 
of  the  old  school,  a  Lord  Eldon  Tory ;  but 
Harcourtknew  that  this 'would  in  no  way  bias 
his  judgment.  The  mind  of  a  barrister-  who 
has  been  for  fifty  years  practising  in  court  will 
never  be  biassed  by  his  predilections. 

Mr.  Die  soon  understood  the  whole  matter. 
His  young  friend  Harcourt  was  going  into 
Parliament  with  the  special  object  of  becom- 
ing a  solicitor-general  as  soon  as  possible. 
He  could  so  become  by  means  only  of  two 
moving  powers.  He  must  be  solicitor-general 
either  to  the  Whigs  or  to  tlie  Tories.  To  which 
he  should  be  so  was  a  question  mainly  in- 
different to  Mr.  Harcourt  himself,  and  also  to 
Mr.  Die  in  framing  his  advice. 

Mr.  Die  himself  of  course  regarded  corn-law 
repeal  as  an  invention  of  the  deviV.  ^^  \>a.^ 
lived  long  enough  to  have  regarded  C^XJosKkc 
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emancipation  and  parliamentary  rclbrm  in  the 
same  light.  Could  you  have  opened  his  mind, 
you  would  probably  have  found  there  a  settled 
conviction  that  the  world  was  slowly  coming  to 
an  end,  that  end  being  brought  about  by  such 
devilish  works  as  these.  But  you  would  also 
have  found  a  conviction  that  the  Tliree  per 
Cents,  would  last  his  lime,  and  that  his  fear  for 
the  future  might  with  safety  be  thrown  forward, 
so  as  to  appertain  to  the  fourth  or  fifth,  or, 
perhaps,  even  to  the  tenth  or  twelfth  coming 
generation,  Mr.  Die  was  not,  therefore,  person- 
ally wretched  under  his  own  political  creed, 

"I  should  be  inclined  to  support  the  govern- 
ment if  I  were  going  into  Parliament  as  a  young 
man,"  said  Mr.  Die. 

"  There  are  nine  seniors  of  mine  in  the  House 
who  now  do  so."  By  seniors,  Mr.  Harcourt 
alluded  to  his  seniors  at  the  bar. 

"Yes;  but  they  like  young  blood  nowadays, 
I  think  it's  the  safest" 

"  I  shall  never  carry  the  Batlersea  Hamlets  un- 
less I  pledge  myself  on  this  corn-law  question." 

"Well,"  said  Mr.  Die— "well;  a  seat  is  cer- 
tainly a  great  thing,  and  not  to  be  had  at  any 
moment.  I  think  I  should  be  inclined  to  yield 
to  the  electors." 

"And  commit  myself  to  the  repeal  of  the  corn 
laws  ?  " 

"Commit  yourself!"  said  Mr.  Die,  with  a 
gentle  smile.  "A  public  man  has  to  commit 
himself  to  many  things  nowadays.  But  my 
opinion  is,  that — that  you  may  hold  the  popul.ar 
opinion  about  free  trade,  and  be  not  a  whit  the 
iess  useful  to  Sir  Robeit  on  "iaali.  kxXiSixk^J.' 
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Mr.  Harcourt  was  still  a  young  man,  and  was, 
therefore,  excusable  in  not  seeing  to  the  depth 
of  Mr.  Die's  wisdom.  He  certainly  did  not  see 
to  the  depth  of  it;  but  he  had  come  to  his 
Oracle  with  faith,  and  ^risely  resolved  to  be 
guided  by  wisdom  so  much  superior  t6  his 
own. 

"  Never  bind  yourself  wantonly  to  an  expiring 
policy,*'  said  Mr.  Die.  "The  man  who  does  so 
has  surely  to  unbind  himself;  and,  to  say  the 
least  of  it,  that  always  takes  time.** 

So  Mr.  Harcourt  presented  himself  to  the 
electors  of  the!  Battersea  Hamlets  as  a  man  very 
ansdous  in  their  behalf  in  all  things,  but  anxious 
in  their  behalf  above  all  things  for  free  trade  in 
corn.     *'  Is  it  credible,  that  now,  in  this  year  of 

grace  184 — ^ **  and  so  on.    Such  were  the 

eloquent  words  which  he  addressed  to  the 
electors  on  this  subject,  and  so  taken  were  they 
by  his  enthusiasm  that  they  returned  him  by  a 
large  majority. 

Mr.  Dod,  therefore,  in  his  remarkably  useful 
little  parliamentary  compendium,  put  down  Mr. 
Harcourt  as  a  Liberal :  this  he  had  an  opportunity 
of  doing  immediately  after  Mr.  Haroourfs  elec- 
tion: in  his  next  edition,  however,  he  added, 
•*  but  supports  the  general  policy  of  Sir  Robert 
Peel's  government." 

Mr.  Harcourt  had  altogether  managed  this 
little  affair  so  well  that,  despite  his  youth, 
despite  also  those  nine  political  seniors  of  his, 
men  began  to  talk  of  him  as  one  who  might 
shortly  hope  to  fill  high  places.  He  made  Kvess- 
self  very  usefol  in  the  House,  attd  diA  %<i  Vcl  «. 
gidetfbusinesB^likef   imexcitVt^g  Tt\«»Xket,  N^'^'i 
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pleasant  to  the  leading  politician  of  the  Treasury 
bench. 

And  then  there  came  the  Irish  famine,  and  all 
the  bindings  of  all  the  Tories  were  scattered  to 
the  winds  like  feathers.  The  Irishman's  potato- 
pot  ceased  to  be  full,  and  at  once  the  great 
territorial  magnates  of  England  were  convinced 
that  Ihey  had  clung  to  the  horns  of  a  false  altar. 
They  were  convinced ;  or  at  least  had  to  ac- 
knowledge such  conviction.  The  prime  minister 
held  short  little  debates  with  his  underlings — 
with  dukes  and  marquises,  with  earls  and  vis- 
counts; held  short  debates  with  them,  but 
allowed  to  no  underling— to  no  duke,  and  to 
no  viscount — to  have  any  longer  an  opinion  of 
his  own.  The  altar  had  been  a  false  altar ;  it 
was  enough  for  them  that  they  were  so  told. 
With  great  wisdom  the  majority  of  them  con- 
sidered that  this  was  enough  j  and  so  the  bill 
for  the  repeal  of  the  com  laws  was  brought 
before  the  House,  and  the  world  knew  that  it 
would  be  carried. 

And  now  there  was  a  great  opportunity  for 
Iilr.  Harcourt.  He  could  support  the  prime 
minister  and  merit  all  manner  of  legal  general- 
ships without  any  self-unbinding.  Alas !  such 
corofort  as  this  can  only  belong  to  the  young 
among  politicians !  Up  to  this  period  he  had 
meddled  only  with  law  questions.  Now  was  the 
time  for  him  to  come  out  with  that  great  liberal 
speed),  which  should  merit  the  eternal  gratitude 
of  the  Tory  leader.  Just  at  the  time  at  which 
we  recommence  our  tale  he  did  come  out  with 
A  very  great  Jiberal  speech,  in  ■w\\\c\\,  as.  mv 
^depeadeat  momber,  he  vehemeiitlif  e'Ao^^i^ 
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the  daring  policy  of  that  great  man  who,  as  he 
said,  was  brave  enough,  and  wise  enough,  and 
good  enough  to  save  his  country  at  the  expense 
of  his  party.  Whether  there  were  not  men  who 
could  have  saved  their  country  without  betraying 
their  friendsr— who  would  have  done  so  had  not 
Sir  Robert  been  ready  with  his  apostacy ;  who 
in  fact  did  so  by  forcing  Sir  Robert  to  his 
apK)stacy-^as  to  that,  Mr.  Harcourt  then  said 
nothing.  What  might  not  be  expected  from  the 
bands  of  a  man  so  eulogized  ?  of  a  man  who  was 
thus  able  to  keep  the  votes  of  the  Tories  and 
cBiiy  the  meajsures  of  the  Liberals  ?  of  a  man  of 
whom  it  might  now  be  predicated  that  his  political 
power  would  end  only  with  his  political  life? 
We  should  be  going  on  too  fast  were  we  to 
declare  in  how  few  months  after  this  triumph 
that  great  political  chieftain  was  driven  from  the 
Treasury  bench. 

Mr.  Harcourt's  name  was  now  mentioned  in 
all  clubs  and  all  dining-rooms.  He  was  an 
acute  and  successful  lawyer,  an  eloquent  debater, 
and  a  young  man.  The  world  was  at  his  feet, 
and  Mr.  Die  was  very  proud  of  him.  Mr.  Die 
was  proud  of  him,  and  proud  also  of  his  own 
advice.  He  said  nothing  about  it  even  to  Har- 
court himself,  for  to  Mr.  Die  had  been  given  the 
gift  of  reticence ;  but  his  old  eye  twinkled  as  his 
wisdom  was  confessed  by  the  youth  at  his  feet. 
^*In  politics  one  should  always  look  forward," 
he  said,  as  he  held  up  to  the  light  the  glass  of  old 
port  which  he  was  about  to  sip ;  "  in  real  life  it  is 
better  to  look  back, — if  one  has  anythitv%  \.o  VoioV 
back  at/*  Mr.  Die  had  somethm^  lo  \oo\L\j;a.O«^ 
at    He  had  sixty  thousand  pounds  m  \!ae  ^xA^' 
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And  now  we  must  sny  a.  woriJ  of  Mr.  I 
with  reference  to  the  other  persons  of  o 
He  was  still  very  intimate  with  Bertram,  but  lie 
hardly  regarded  him  in  the  same  hght  as  he  had 
done  two  years  before.  Bertram  had  not  hitherto 
justified  the  expectation  of  his  friends.  This 
must  be  explained  more  at  length  in  the  next 
two  chapters;  but  the  effect  on  Harcourt  had 
been  that  he  no  longer  looked  up  with  reverence 
to  his  friend's  undoubted  talents.  He  had  a 
lower  opinion  of  him  than  formerly.  Indeed,  he 
himself  had  risen  so  quickly  that  he  had  left 
Bertfam  immeasurably  below  him,  and  the  dif- 
ference in  their  pursuits  naturally  brought  them 

■  together  less  frequently  than  lieretofore. 

But  if  Harcourt  was  less  concerned  than  he 
had  been  with  George  Bertram  junior,  he  was 
much  niore  concerned  tJian  he  had  been  with 
George  Bertram  senior.  He  had  in  former  days 
known  nothing  of  the  old  merchant ;  now  he 
was,  within  certain  bounds,  almost  intimate  with 
him;  occasionally  dined  down  at  Hadley,  and 
frequently  consulted  bim  on  money  matters  of 
deep  import. 

With  Miss  Baker,  also,  and  Caroline  Wadding- 
ton,  Mr,  Harcourt  was  intimate.  Between  him 
■nd  Miss  Baker  there  existed  a  warm  friendship, 
and  with  Caroline,  even,  he  was  on  such  terms 
that  she  often  spoke  to  him  as  to  the  deep 
troubles  of  her  love  and  engagement.  For  these 
were  deep  troubles,  as  will  be  seen  also  in  the 
coming  chapters. 

George  Bertram  had  been  told  by  Miss  Baker 

that  Caroline  was  the  graniida.M?,hi«  o€o\d  Mr, 
iterf/ani,  and  George  vn  hia  contie'ftct  ■«■^x\^.\^^a, 
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friend  had  told  him  the  secret  Indeed,  there 
had  been  hardly  any  alternative,  for  George 
had  been  driven  to  consult  his  friend  more  than 
once  as  to  this  delay  in  his  marriage  ;  and  who 
can  ever  consult  a  friend  with  advantage  on 
any  subject  without  telling  him  all  the  circum- 
stances ? 

It  was  after  this  that  Harcourt  and  Miss 
Baker  became  so  intimate.  The  ladies  at 
Littlebath  had  many  troubles,  and  during  those 
troubles  the  famous  young  barrister  was  very 
civil  to  thenu  In  the  latter  of  those  two  years 
that  are  now  gone,  circumstances  had  brought 
them  up  to  London  for  a  couple  of  months  in 
the  spring;  and  then  they  saw  much  of  Mr. 
Harcourt,  but  nothing  of  George  Bertram, 
though  George  was  still  the  affianced  husband 
of  Miss  Waddington. 


CHAPTER  XVII 

RETROSPECTIVE — FIRST  YEAR 

George  Bertram  had  returned  to  town  that 
Sunday  after  the  conference  in  Miss  Baker's 
little  room  not  in  the  very  best  of  moods.  He 
had  talked  glibly  enough  on  his  way  back, 
because  it  had  been  necessary  for  him  to  hide 
his  chagrin ;  but  he  had  done  so  in  a  cynical 
tone,  which  had  given  Harcourt  to  understand 
that  something  was  wrong.  For  some  ten  d^'^^ 
after  that  there  had  been  no  intercouTse\>e'c«^^'CL 
A//Z2  and  Littlebath:;  and  then  he  \izA  vmX^&tv  ^ 
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letter  to  Caroline,  full  of  argument,  fuU  also  of 
tenderness,  in  which  he  essayed  to  move  her 
from    her   high    resolve.     He    had    certainly 
written  strongly,  if  not  well.     "  He  was  work- 
ing," he  said,  "  nearly  as  hard  as  a  man  could 
work,  in    order    to   insure    success    for    her. 
Nothing  he  was  aware  but  the  idea  that  he  was 
already  justified  in  looking  on  her  as  his  wife 
would  have  induced  him  to  labour  so  strictly  ; 
and  for  this  he  was  grateful  to  her.    She  had 
given  him  this  great  and  necessary  incitement ; 
and  he  therefore  thanked  God  that  he  had  on 
his  shoulders  the  burden,  as  well  as  in  his  heart 
the  blessing,  of  such  an  engagement     But  the 
strain  would  be  loo  great  for  hitn  if  the  burden 
wei«  to  remain  present  to  him  daily,  while  the 
Ueasing  was  to  be   postponed  for  so  long  a 
time.    He  had  aheady  felt  his  spirits  numbed 
and  his  energy  weakened.     It  seemed  to  him 
in  an  his  daily  work  that  his  great  hope  had 
been  robbed  from  him.     His  dreams  told  him 
that  he  W3S   to   be  happy,  but  hs   waking 
moments  brought  him  back  to  disap^ntment. 
He  knew  that  he  could  not  ^iditre  it,  that  he 
could  not  remain  there  at  his  post,  diligent  as 
[   Ite  fitin  would  be,  tf  his  reward  were  to  be  post- 
[   poaed  fat  so  long.     As  being  tmder  a  holy 
'    cngagcneot  to  }'0t).'*  he  wrote,  perhaps  almost 
'    loo  solemoty*  **  I  have  gttcn  up  that  sort  oC 
,    lifo  to  wltidi  my  natural  disposuicm  m%hf  have 
M  Wft     Do  BOt  suppose  dt«t  I  sty  this  with 
HgltL     I  rejoK«  to  have  done  so,  icfoke  to 
ite  »  doinf ;  but  it  a  foe  jon  that  I  do  H. 
■kwNLi'  not  look  to  ipm  ()»:  n^  wwws&t 
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share  it?  Supposing  that  there  may  be  suffer- 
ing, shall  not  I  endure  it?  And  if  a  man  with 
his  best  efforts,  may  protect  a  woman  from 
suffering,  I  will  protect  you."  So  he  had 
written,  and  had  ended  by  imploring  her  to  let 
them  be  married  that  autumn. 

By  return  of  post  he  got  three  lines  from  her, 
calling  him  her  dearest,  dearest  George,  and 
requesting  that  he  would  allow  her  a  week  to 
answer  ms  letter  at  length.  It  could  not  be 
answered  without  deep  thought  This  gratified 
him  much,  and  he  wrote  another  note  to  her, 
begging  her  on  no  account  to  hurry  herself; 
that  he  would  wait  for  her  reply  with  Uie  utmost 
patience ;  but  again  imploring  her  to  be  merci- 
fuL  It  was,  however,  apparent  in  the  tone  of 
his  note,  apparent  at  least  to  Caroline,  that  he 
judged  the  eloquence  of  his  letter  to  be  un« 
answerable,  and  that  he  was  already  counting 
on  her  surrender.  This  lessened,  the  effect  of 
it  on  Caroline's  heart  j— for  when  first  received 
it  had  had  a  strong  effect 

On  that  first  morning,  when  she  read  it  in 
her  bedroom  before  she  went  down  to  breakfast, 
it  certainly  had  a  strong  effect  on  her.  She 
made  up  her  mind  that  she  would  say  nothing 
about  it  to  her  aunt,  at  any  rate  on  that  day. 
Her  aunt  would  have  advised  her  to  yield  at 
once,  and  she  would  have  preferred  some 
counsellor  of  a  sterner  sort  So  she  put  the 
letter  in  her  pocket,  went  down  tranquilly  to 
breakfast,  and  after  breakfast  wrote  the  note 
which  we  have  mentioned. 

All  that  day  she  thought  about  vV  X.O  V^x^^^ 
and  ail  the  next  day.     Oa  the  ev«a\xi^  oi  ^^ 
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second  day  slie  had  all  but  bronghi  herself  to 
give  in.  Then  came  George's  note,  and  the 
fancied  tone  cif  triumph  hardened  her  heart 
once  more.  On  the  evening  of  that  day  she 
was  firm  lo  her  principles.  She  had  acted 
hitherio,  and  would  continue  to  act,  accord- 
ing t4  the  course  she  had  laid  doii-n  for 
hefself. 

On  the  fourth  day  she  was  sitting  in  the 
drawing-foom  alone — for  her  aunt  had  gone 
out  of  Littlebnth  for  the  day — when  Adela 
Gauntlet  cnmc  to  call  on  her.  Adela  she  knew 
would  cotiBsel  her  to  yield,  and  therefore  she 
wotild  Certainly  not  have  gone  to  Adela  for 
ndvice.  Dut  she  was  sad  at  heart ;  and  sitting 
there  with  the  letter  among  her  threads  anA 
needles  before  her,  she  gradually  found  it  im- 
poflsiblc  not  to  talk  of  it — to  talk  of  it,  and  at 
last  lo  hand  it  over  to  be  read.  j 

There  could  be  no  doubt  at  all  as  to  the  ' 
Mature  of  Adela's  advice ;  but  Caroline  had  had 
r  60  conce)>tion  of  ihc  impetuosity  of  matured 
Kmiviolton  on  the  subject,  of  the  impassiooed 
f  tteiiwience  *ilh  which  that  advice  would  be 

Sv«n.    She  had  beea  hz  ftma  th'mking  dut 
dela  had  «ny  such  power  of  pasnon. 
■"  Wril,^  said  she,  »s  Adeto  slowly  folded  the 
^«nd[Hit  it  b«AiMaitscsnkpe;  "wdl; 
twer  skaJl  I  niAke  ta  it  ?  ' 
I  yiw  dOttU,  CanHmcf  s^A  Adcb, 
t  CMcnAetS  tjm  steae  as  Onfiae 
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now.    But  one  is  so  weak,  and  it  is  so  hard  to 
refuse  those  whom  we  love." 

**Hard,  indeed!"  said  Adela.  "To  my 
thinking^  a  woman  would  have  a  stone  instead 
of  a  heart  who  could  refuse  such  a  request  as 
that  from  a  man  to  whom  she  has  confessed 
her  lore." 

"But  because  you  love  a  man,  would  you 
wish  to  make  a  beggar  of  him  ?  " 

"We  are  too  much  afraid  of  what  we  call 
beggary/'  said  Adela.  "Beggary,  Caroline, 
with  four  hundred  pounds  a  year  1  You  had 
no  right  to  accept  a  man  if  you  intended  to 
decline  to  live  with  him  on  such  an  income  as 
that  He  should  make  no  request;  it  should 
come  from  him  as  a  demand." 

"A  demand  No;  his  dme  for  demands 
has  not  yet  come." 

"But  it  has  come  if  you  are  true  to  your 
word.  You  should  have  thought  of  ail  this, 
and  no  doubt  did  think  of  it,  before  you 
accepted  him.  You  have  no  right  now  to 
make  him  wretched." 

"And,  therefore,  I  will  not  make  him 
poor." 

"  Foot,  poor !  How  fearfully  afraid  we  are  of 
poverty  I  Is  there  nothing  worse  than  poverty, 
what  you  call  poverty — poverty  that  cannot  have 
its  gowns  starched  above  once  a  week? "  Caro- 
line stared  at  her,  but  Adela  went  on.  "  Broken 
hearts  are  not  half  so  bad  as  that;  nor  daily 
tears  and  disappointed  hopes,  nor  dry,  dull,  dead, 
listless  despondency  without  one  drop  oC  ^aXei 
to  refresh  it  J  Ail  that  is  as  nolYimg  \o  ^  ^^3^ 
gictwded  apprebamon  as   to    on€s  \ttd0L\ 
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Never  marry  lill  you  are  sure  that  wiU  be  li 
let  the  heart  be  ever  so  empty." 
"Adela!' 

"  For  others  there  may  be  excuse,"  she  con- 
tinued, thinking  then,  as  aliTa>-s,  of  that  scene 
at  West  Putford,  and  defending  to  herself  him 
whom  to  herself  she  so  often  accused ;  "  but  for 
you  there  can  be  none.  If  yon  drive  him  from 
you  now,  whatever  evil  may  befall  him  will  lie 
iilte  a  weight  of  lead  upon  your  heart.  If  you 
refuse  him  now,  he  is  not  the  maa  to  take  it 
quietly  and  wait." 

"  I  can  live  without  him." 
"Yes;  it  is  youc  pride  to  say  so;  and  I  be- 
lieve you  could  live  without  him.  Bat  I  think 
too  well  of  you  to  believe  that  you  could  live 
happily  without  him;  nor  will  he  be  happy 
without  you-  You  will  both  be  proud,  and 
stony-hearted,  and  wretched — stony-hearted  at 
least  in  appearance;  not  fortunate  enough  to 
become  so  in  reality." 

"  Why,  Adela,  one  would  think  that  you  your- 
self were  the  victim  of  some  passion  nipped  in 
its  bud  by  a  cruel  prudence." 

"  And  so  I  am."  As  she  said  this  she  rose 
from  her  seat  as  though  she  intended,  standing 
there  before  her  companion,  to  go  on  with  her 
1^^  impassioned  warning.  But  the  effect  was  too 
1^^  much  for  her ;  and  falling  down  on  her  knees. 
^B  with  her  face  buried  in  her  bands,  she  rested 
^H  them  on  the  soCa,  and  gave  way  to  sobs  and 
^V   tears. 

^B  Caroline  wis  of  course  much  shocked,  and  did 
^B^ffhat  she  could  to  relieve hei ;  biA  ^del&Tnstch 
^H  *^ged  that  she  might  be  ^eli  «>  \\»«:&  c»« 
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minute,  "One  minute,"  she  said,  plaintively, 
in  a  voice  so  different  from  that  she  had  used 
just  now ;  "  one  minute  and  I  shall  be  well  again. 
I  have  been  very  foolish,  but  never  say  anything 
about  it;  never,  never,  not  to  any  one;  promise 
me,  promise  me,  Caroline.  Dear  Carohne,  you 
do  promise  me?  No  one  knows  it;  no  one 
must  know  it," 

Caroline  did  promise;  but  with  a  natural 
curiosity  she  wanted  to  know  the  whole  story. 
Adela,  however,  would  tell  her  nothing,  would 
say  no  more  about  hersel£  In  the  agony  of  her 
strong  feeling  she  had  once  pointed  to  herself 
as  a  beacon;  but  even  she  herself  could  not 
endure  to  do  this  again.  She  would  say  nothing 
further  about  that ;  but  in  a  more  plaintive  and 
softer  tone  she  did  not  cease  to  implore  her 
friend  not  to  throw  away  from  her  the  rich  heart 
which  was  still  within  her  grasp. 

A  scene  such  as  this  could  not  but  have  an 
eifect  on  Caroline ;  but  it  did  not  ultimately  have 
that  which  Adela  had  wished.  It  was  Miss 
Waddington's  doctrine  that  she  should  not  under 
any  circumstances  of  life  permit  herself  to  be 
carried  away  by  passion.  Why  then  should  she 
allow  Adela's  passion  to  convince  her?  What 
were  the  hcts  ?  Of  Adela's  own  case  she  knew 
nothing.  It  might  be  that  she  had  been  cruelly 
treated.  Her  Inends,  her  lover,  or  even  she  her- 
self might  have  becii  in  fault  But  it  would 
surely  be  the  extreme  of  folly  for  her,  Caroline 
Waddington,  to  allow  herself  to  be  actuated  b^ 
the  example  of  one  who  had  not  even  sVioimViCi 
ofwb&t  that  example  consisted. 

The  upshot  of  it  all  was,  that  at  tiwe  ^^  oi 
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the  week  she  wrote  to  Geot^e,  declaring  [hat, 
grieved  as  she  was  to  grieve  him,  she  felt  herself 
obliged  to  adhere  to  her  former  resolution.  She 
also  wrote  strongly,  and  perhaps  with  more 
force  of  logic  than  her  lover  had  done.  "  I 
trust  the  time  will  come,"  she  said,  "  when  you 
will  acknowledge  that  I  have  been  right.  But 
of  this  I  am  quite  sure,  that  were  I  now  to  yield 
to  you,  the  time  would  come  very  quickly  when 
you  would  acknowledge  roe  to  have  been  «Tong ; 
and  that  you  should  then  think  me  to  have  been 
wrong  would  kill  me.  I  am  not,  I  know,  fitted, 
either  by  disposition  or  education,  to  be  a  poor 
man's  wife.  I  say  this  with  no  pride ;  though 
if  you  choose  to  take  it  for  pride,  I  cannot  help 
myself.  Nor  are  you  fitted  to  be  the  husband 
of  a  poor  wife.  Your  love  and  enthusiasm  now 
make  you  look  on  want  as  a  sliglit  evil;  but 
have  you  ever  tried  want  ?  Since  you  left 
school,  have  you  not  had  everj-thing  that  money 
could  buy  you  ?  Have  you  ever  been  called  on 
to  deny  yourself  any  reasonable  wish?  Never, 
I  believe.  Nor  have  I.  What  right  have  we 
then  to  suppose  that  we  can  do  that  for  each 
other  which  we  have  never  yet  done  for  our- 
selves ? 

"  You  talk  of  the  misery  of  waiting.  Is  it 
not  because  you  have  as  yet  known  no  misery? 
Have  not  all  men  to  wait  who  look  for  success 
in  life  ? — to  work,  and  wait,  and  bide  their  time  ? 
Your  present  work  is,  I  know,  too  hard.  In 
whatever  you  do,  you  have  too  much  enthusiasm. 
Do  not  kin  yourself  by  work.     For  my  sake,  i( 

I  ma/ still  plead  my  own  sake,  do  ticit  60  ^q. 

Von  say  you  have  giren  up  I'hal  sort  tjl  >i^^^ 
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which  your  disposition  would  have  led  you.  I 
do  not  believe  your  disposition  to  be  bad,  and 
I  should  be  grieved  to  think  that  you  debar 
yourself  from  pleasures  that  are  not  bad  because 
you  are  engaged  to  me.*'  There  was  that  in  the 
eagerness  of  Bertram's  protestations  on  this  point 
which  could  not  but  be  flattermg  to  any  girl;  but 
Caroline,  when  she  thought  of  it,  did  not  wish 
to  be  so  flattered.  She  required  less  passion  in 
her  lover  and  more  judgment  She  wanted  him 
to  be  more  awake  to  the  fact  that  the  true  mean- 
ing of  their  engagement  was  this^  that  they  two 
should  join  themselves  together  in  their  world's 
battle,  in  order  that  together  each  might  fight 
that  battle  more  successfully  than  either  of  them 
could  do  apart 

"  I  write  this  w^ith  great  grief,"  she  continued, 
"  as  I  know  that  what  I  write  will  grieve  you. 
But  I  write  it  under  a  conviction  that  I  am 
doing  my  duty  by  you.  I  am  ready,  however, 
to  acknowledge  that  such  a  delay  may  not  be  in 
consonance  with  your  intentions  when  you  pro- 
posed to  me.  That  neither  of  us  have  deceived 
the  other  wilfully  I  am  quite  sure ;  but  it  may 
be  that  we  have  misunderstood  each  other.  If 
so,  dear  George,  let  all  this  be  as  though  it  had 
never  been.  I  do  not  say  this  on  my  own  be- 
half. If  you  so  wish  it,  I  am  ready  to  hold 
myself  as  yours,  and  to  wait.  Ready,  I  have 
said  1  That  is  a  cold  word,  and  you  may  supply 
any  other  that  your  heart  wishes.  But  if  this 
waiting  be  contrary  to  your  wishes,  be  what  you 
are  not  willmg  to  endure,  then  consider  the 
matter  as  altogether  in  your  own  Yvaiid:&.  1 
certainJy^  have  no  right  to  bind  you  to  ux^  :iriS) 
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[   all  that  I  ask  in  such  case  is,  that  your  decinj^H 
'   (hall  not  be  delayed."  ^^ 

Such  was  Miss  Waddington's  letter ;  a  portion 
of  it,  at  least,  for  not  ubove  the  half  lias  been 
given  here.  Its  effect  upon  Derlraoi  had  not 
been  exhilarating.  In  his  heart  he  called  hei 
cold  and  heartless,  and  at  first  resolved  to  take 
her  at  her  word  and  break  off  from  her.  He 
would  willingly  have  done  so  as  far  as  she  was 
concerned ;  but  he  could  not  bring  himself  to  do 
it  on  his  own  ])art.  He  could  not  endure  to 
part  with  her,  though  he  would  willingly  have 
punished  her  by  telling  her  that  she  had  forfeited 
her  claim  to  him.  As  it  was,  he  did  nothing.  For 
three  weeks  he  neither  answered  the  letter  nor 
went  near  her,  nor  gave  her  any  token  that  he 
was  thinking  about  her. 

Then  came  a  note  from  Miss  Baker,  asking 
him  to  come  to  Littlebath,  It  was  good- 
humoured,  playful,  almost  witty;  too  much  so 
for  Miss  Baker's  unassisted  epistle-crafl,  and  he 
at  once  saw  that  Caroline  had  dictated  it.  Her 
heart  at  any  rate  was  ligiit.  He  answered  it  by 
one  equally  good-humoured  and  playful,  and 
perhaps  more  witty,  addressed  of  course  to 
Miss  Baker,  in  which  he  excused  himself  at 
present  in  consequence  of  the  multiplicity  of 
his  town  engagements.  It  was  June,  and  he 
could  not  get  away  without  making  himself 
guilty  of  all  manner  of  perjuries;  but  in  August 
he  would  certainly  take  Littlebath  on  his  waj- 
to  Scotland, 

He  had  intended  that  every  light  word 
should  be  a  dagger  in  CaroWne's  boiom-,  ^luv 
then  wa.s  not  a  pin's  prick  in  ft\e  -w\io\c  ol  ^h. 
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Sullen  grief  on  his  part  would  have  hurt  her. 
And  it  would  have  hurt  her  had  he  taken  her 
at  her  word  and  annulled  their  engagement: 
for  she  had  begun  to  find  that  she  loved  him 
more  than  she  had  thought  possible.  She  had 
talked  in  her  prudence,  and  written  in  her 
prudence,  of  giving  him  up;  but  when  the 
time  came  in  whidi  she  might  expect  a  lietter 
from  him,  saying  that  so  it  should  be,  her  heart 
did  tremble  at  the  postman's  knock :  ^he  did 
feel  that  she  had  something  to  fear.  But  his 
joyous,  clever,  laughing  answer  to  her  aunt 
was  all  that  she  could  wish.  Though  she  loved 
him,  she  could  wait;  though  she  loved  him, 
she  did  not  wish  him  to  be  sad  when  he  was 
away  from  her.  She  had  reason  and  measure 
in  her  love ;  but  it  was  love,  as  she  began  to- 
find — almost  to  her  own  astonishment. 

George  had  alluded  not  untruly  to  his  own 
engagements.  On  the  day  after  he  received 
Caroline's  letter  he  shut  up  Coke  upon  Lyttle- 
ton  for  that  term,  and  shook  the  dust  off  his 
feet  on  the  threshold  ,of  Mr.  Die's  chambers. 
Why  should  he  work?  why  sit  there  filling  his 
brain  with  cobwebs,  poring  over  old  fusty  rules 
couched  in  obscure  language,  and  useful  only 
for  assisting  mankind  to  cheat  each  other  ?  He 
had  had  an  object;  but  that  was  gone.  He 
had  wished  to  prove  to  one  heart,  to  one  soul, 
that,  young  as  he  was,  poor  as  he  was,  she 
need  not  fear  to  trust  herself  to  his  guardian- 
ship. Despite  his  musty  toils,  she  did  fear. 
Therefore,  he  would  have  no  more  of  them. 
No  more  of  them  at  any  rate  then,  \?U\&  ^^ 
sun  was  shining  so  brightly.    So  he  YretiX.  Acnis 
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to  Richmond  with  Twistleton  and  Madden,  and 
Hopgood  and  Fortescue.  Heaven  knows  what 
they  did  when  they  got  back  lo  town  that  night 
— or,  rather,  perhaps  heaven's  enemy.  And 
why  not  ?  Caroh'ne  did  not  care  whether  or 
no  he  amused  himself  as  other  men  do.  For 
■her  sake  he  had  kept  himself  from  these  things. 
As  she  was  indifferent,  why  need  he  care  ?  He 
caied  no  longer.  There  was  no  more  law 
that  terra ;  no  more  eulogy  from  gratified  Mr. 
Die  ;  but  of  jovial  days  at  Richmond  or  else- 
where there  were  plenty  ;  plenty  also  of  jovial 
Bacchanalian  nights  in  London.  Miss  Wad- 
dinglon  had  been  very  prudent ;  but  there 
might  perhaps  have  been  a  prudence  yet  more 
desirable. 

He  did  go  down  to  Littlebath  on  his  way  to 
Scotland,  and  remained  there  three  days.  He 
made  up  his  mind  as  he  journeyed  down  to 
say  nothing  about  their  late  correspondence  to 
Caroline  till  she  should  first  speak  of  it;  and 
as  she  had  come  to  an  exactly  similar  resolution 
on  her  part,  and  as  both  adhered  to  their 
intentions,  it  so  fell  out  that  nothing  in  the 
matter  was  said  by  either  of  them.  Caroline 
was  quite  satisfied;  but  not  so  Bertram.  He 
again  said  to  himself  that  she  was  cold  and 
passionless ;  as  cold  as  she  is  beautiful,  he 
declared  as  he  walked  home  lo  the  "  Plough." 
How  very  many  young  gentlen»en  have  made 
the  same  sohloquy  when  their  mistresses  have 
not  been  so  liberal  as  ihey  would  have  had 
them  J 
The  lovers  passed  the  l.\itee  dava  ^o^cC^w 
^^d'tt/ebath  with  apparent  saUsfeml^oTv.    "^^^ 
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rode  together,  and  walked  together,  and  on  one 
evening  danced  together;  nay,  they  talked 
together,  and  Miss  Baker  thought  that  every- 
thing was  smooth.  But  Bertram,  as  he  went 
off  to  Scotland,  said  to  himself  that  she  was 
very,  very  cold,  and  began  to  question  with 
himself  whether  she  did  really  love  hinu 

^Do  write  to  me,  and  tell  me  what  sport 
you  have,"  Caroline  had  said  when  he  went 
away.  TVliat  a  subject  for  a  woman  to  choose 
for  her  lover's  letters !  She  never  said,  "Write, 
write  often ;  and  always  when  you  write,  swear 
that  you  love  me.*'  "  Oh,  yes,  I'll  write,"  said 
Bertram,  laughing.  "TU  give  you  a  succinct 
account  of  every  brace."  "  And  send  some  of 
them  too,"  said  Miss  Baker.  "Certainly,"  said 
George ;  and  so  he  did. 

He  was  joined  with  Harcourt  and  one  or 
two  others  in  this  trip  to  Scotland,  and  it  was 
then  that  he  told  his  friend  how  much  he  was 
disturbed  by  Miss  Waddington's  obstinacy ;  and 
how  he  doubted,  not  as  to  her  heart  being  his, 
but  as  to  her  having  a  heart  to  belong  to  any 
one.  In  answer  to  this,  Harcourt  gave  him 
pretty  nearly  the  same  counsel  as  she  had  done. 
"  Wait,  my  dear  fellow,  with  a  little  patience ; 
you'll  have  lots  of  time  before  you  for  married 
troubles.  What's  the  use  of  a  man  having  half- 
a-score  of  children  round  him  just  when  he  is 
beginning  to  enjoy  life  ?  It  is  that  that  Miss 
Waddington  thinks  about ;  though,  of  course, 
she  can't  tell  you  so." 

And  then,  also — tliat  is  to  sa^,  otl  ^wss& 
occasion  a.  little   subsequenl  to  ^Jaa  eoros^'t- 
satioti    above   alluded    to — ^BeiUata  Xc\^  ^^ 
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friend  what  lie  knew  of  Miss  Waddington's 
birth. 

"Whew-w-w,"  whistled  Harcourt;  "is  that 
the  case  ?    Well,  now  I  am  surprised." 

"It  is,  indeed." 

"And  he  has  agreed  to  the  niamage?" 

"He  knows  of  it,  and  has  not  disagreed. 
Indeed,  he  made  some  peddling  httle  offer 
about  money." 

"  But  what  has  he  said  to  you  about  it  ? " 

"Nothing,  not  a  word.  I  have  only  seen 
him  once  since  Christmas,  and  then  I  did  not 
speak  of  it;  nor  did  he." 

Harcourt  asked  fifty  other  questions  on  the 
matter,  all  eagerly,  as  though  he  considered 
this  newly-learned  fact  to  be  of  the  greatest 
importance  :  all  of  which  Bertram  answered,  till 
at  last  he  was  tired  of  talking  of  his  uncle. 

"  I  cannot  see  that  it  makes  any  difference," 
said  he,  "whose  granddaughter  she  is," 

"But  it  does  make  the  greatest  difference. 
I  own  that  I  am  surprised  now  that  Miss 
Waddington  should  wish  to  delay  the  marriage. 
I  thought  I  understood  her  feelings  and  conduct 
on  the  matter,  and  must  say  that  I  regarded 
them  as  admirable.  But  I  cannot  quite  under- 
stand her  now.  It  certainly  seems  to  me  that 
with  such  a  guarantee  as  that  she  needs  be 
afraid  of  nothing.  Whichever  of  you  he  selected, 
it  would  come  to  the  same  thing," 

"  Harcourt,  if  she  would  marry  me  to-morrow 

because  by  doing  so  she  would  make  sure  of 

my  uncle's  money,  by  heaven,  I  would  not  take 

her!    If  she  will  not  take  me.  foi  m-js*^,  to.A 

what  I  can  do  for  her,  she  ma^  \et  t»c  aXo^o-" 
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Thus  majestically  spoke  Bertram,  sitting  with 
his  friend  on  the  side  of  a  Scottish  mountain, 
vdth  a  flask  of  brandy  and  a  case  of  sandwiches 
between  them. 

"  Then,"  said  Harcourt,  "  you  are  an  ass ; " 
and  as  he  spoke  he  finished  the  flask. 

Bertram  kept  his  word,  and  told  his  lady-love 
all  particulars  as  to  the  game  he  killed ;  some 
particulars  also  he  gave  her  as  to  scenery,  as  to 
his  friends,  and  as  to  Scotch  people.  He  wrote 
nice,  chatty,  amusing  letters,  such  as  most 
people  love  ta  get  from  their  friends ;  but  he 
said  little  or  nothing  about  love.  Once  or 
twice  he  ventured  to  tell  her  of  some  pretty 
girl  that  he  met,  of  some  adventure  with  a 
laird's  daughter;  nay,  insinuated  laughingly 
that  he  had  not  escaped  from  it  quite  heart- 
whole.  Carohne  answered  his  letter  in  the 
same  tone;  told  him,  with  excellent  comedy, 
of  the  leading  facts  of  Ufe  in  Littlebath ;  recom- 
mended him  by  all  means  to  go  back  after  the 
laird's  daughter ;  described  the  joy  of  her  heart 
at  unexpectedly  meeting  Mr.  M'Gabbery  in  the 
pump-room,  and  her  subsequent  disappointment 
at  hearing  that  there  was  now  a  Mrs.  M^Gabbery. 
He  had  married  that  Miss  Jones,  of  whom  the 
parental  Potts  had  so  strongly  disapproved. 
All  this  was  very  nice,  very  amusing,  and  very 
friendly.  But  Bertram,  as  a  lover,  knew  that  he 
was  not  satisfied. 

When  he  had  done  with  the  grouse  and  the 
laird's  daughter  he  went  to  Oxford,  but  he  did 
not  then  go  again  to  Littlebath.     He  went  to 
Oxford,  and  from  thence  to  Aiftvwx  N^*^\XiS«vi'3k 
parsonage.     Here  he  saw  muc\i  ol  KjaL^i^'j  ^s^ 
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oled  himself  by  talking  with  her  about  Caro- 
line, To  her  he  did  not  conceal  his  great  auger. 
While  he  was  still  writing  good-humoured,  witty 
letters  to  his  betrothed,  he  was  saying  of  her  to 
Adela  Gauntlet  things  harsh^harsher  jierhaps 
in  that  they  were  true, 

"  I  had  devoted  myself  to  her,"  he  said.  "  I 
was  working  for  her  as  a  gallej'-slave  works, 
and  was  contented  to  do  it.  I  would  have 
borne  anything,  risked  anything,  endured  any- 
thing, if  she  would  have  borne  it  with  me.  All 
that  I  have  should  have  gone  to  shield  her 
from  discomfort.  I  love  her  still.  Miss  Gaunt- 
let ;  it  is  perhaps  my  misery  that  I  love  her. 
But  I  can  never  love  her  now  as  I  should  have 
done  had  she  come  to  me  then." 

"  How  can  I  work  now  ? "  he  said  again. 
"  I  shall  be  called  to  the  bar  of  course ;  there 
is  no  difficulty  in  that ;  and  may  perhaps  earn 
what  will  make  us  decently  respectable.  But 
the  spirit,  tbe  high  spirit  is  gone.  She  is  better 
pleased  that  it  should  be  so.  She  is  intolerant 
of  enthusiasm.  Is  it  not  a  pity,  Miss  Gauntlet, 
that  we  should  be  so  different  ? " 

What  could  Adela  say  to  him  ?  Every  word 
that  he  uttered  was  to  her  a  truth— a  weary, 
melancholy  truth ;  a  repetition  of  that  truth 
which  was  devouring  her  own  heart.  She  sym- 
pathized with  him  fully,  cordially,  ardently. 
She  said  no  word  absolutely  in  dispraise  of 
Caroline ;  but  she  admitted,  and  at  last  admitted 
SO  often,  that,  according  to  her  thinking,  Caro- 
line was  wrong. 

"Wrong!"  Bertram  wou\d  s'no>it.  "Caw 
/Acre  be  a  doubt?    Can  any  one  ■wAVa.'^tM^- 
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doubt  ?  *'     Adda  said,   "  No ;  no  one  with  a 
heart  could  doubt." 

*^  She  has  no  heart,''  said  Bertram.  **  She  is 
lovely,  clever,  fascinating,  el^;ant  She  has 
everything  a  woman  should  have  except  a 
heart — except  a  heart"  And  then,  as  he  turned 
away  his  face,  Adela  could  see  that  he  brushed 
liis  hand  across  his  eyes. 

What  could  she  do  but  weep  too?  And  is 
it  not  known  to  all  men— certainly  it  is  to  all 
women — how  dangerous  are  such  tears? 

Thus  during  his  stay  at  Hurst  Staple,  Bertram 
was  frequently  at  West  Putford.  But  he  ob- 
served that  Adela  was  not  often  at  his  cousin's 
vicarage,  and  that  Arthur  was  very  seldom  at 
West  Putford.  The  families,  it  was  dear,  were 
on  as  good  terms  as  ever.  Adela  and  Mary 
and  Sophia  would  be  together,  and  old  Mr. 
Gauntlet  would  dine  at  Hurst  Staple,  and 
Arthur  would  talk  about  the  old  rector  freely 
enough.  But  Bertram  rarely  saw  Adela  unless 
he  went  to  the  rectory,  and  though  he  dined 
there  with  the  Wilkinson  girls  three  or  four 
times,  Arthur  only  dined  there  once. 

"Have  you  and  Arthur  quarrelled?"  said 
he  to  Adela  one  day,  laughing  as  he  spoke. 

"  Oh,  no,"  said  she ;  but  she  could  not  keep 
down  her  rebellious  colour  as  she  answered 
him,  and  Bertram  at  once  took  the  hint.  To 
her  he  said  nothing  further  on  that  matter. 

"And  why  don't  you  marry,  Arthur?"  he 
asked  the  next  morning. 

And  Arthur  also  blushed,  not  thinking  then 
of  Adela  Gauntlet,  but  of  that  pledge  which  V\^ 
had  given  to  Lord  Stapledean — a  ]j!led%t  o^ 
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I    wbicli  lie  had  repented  every  day  since  he  Ix^^l 

I    given  it.  ^B 

I        And  here  it  may  be  explained  that  as  Arthur 

[    Wilkinson  had  repented  of  that  pledge,  and 

I    had  felt  more  strongly  from  day  to  day  that  it 

I   had  put  him  in  a  false  and  unworthy  position, 

I    BO  did  his  mother  fcom  day  to  day  feel  willi 

I   less  force  the  compunction  which  she  had  at 

I   first  expressed  as  to  receiving  her  son's  income. 

I   Ttiis  had    become  less   and    less,   and   now, 

I    perhaps,  it  could  no  longer  boast  of  an  exist- 

I    once.     The  arrangement  seemed  to  her  to  be 

I   80  essentially  a  good  one,  her  children  were 

BflOSVidBd  fof  in  so  convenient  aiid  so  comfort- 

^pUMiittAnner,  it  was  so  natural  tliat  she  should 

Bi^Hl  herself  as  the  mistress  of  that  house, 

*  mt -perhaps  no  blame  is  due  to  her  in  that  this 

compunction  ceased.     No  blame  is  now  heaped 

upon  her,  and  the  fact  is  merely  stated.     She 

had  already  learned  to  regard  herself  as  the 

legal  owner  of  that  ecclesiastical  income ;  and 

seeing  that  her  son  deducted  a  stipend  of  one 

hundred  and  fifty  pounds  for  merely  doing  the 

duty — a  curate  would  have  only  had  the  half 

of  that  sum,  as  she  sometimes  said  to  herself — 

and  seeing  also  that  he  had  his  fellowship,  she 

had  no  scruple  in  making  him  pay  fairly  for 

whatever  extra  accommodation  he  received  at 

home — exactly  as  she  would  have  done  had 

poor  dear  old  Mr.  Wilkinson  not  been  out  of 

the  way.    Considering  all   these  comfortable 

circumstances,    poor   dear   old  Mr.   Wilkinson 

was  perhaps  not  regretted  quite  so  much  as 

might  otherwise  have  been  ttie  case. 

JMJBt   Wilkinson  was  in  the  ^a.\)\t  Q^  ?a.T»«i 
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many  things  from  day  to  day  in  praise  of  that 
good  Lord  Stapledean,  who  had  so  generously 
thought  of  her  and  her  widowhood.  When  she 
did  so  Arthur  would  look  grim  and  say  nothing, 
and  his  mother  would  know  that  he  was  dis- 
pleased. '^ Surely  he  cannot  begrudge  us  the 
income,"  she  had  once  said  to  her  eldest 
daughter.  "  Oh,  no ;  I  am  sure  he  does  noty** 
said  Mary ;  '^  but,  somehow,  he  is  not  so  happy 
about  things  as  he  used  to  be.**  *^Then  he 
must  be  a  very  ungrateful  boy,"  said  the  mother. 
Indeed,  what  more  could  a  young  full-fledged 
vicar  want  than  to  have  a  comfortable  house 
under  his  mother^s  apron-string  ? 

"And  why  don't  you  many?"  Bertram  had 
asked  his  cousin.  It  was  odd  that  Arthur 
should  not  marry,  seeing  that  Adela  Gauntlet 
lived  so  near  him,  and  that  Adela  was  so  very, 
very  beautiful. 

Up  to  that  day,  Bertram  had  heard  nothing 
of  the  circumstances  under  which  the  living 
had  been  given.  Then  did  Wilkinson  tell  him 
the  story,  and  ended  by  saying — "You  now 
see  that  my  marriage  is  quite  out  of  the 
question.** 

Then  Bertram  began  to  think  that  he  under- 
stood why  Adela  also  remained  unmarried,  and 
he  began  to  ask  himself  whether  all  the  world 
were  as  cold-hearted  as  his  Caroline.  Could  it 
be  that  Adela  also  had  refused  to  venture  till 
her  future  husband  should  have  a  good,  com- 
fortable^ disposable  income  of  his  own  ?  But, 
if  so,  she  would  not  have  sympathized  so  warmly 
with  him ;  and  if  so,  what  reason  could  XYietQ 
be  whjr  she  and  Arthur  should  not  meet  ^3xJa 
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other  ?  Could  it  then  be  that  Arthur  Wilkinson 
was  such  a  coward  ? 

He  said  nothing  on  the  matter  to  either  of 
them,  for  neither  of  them  had  confided  to  him 
their  sorrows — if  they  had  sorrows.  He  had 
no  wish  to  penetrate  their  secrets.  What  he 
had  said,  and  what  he  had  learnt,  he  had  said 
and  learnt  by  accident.  He  himself  had  not 
their  gift  of  reticence,  so  he  talked  of  his  love 
occasionally  to  Arthur,  and  he  talked  of  it  very 
often  to  Adela, 

And  the  upshot  of  liis  talking  to  Adela  was 
always  this  :  "  Why,  oh  why,  was  not  his  Caro- 
line more  like  to  her  P  "  Caroline  was  doubtless 
the  more  beautiful,  doubtless  the  more  clever, 
doubtless  the  more  fascinating.  But  what  ate 
beauty  and  talent  and  fascination  without  a 
heart?  He  was  quite  sure  that  Adela's  heart 
was  warm. 

He  went  to  Littlebath  no  more  that  year. 
It  was  well  perhaps  that  he  did  not.  Well  or 
ill  as  the  case  may  be.  Had  he  done  so,  he 
would,  in  his  then  state  of  mind,  most  assuredly 
have  broken  with  Miss  Waddington.  In  Heu, 
however,  of  accepting  Miss  Baiter's  iovitation 
for  Christmas,  he  went  to  Hadlcy  and  spent 
two  or  three  days  there,  uncomfortable  himself, 
and  making  the  old  man  uncomfortable  also. 

Up  to  this  time  he  had  been  completely  idle 
—at  any  rate,  as  far  as  the  law  was  concerned — 
since  the  day  of  his  great  break  down  on  the 
receipt  of  Miss  Waddington's  letter.  He  still 
kept  his  Temple  chambers,  and  when  the  day 
cameround  in  October,  he  ma.de  anovtet  a.ti'p.vj.-sA 
vment  to  Mr.  Die.     On  faat  occaavaT^  "^fa. 
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Die  had  spoken  rather  seriously  to  him ;  but 
up  to  that  time  his  period  of  idleness  had  mainly 
been  the  period  of  the  long  vacation,  and  Mr. 
Die  was  willing  to  suppose  that  this  continued 
payment  was  a  sign  that  he  intended  to  settle 
again  to  work. 

"  Will  it  be  impertinent  to  ask,"  his  uncle  at 
Hadley  had  said  to  him — "  will  it  be  imperti- 
nent to  ask  what  you  and  Caroline  intend  to 
do?"  At  this  time  Mr.  Bertram  was  aware 
that  his  nephew  knew  in  what  relationship  they 
all  stood  to  each  other. 

**  No  impertinence  at  all,  sir.  But,  unfortu- 
nately, we  have  no  intentions  in  common.  We 
are  engaged  to  be  married,  and  I  want  to  keep 
my  engagement." 

"And  she  wants  to  break  hers.  Well,  I 
cannot  but  say  that  she  is  the  wiser  of  the 
two." 

"  I  don't  know  that  her  wisdom  goes  quite 
so  far  as  that  She  is  content  to  abide  the  evil 
day ;  only  she  would  postpone  it." 

^That  is  to  say,  she  has  some  prudence. 
Are  you  aware  that  I  have  proposed  to  make  a 
considerable  addition  to  her  fortune — to  hers, 
mind — on  condition  that  she  would  postpone 
her  marriage  till  next  summer?" 

"  I  did  hear  something  about  some  sum  of 
money — that  you  had  spoken  to  Miss  Baker 
about  it,  I  believe ;  but  I  quite  forget  the  parti- 
culars." 

"You  are  very  indifferent  as  to  money 
matters,.  Mr.  Barrister." 

"J  am  indifferent  as  to  the  mone'^  toaXXftX^ 
of  other  people,  sir.     I  had  no  mXftuXxcyc^  oV 
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1  ntaTTying  Miss  VVaddington  for  her  money  bi 
J  X  knew  that  she  was  your  granddaughter; 
I  have  I  now  that  I  do  know  it." 

'■For  her  money!     If  you   marry   her 
Lnore  money  than  her  own  fortune,  and  perhaj 
Kb   couple   of  thousands  added  to  it,  you  ai 
l£kely  to  be  mistaken." 

I-:  "1   shall  never  make  any  mistake  of  that 
rktnd.     As  far  as  I  am  concerned,  you  are  quite 
welcome,  for  me,  to  keep  your  two  thousand 
ponnds:." 

"That's  kind  of  you." 

"I  would  many  her  to-morrow  without  it.     I 
Lwn  not  at  all  sure  tiiat  1  will  marry  her  next 
Kyear  with   it     If  you  exercise  any  authority 
^ver  her  as  her  grandfather,  I  wish  you  would 
ell  her  so,  as  coming  from  me." 
"  Upon  my  word  you  carry  it  high  as  a  lovi 
"  Not  too  high,  I  hope, 
"  Well,  George,  remember  this  once  for  all 
—and  now  the  old  man  spoke  in  a  much  more 
serious  voice — "  I  will  not  interfere  at  all  as  her 
grandfather.     Nor  will  I  have  it  known  that  I 
am  such.    Do  you  understand  that  ? " 
"       "  '  undersSand,  sir,  that  it  is  not  your  w 
;t  should  be  generally  talked  of." 
"And  I  trust  that  wish  has  been,  and  will 
_mplied  with  by  you." 
Wn.  This  last  speedi  was  not  put  in  the  form  of, 
|Destion ;   but  George  understood  that  it  wa 
blended  to  elicit  from  him  a  promise  for  tbi 
Eiiture  and  an  assurance  as  to  the  past 

"  I  have  mentioned  the  circumstance  to 
pimate  ftiend  with  w>iqto  1  -was  tfOi  Wt  q\iV 
rflie  mattet- 
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**  Obliged  to  discuss  my  private  concerns, 
sir!" 

"  With  one  friend,  sir ;  with  two,  indeed ;  I 
think — ^indeed,  I  fear  I  have  mentioned  it  to 
three." 

"  Oh  !  to  three !  obliged  to  discuss  your  own 
most  private  concerns  as  well  as  mine  with 
three  intimate  friends !  You  are  lucky,  sir,  to 
have  so  many  intimate  friends.  As  my  concerns 
have  been  made  known  to  them  as  well  as  your 
own,  may  I  ask  who  they  are  ?  " 

George  then  gave  up  the  three  names.  They 
were  those  of  Mr,  Harcourt,  the  Rev.  Arthur 
Wilkinson,  and  Miss  Adela  Gauntlet.  His  uncle 
was  very  angry*  Had  he  utterly  denied  the 
fact  of  his  ever  having  mentioned  the  matter  to 
any  one,  and  had  it  been  afterwards  discovered 
that  such  denial  was  false,  Mr.  Bertram  would 
not  have  been  by  much  so  angry.  The  offence 
and  the  lie  together,  but  joined  with  the  fear 
and  deference  to  which  the  lie  would  have 
testified,  would  be  nothing  so  black  as  the 
offence  without  the  lie,  and  without  the  fear, 
and  without  the  deference. 

His  uncle  was  very  angry,  but  on  that  day  he 
said  nothing  further  on  the  matter  j  neither  on 
the  next  day  did  he;  but  on  the  third  day, 
just  as  George  was  about  to  leave  Hadley,  he 
said,  in  his  usual  bantering  tone,  '^  Don't  have 
any  more  intimate  friends,  George,  as  far  as  my 
private  matters  are  concerned." 

**  No,. sir,  I  will  not,"  said  George. 

It  was  in  consequence  of  what  Mr.  Bertram 
had  then  learnt  that  he  became  acquavnle^  mV!a 
Mr,  Harcourt    As  Mr.  Harcoutt  Yiad  \ve»i9 
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this  about  liis  grandchild,  he  thought  it  heller 
to  see  that  learned  gentleman.  He  did  see 
hina ;  and,  as  has  been  before  stated,  they 
became  intimate  with  each  other. 

And  so  ended  the  first  of  these  two  years. 
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The  next  year  passed  almost  more  uncomfo* 

ably  for  George  Bertram  and  for  the  ladies  at 
Littlebath  than  had  the  latter  months  of  the 
last  year.  Its  occurrences  can,  I  hope,  be 
stated  less  in  detail,  so  tliat  we  may  get  on 
without  too  great  delay  to  the  incidents  of  the 
period  which  is  to  be  awhile  for  us  the  present 
existing  time. 

This  year  was  Harcoart's  great  year.  In 
January  and  February  and  March  he  did  great 
things  in  Chancery.  In  April  he  came  into 
Parliament.  In  May  and  June  and  July,  he 
sat  on  committees.  la  August  he  stuck  to  his 
work  till  London  was  no  longer  endurable.  In 
the  latter  part  of  autumn  there  was  an  extra- 
ordinary session,  during  which  he  worked  like  a 
horse.  He  studied  the  corn-law  question  as 
well  as  sundry  legal  reforms  all  the  Christmas 
week,  and  in  the  following  spring  he  came  out 
with  his  great  speech  on  behalf  of  Sir  Robert 
PeeL  But,  nevertheless,  he  found  time  to 
devote  to  the  cares  and  lro\ib\es  Qi  Mws  Baker 
sad  Miss  M'addington. 
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In  the  spring  Bertram  paid  one  or  two  visits 
to  Littlebath ;  but  it  may  be  doubted  whether 
he  made  himself  altogether  agreeable  there. 
He  stated  broadly  that  he  was  doing  little  or 
nothing  at  his  profession:  he  was,  he  said, 
engaged  on  other  matters;  the  great  incite- 
ment to  work;  under  which  he  had  commenced, 
had  been  withdrawn  from  him;  and  under 
these  circumstances  he  was  not  inclined  to 
devote  himself  exclusively  to  studies  which 
certainly  were  not  to  his  taste.  He  did  not 
condescend  again  to  ask  Caroline  to  revoke  her 
sentence;  he  pressed  now  for  no  marriage; 
but  he  made  it  quite  apparent  that  all  the 
changes  in  himself  for  the  worse — and  there 
had  been  changes  for  the  worse — were  owing 
to  her  obstinacy. 

He  was  now  living  a  life  of  dissipation.  I 
do  not  intend  that  it  should  be  understood 
that  he  utterly  gave  himself  up  to  pleasures 
disgraceful  in  themselves,  that  he  altogether 
abandoned  the  reins,  and  allowed  himself  to 
live  Such  a  life  as  is  passed  by  some  young  men 
in  London.  His  tastes  and  appetites  were  too 
high  for  this.  He  did  not  sink  into  a  slough 
of  despond.  He  did  not  become  filthy  and 
vicious,  calloils  and  bestial ;  but  he  departed  very 
widely  astray  from  those  rules  which  governed 
him  during  his  first  six  months  in  London. 

All  this  was  well  known  at  Litdebath;  nor 
did  Bertram  at  all  endeavour  to  conceal  the 
truth..  Indeed,  it  may  be  said  of  him,  that  he 
never  concealed  anything.  In  this  especial 
c^e  be  took  a  pride  in  letting  C^xc5&^fc\x^^'« 
the  full  extent  of  the  evil  she  Vvad  SlOtv^. 
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It  was  a  question  nith  them  whether  he 
not  now  given  up  the  bar  as  a  profesni 
altogether.  He  did  not  say  that  he  had  done 
so,  and  it  was  certainly  his  intention  to  keep 
Iiis  terms,  and  to  be  called;  but  he  had  now 
no  longer  a  legal  Gamaliel.  Some  time  in 
the  April  of  this  year,  Mr.  Die  had  written  to 
him  a  very  kind  little  note,  hewing  him  to  call 
one  special  morning  al  the  chambers  in  Stone 
Builduigs,  if  not  very  inconvenient  to  him, 
Bertram  did  call,  and  Mr.  Die,  wfth  many 
professions  of  regard  and  regret,  honestly  re- 
turned to  him  his  money  paid  for  that  year's 
tutelage,  "It  had  been,"  he  said,  "a  pleasure 
and  a  pride  to  him  to  hare  Mr.  Bertram  in  his 
chambersj  and  would  stLU  be  so  to  have  him 
there  again.  But  he  could  not  take  a  gentle- 
man's money  under  a  false  pretence ;  as  it 
seemed  to  be  no  longer  Mr.  Bertram's  intention 
to  attend  there,  he  must  beg  to  refund  it." 
And  he  did  refund  it  accordingly.  This  also 
was  made  known  to  the  ladies  at  Littlebath. 

He  was  engaged,  he  had  said,  on  other 
matters.  This  also  was  true.  During  the  first 
six  months  of  his  anger,  he  had  been  content 
to  be  idle ;  but  idleness  did  not  suit  him,  so 
he  sat  himself  down  and  wrote  a  book.  He 
published  this  book  without  his  name,  but  he 
told  them  at  Littlebath  of  his  authorship ;  and 
some  one  also  told  of  it  at  Oxford  The  book 
— or  boolding,  for  it  consisted  hut  of  one  small 
demy-octavo  volume — was  not  such  as  delighted 
his  friends  either  at  Littlebath  or  at  Oxford,  or 
even  at  those  Iwo  HampsUuc  pMsona^fta.  Aa 
-L'Cilebatb  it  made  Miss  BaJntf  a  1&aa  AwA  on. 
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end,  and  at  Oxford  it  gave  rise  to  a  suggestion 
in  some  orthodox  quarters  that  Mr.  Bertram 
should  be  requested  to  resign  his  fellowship. 

It  has  been  told  how,  sitting  on  the  Mount 
of  OUves,  he  had  been  ready  to  devote  himself 
to  the  service  of  the  church  to  which  he 
belonged.  Could  his  mind  have  been  known 
at  that  time,  how  proud  might  one  have  been 
of  himi  His  mind  was  not  then  known;  but 
now,  after  a  lapse  of  two  years,  he  made  it  as 
it  were  public,  and  Oriel  was  by  no  means 
proud  of  him. 

The  name  of  his  litde  book  was  a  very 
awful  name.  It  was  called  the  "  Romance  of 
Scripture.**  He  began  in  his  first  chapter  with 
an  earnest  remonstrance  against  that  con- 
demnation which  he  knew  the  injustice  of  the 
world  would  pronounce  against  him.  There 
was  nothing  in  his  book,  he  said,  to  warrant 
any  man  in  accusing  him  of  unbelief.  Let 
those  who  were  so  inclined  to  accuse  him  read 
and  judge.  He  had  called  things  by  their  true 
names,  and  that  doubdess  by  some  would  be 
imputed  to  him  as  a  sin.  But  it  would  be 
found  that  he  had  gone  no  further  in  impugning 
the  truth  of  Scripture  than  many  other  writers 
before  him,  some  of  whom  had  since  been 
rewarded  for  their  writings  by  high  promotion 
in  the  church.  The  bishops'  bench  was  the 
reward  for  orthodoxy;  but  there  had  been  a 
taste  for  liberal  deans.  He  had  gone  no  further, 
he  said,  than  many  deans. 

It  was  acknowledged,  he  went  on  to  say,  that 
all  Scripture  statements  could  not  no^i  \^^  \;dksxi 
as  true  to  the  letter;  particularly  nol  ^&\xm^  V^ 
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the  letter  as  now  adopted  by  Englishmen.  It 
seemed  to  him  that  the  generality  of  his  country- 
men were  of  opinion  that  the  inspired  writers 
had  themselves  written  in  English.  It  was  for- 
gotten that  they  were  Orientals,  who  wrote  in 
the  language  natural  to  them,  with  the  customary 
grandiloquence  of  orientalism,  with  the  poetic 
exaggeration  which,  in  the  East,  was  the  breath 
of  life.  It  was  forgotten  also  that  they  wrote 
in  ignorance  of  those  natural  truths  which  men 
had  now  acquired  by  experience  and  induction, 
and  not  by  revelation.  Their  truth  was  the  truth 
of  heaven,  not  the  truth  of  earth.  No  man 
thought  that  the  sun  in  those  days  did  rise  and 
set,  moving  round  the  earth,  because  a  pro- 
longation of  the  day  had  been  described  by  the 
sun  standing  still  upon  Gibeon.  And  then  he 
took  the  book  of  Job,  and  measured  that  by 
the  light  of  his  own  candle — and  so  on. 

The  book  was  undoubtedly  clever,  and  men 
read  it.  Women  also  read  it,  and  began  to 
talk,  some  of  them  at  least,  of  the  blindness  of 
their  mothers  wKo  had  not  had  wit  to  see  that 
these  old  chronicles  were  very  much  as  other 
old  chronicles.  "The  Romance  of  Scripture" 
was  to  be  seen  frequently  in  booksellers'  adver- 
tisements, and  Mr.  Mudie  told  how  he  always 
had  two  thousand  copies  of  it  on  his  shelves. 
So  our  friend  did  something  in  the  world ;  but 
what  he  did  do  was  unfortunately  not  applauded 
by  his  friends. 

Harcourt  very  plainly  told  him  that  a  man 
who  scribbled  never  did  any  good  at  the  bar. 
The  tvo  trades,  he  said,  were  tiqI  com'jai.i.ble. 
"No,"  said   George,   "1  be^ese  ^«.    ls» 
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author  must  be  nothing  if  he  do  not  love  truth ; 
a  barrister  must  be  nothing  if  he  do/'  Harcourt 
was  no  whit  annoyed  by  the  repartee,  but 
havbg  given  his  warning,  went  his  way  to  his 
work. 

It  was  very  well  known  that  the  "Romance 
of  Scripture''  was  Bertram's  work,  and  there 
was  a  comfortable  row  about  it  at  Oxford.  The 
row  was  all  private,  of  course — as  was  necessary, 
the  book  having  been  published  without  the 
author's  name.  But  much  was  said,  and  many 
letters  were  written.  Bertram,  in  writing  to  the 
friend  at  Oriel  who  took  up  the  cudgels  in  his 
defence,  made  three  statements.  First,  that  no 
one  at  Oxford  had  a  right  to  suppose  that  he 
was  the  author.  Second,  that  he  was  the  author, 
and  that  no  one  at  Oxford  had  a  right  to  find 
fault  with  what  he  had  written.  Thirdly,  that 
it  was  quite  a  matter  of  indifference  to  him  who 
did  find  fault  To  this,  however,  he  added, 
that  he  was  ready  to  resign  his  fellowship  to- 
morrow if  the  Common-room  at  Oriel  wished  to 
get  rid  of  him. 

So  the  matter  rested — for  awhile.  Those 
who  at  thb  time  knew  Bertram  best  were 
confident  enough  that  his  belief  was  shaken, 
in  spite  6f  the  remonstrance  so  loudly  put 
forth  in  his  first  pages.  He  had  intended  to 
be  honest  in  his  remonstrance;  but  it  is  not 
every  man  who  exactly  knows  what  he  docs 
believe.  Every  man  1  Is  there,  one  may 
almost  ask,  any  man  who  has  such  knowledge  ? 
We  all  believe  in  the  resurrection  of  the  body ; 
we  say  so  at  least,  but  what  Ao  "^^  \i€C\^N^ 
byH?    . 
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Men  may  be  firm  believers  and  yet  doubt 
some  Bible  statements — doubt  the  letter  of 
such  statements.  But  men  who  are  finn  be- 
lievers will  not  be  those  to  put  forth  their 
doubts  with  all  their  eloquence.  Such  men, 
if  they  devote  their  time  to  Scripture  history, 
will  not  be  arrested  by  the  sun's  standing  on 
Gibeon.  If  they  speak  out  at  all,  they  will 
speak  out  rather  as  to  all  they  do  believe 
than  as  to  the  tittle  that  they  doubt.  It  was 
soon  known  to  Bertram's  world  that  those  who 
regarded  him  as  a  freethinker  did  him  no  great 
injustice. 

This  and  other  things  made  them  very  un- 
happy at  Littlebath.  The  very  fact  of  George 
having  written  such  a  book  nearly  scared  Miss 
Baker  out  of  her  wits.  She,  according  to  her 
own  lights,  would  have  placed  freethinkers  in 
the  same  category  with  murderers,  regicides, 
and  horrid  mysterious  sinners  who  commit 
crimes  too  dreadful  for  women  to  think  of. 
She  would  not  believe  that  Bertram  was  one  of 
these ;  but  it  was  fearful  to  think  that  any  one 
should  so  call  him,  Caroline,  perhaps,  would 
not  so  much  have  minded  this  flaw  in  her  future 
husband's  faith  if  it  had  not  been  proof  of  his 
unsteadiness,  of  his  unfitness  for  -the  world's 
battle.  She  remembered  what  he  had  said  to 
her  two  years  since  on  the  Mount  of  Olives ; 
and  then  thought  of  what  he  was  saying  now. 
Everything  with  him  was  impulse  and  enlJiu- 
siasm.  All  judgment  was  wanting.  How 
should  such  as  he  get  on  in  the  world  ?  And 
bad  she  inilissolubly  linked  her  Vol  \o  t^va.t  o( 
one  who  wa.s  so  incapable  ot  saccessl     "&1-, 
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indissolubly  she  had  not  so  Imked  it;  not  as 
yet 

One  night  she  opened  her  mind  to  her  aunt, 
and  spoke  very  seriously  of  her  position.  "  I 
hardly  know  what  I  ought  to  do,"  she  said. 
"  I  know  how  much  I  owe  him ;  I  know  how 
much  he  has  a  right  to  expect  from  me.  And 
I  would  pay  him  all  I  owe;  I  would  do  my 
duty  by  him  even  at  the  sacrifice  of  myself  if 
I  could  plainly  see  what  my  duty  is." 

"But,  Caroline,  do  you  wish  to  give  him 
up?" 

"  No,  not  if  I  could  keep  him ;  keep  him  as 
he  was.  My  high  hopes  are  done  with;  my 
ambition  is  over;  I  no  longer  look  for  much. 
But  I  would  fain  know  that  he  still  loves  me 
before  I  marry  him.  I  would  wish  to  be  sure 
that  he  means  to  live  with  me.  In  his  present 
mood,  how  can  I  know  aught  of  him  ?  how 
be  sure  of  anything  ?" 

Her  aunt,  after  remaining  for  some  half-hour 
in  consideration,  at  last  and  with  reluctance 
gave  her  advice. 

"  It  all  but  breaks  my  heart  to  say  so ;  but, 
Caroline,  I  think  I  would  abandon  it ;  I  think 
I  would  ask  him  to  release  me  from  my 
promise." 

It  may  well  be  imagined  that  Miss  Wadding- 
ton  was  not  herself  when  she  declared  that  her 
high  hopes  were  done  with,  that  her  ambition 
was  over.  She  was  not  herself.  Anxiety, 
sorrow,  and  doubt — doubt  as  to  the  man  whom 
she  had  pledged  herself  to  love,  whom  she  did 
love — had  made  her  ill,  and  she  vja^  TiO\.\\!^%€&. 
She  had  become  thin  and  pa\e,  axidi^^VicJ^Axv'sij 
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old  and  wan.     She  sat  silent  for  awhile,  lea 
with  her  head    on    her    hand,   and   i 
answer  to  her  aunt's  suggestion. 

"  I  really  would,  Caroline ;  indeed,  I  y 
I  know  you  are  not  happy  as  you  are." 

"  Happy ! " 

"  You    are  looking  wretchedly    ill, 
know  all  this  is  wearing  you.     Take  my  a 
Caroline,  and  write  to  hitn."  ^^ 

"There  are  two  reasons  against  it,  aunt ;  two    ] 
Strong  reasons." 

"What  reasons,  love?" 

"  In  the  fiist  place,  I  love  him."  Aunt  Mary 
sighed.  She  had  no  other  answer  but  a  sigh  to 
give  to  this.  "  And  in  the  next  place,  I  have 
no  right  to  ask  anything  of  him," 

"  Why  not,  Caroline  ?  " 

"  He  made  his  request  to  me,  and  I  refused  it 
Had  I  consented  to  marry  him  last  year,  all 
this  would  have  been  different,  I  intended  to 
do  right,  and  even  now  I  do  not  think  that  I 
was  wrong.  But  I  cannot  impute  fault  to  him. 
He  does  all  this  in  order  that  I  may  impute  it, 
and  that  then  he  may  have  his  revenge." 

Nothing  more  was  said  on  the  matter  at  that 
time,  and  tilings  went  on  for  awhile  again  in 
the  same  unsalisfaclory  state. 

Early  in  the  summer.  Miss  Wnddington  and 
her  aunt  went  up  for  a  few  weeks  to  London. 
It  had  been  Miss  Baker's  habit  to  spend  some 
days  at  Hadley  about  this  time  of  the  year. 
She  suggested  to  Caroline,  that  instead  of  her 
doing  so,  they  should  both  go  for  a  week  or  so 
to  London.  She  lhoug\\t  \.\\a\.  \\ie  chitv^e 
would  be  good  for  het  niece,  o-ttd  ^"na  >:nn^^x 
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also,  tiion^  of  this  she  said  nothings  that 
Caroline  would  see  something  of  her  lover.  If 
he  were  not  to  be  given  np,  it  would  be  well — 
so  Miss  Baker  thought--that  this  marriage 
should  be  delayed  no  longv.  Bertram  was 
d^eimined  to  prove  that  marriage  was  neces- 
sary to  tame  lum;  he  had  proved  it— at  any 
rate  to  Miss  Baker^s  satisfiurtion.  There  would 
now  be  money  enough  to  live  on,  as  uncle 
Bertram's  two  thousand  pounds  had  been  pro- 
mised for  the  summer.  On  this  little  scheme 
Miss  Baker  went  to  work. 

Caroline  made  no  opposition  to  the  London 
plan.  She  said  nothing  about  George  in  con- 
nection with  it;  but  her  heart  was  somewhat 
softened,  and  she  wished  to  see  him. 

Miss  Baker  therefore  wrote  up  for  rooms. 
She  would  naturally,  one  would  say,  have 
written  to  George,  but  there  were  now  little 
jealousies  and  commencements  of  hot  blood 
even  between  them.  George,  though  still 
Caroline's  engaged  lover,  was  known  to  have 
some  bitter  feelings,  and  was  believed  perhaps 
by  Miss  Baker  to  be  more  bitter  than  he  really 
was.  So  the  lodgings  were  taken  without  any 
reference  to  him*  When  they  reached  town 
they  found  that  be  was  abroad. 

Then  Miss  Waddington  was  really  angry. 
They  had  no  right,  it  b  true,  to  be  annoyed 
in  that  he  was  not  there  to  meet  them.  They 
had  not  given  him  the  opportunity.  J3ut  it  did 
appe^  to  them  that,  circumstanced  as  they 
were,  considering  the  acknowledged  engage- 
ment between  them,  he  was  wron^  lo  \^^v^  >i\\^ 
country  without  Jetting  them  have  a'«cyt^  V^ 
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say  whiiber  he  was  going  or  for  how  long.  It 
was  nearly  a  fortnight  since  he  had  written  to 
Caroline,  and,  for  anything  they  knew,  it  might 
be  months  before  she  again  heard  from  him. 

It  was  then  that  they  sent  for  Harcourt,  and 
at  this  period  that  they  became  so  intimate 
with  him.  Bertram  had  told  him  of  this  foreign 
trip,  but  only  a  day  or  two  before  he  had 
taken  his  departure.  It  was  just  at  this  time 
that  there  had  been  the  noise  about  the 
"  Romance  of  Scripture."  Bertram  had  de- 
fended himself  in  one  or  two  newspapers,  had 
written  his  defiant  letter  to  his  friend  at  Oxford, 
and  then  started  to  meet  his  father  at  Paris. 
He  was  going  no  further,  and  might  be  back  in 
a  week.  This  however  must  be  uncertain,  as 
his  return  would  depend  on  that  of  Sir  Lionel 
Sir  Lionel  intended  to  come  to  London  with 
him. 

Mr.  Harcourt  was  very  attentive  to  them — 
in  spite  of  his  being  at  that  time  so  useful  a 
public  man.  He  was  very  attentive  to  both, 
being  almost  as  civil  to  the  elder  Jady  as  he 
was  to  the  younger,  which,  for  an  Engiishman, 
showed  very  good  breeding.  By  degrees  they 
both  began  to  regard  him  with  confidence — 
with  sufficient  confidence  to  talk  to  him  of 
Bertram;  with  sufficient  even  to  tell  him  of 
all  their  fears.  By  degrees  Caroline  would  talk 
to  him  alone,  and  when  once  she  permitted 
herself  to  do  so,  she  concealed  nothing. 

Harcourt  said  not  a  word  against  his  friend. 

That  friend  himself  might  perhaps  Have  thought 

that  his  friend,  speaking  of  him  behind   his 

iMck,  migiu  have  spokei\  mwe  ■«XTOJii  Wk^as 
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praise.  Bat  it  was  hard  at  present  to  say  much 
that  should  be  true  in  Bertram's  praise.  He 
was  not  living  in  a  wise  or  prudent  manner; 
not  preparing  himself  in  any  way  to  live  a&  a 
man  should  Uve  by  the  sweat  of  his  brow*  Har- 
court  coiild  not  say  much  in  his  favour.  That 
Bertram  was  dever,  honest,  true,  and  htgh- 
spirited,  that  Miss  Waddington  knew;  that  Miss 
Baker  knew  :  what  they  wanted  to  learn  was, 
that  he  was  making  prudent  use  of  these  high 
qualities.  Harcourt  could  not  say  that  he  was 
doing  so. 

''That  he  will  M  on  his  legs  at  last/'  said- 
Harcourt  once  when  he  was  alone  with  Caroline, 
''  I  do  not  doubt ;  with  his  talent,  and  his  high, 
honest  love  of  virtue,  it  is  all  but  impossible 
that  he  should  throw  himself  away.  But  the' 
present  moment  is  of  such  vital  importance ! 
It  is  so  hard  to  make  up  for  the  loss  even  of 
twelve  months  1 " 

**I  am  sure  it  is,"  said  Caroline;  "but 
I  would  not  care  for  that  so  much  if  I 
thought " 

«  Thought  what.  Miss  Waddington  ?  " 

''That  his  disposition  was  not  altered.  He 
was  so  frank,  so  candid,  so — so — so  afifectionate." 

"  It  is  the  x&anner  of  men  to  change  in  that 
respect  They  become,  perhaps,  hot  less  affec- 
tionisite,  but  less  demonstrative." 

To  this  Miss  Wgiddington  answered  nothing. 
It  might  probably  be  so.;  It  was  singular  enough 
that  she,  with  her  ide^,  should  be  complaining 
to  a  perfect  stranger  of  an  uncaressing,  uulovva% 
manner  in  her  lovef ;  she  who  "had  iptofe^"?.^^  ^.^ 
herself  that  she  lived  so  iinle  for  \ove\    Ic^^^ 
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George  been  even  kneeling  at  her  knee,  her 
heart  would  have  been  stern  enough.  It  was 
only  by  feeling  a  woman's  wrong  that  she  found 
herself  endowed  with  a  woman's  privilege. 

"I  do  not  think  that  Bertram's  heart  is 
changed,"  continued  Harcourt ;  "  he  is  doubt- 
less very  angry  that  his  requests  to  you  last 
summer  were  not  complied  with." 

"  But  how  could  we  have  married  then,  Mr. 
■Harcourt  ?  Think  what  our  income  would 
have  been;  and  he  as  yet  without  any  pro- 
fession I " 

"  I  am  not  blaming  you.  I  am  not  taking 
his  part  against  you.  I  only  say  that  he  is 
very  angry." 

"  But  does  he  bear  malice,  Mr.  Harcourt?" 

"  No,  he  does  not  bear  malice  ;  men  may  be 
angry  without  bearing  malice.  He  thinks  that 
you  have  shown  a  want  of  confidence  la  him, 
and  are  still  showing  it," 

"And  has  he  not  justi&ed  that  want  of  con- 
fidence?" 

To  this  Harcourt  answered  nothing,  but  lie 
smiled  slightly. 

"  Well,  has  he  not  ?  What  could  1  liave 
done  ?  What  ought  I  to  have  done  ?  Tell  me, 
Mr.  Harcourt.  It  distresses  me  beyond  measure 
that  you  should  think  I  have  been  to  blame." 

"  I  do  not  think  so ;  far  from  it,  Miss  Wad- 
dington.  Bertram  is  my  dear  friend,  and  I 
know  his  fine  qualities ;  but  I  cannot  but  own 
that  he  justified  you  in  that  temporary  want  of 
confidence  which  you  now  express." 

Mr,  Harcourt,  though  a  men^btr  o^  Pa.c- 
Jianjent  and  a  learned  pandit,  yns  ■ds^vX^^>ss& 
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a  very  young  man.  He  was  an  unmarried  man 
also,  and  a  man  not  yet  engaged  to  be  married. 
It  may  be  surmised  that  George  Bertram  would 
not  have  been  pleased  had  he  known  the  sort 
oi  conversations  that  were  held  between  his 
dear  friend  and  his  betrothed  bride.  And  yet 
Caroline  at  this  period  loved  him  better  than 
ever  she  had  done. 

A  week  or  ten  days  after  this  three  letters 
arrived  from  Bertram,  one  for  Caroline,  one  for 
Miss  Baker  and  one  for  Harcourt.  Caroline 
and  her  aunt  had  lingered  in  London,  both 
doubtless  in  the  hope  that  Bertram  would 
return.  There  can  be  little  doubt  now  that 
had  he  returned,  and  had  he  been  anxious  for 
the  marriage,  Miss  Waddington  would  have 
consented.  She  was  becoming  ill  at  ease,  dis- 
satisfied, what  the  world  calls  heart-broken. 
Now  that  she  was  tried,  she  foand  herself  not 
to  be  so  strong  in  her  own  resolves.  She  was 
not  sick  from  love  alone ;  her  position  was  alto- 
gether vnretched — ^though  she  was  engaged,  and 
persisted  in  adhering  to  her  engagement,  she 
felt  and  often  expressed  to  her  aunt  a  presen- 
timent that  she  and  Bertram  would  never  be 
married. 

They  waited  for  awhile  in  the  hope  that  he 
might  return ;  but  instead  of  himself,  there  came 
three  letters.  Harcourt,  it  seemed,  had  written 
to  him,  and  hence  arose  these  epistles.  That 
to  Miss  Baker  was  very  civil  and  friendly.  Had 
that  come  alone  it  would  have  created  no  com- 
plaint He  explained  to  her  that  had  he  ex- 
pected her  visit  to  London,  Yvfc  "^oviA.  V'a^'^ 
endeavoured  to  meet  her ;  tViat  \ia  cw\^  ^^'^ 
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now  return,  as  lie  had  promised  to  remain  awhile 
with  his  father.  Sir  Lionel  had  been  unwell, 
and  the  waters  of  Vichy  had  been  recommended, 
He  was  going  to  Vichy  with  Sir  Lionel,  and 
would  not  be  in  London  till  August.  His  plans 
after  that  were  altogether  unsettled,  but  he 
would  not  be  long  in  London  before  he  came 
to  Littkbatb.  Such  was  his  letter  to  Miss 
Baker. 

To  Harcourt  he  wrote  very  shortly.  He  was 
obliged  to  him  for  the  interest  he  took  in  the 
welfare  of  Miss  Waddington,  and  for  his  atten- 
tion to  Miss  Baker.  That  was  nearly  all  he 
said.  There  was  not  an  angry  word  in  the 
letter ;  but,  nevertheless,  his  friend  was  able  to 
deduce  from  it,  short  as  it  was,  that  Bertram 
was  angry. 

But  on  the  head  of  his  betrothed  he  poured 
out  the  vial  of  his  wrath.  He  had  never  before 
scolded  her,  had  never  written  in  an  angry  tone. 
Now  in  very  truth  he  did  so.  An  angry  letter, 
especially  if  the  writer  be  well  loved,  is  so  much 
fiercer  than  any  angry  speech,  so  much  more 
unendurable  !  There  the  words  remain,  scorch- 
ing, not  to  be  explained  away,  not  to  be  atoned 
for  by  a  kiss,  not  to  be  softened  down  by  the 
word  of  love  that  may  follow  so  quickly  upon 
spoken  anger.  Heaven  defend  me  from  angry 
letters !  They  should  never  be  written,  unless 
to  schoolboys  and  men  at  college  ;  and  not 
often  to  them  if  they  be  any  way  tender-hearted. 
This  at  least  should  be  a  rule  through  the 
letter- writing  wwld :  that  no  angry  letter  be 
posted  tin  four-and-twenly  \\ovi\s  s\\8.\l  ka-ve 
dapsed  siijce  it-was  writtea.    Viiaft^eao-w^W* 
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absurd  is  that  other  rule,  that  of  saying  the 
alphabet  when  you  are  angry.  Trash  1  Sit 
down  and  write  your  letter;  wiit6  it  with  all 
the  venom  in  your  power;  spit  out  your  spleen 
at  the  fullest;  'twiU  do  you  good;  you  think 
you  have  been  injured ;  say  all  that  you  can 
say  with  all  your  poisoned  eloquence,  and 
gratify  yourself  by  reading  it  while  your  temper 
is  still  hot  Then  put  it  in  your  desk ;  and,  as 
a  matter  of  course,  burn  it  before  breakfast  the 
following  morning.  Believe  me  that  you  will 
then  have  a  double  gratification. 

A  pleasant  letter  I  hold  to  be  the  pleasantest 
thing  that  this  world  has  to  give.  It  should  be 
good-humoured;  witty  it  may  be,  but  with  a 
gentle  diluted  wit  Concocted  brilliancy  will 
spoil  it  altogether.  Not  long,  so  that  it  be 
tedious  in  the  reading;  nor  brief,  so  that  the 
delight  suffice  not  to  make  itself  felt.  It  should 
be  written  specially  for  the  reader,  and  should 
apply  altogether  to  him,  and  not  altogether  to 
any  other.  It  should  never  flatter.  Flattery 
is  always  odious.  But  underneath  the  visible 
stream  of  pungent  water  there  may  be  the 
slightest  under-current  of  eulogy,  so  that  it  be 
not  seen,  but  only  imderstood.  Censure  it  may 
contain  freely,  but  censure  which  in  arraigning 
the  conduct  implies  no  doubt  as  to  the  intellect. 
It  should  be  legibly  written,  so  that  it  may  be 
read  with  comfort;  but  no  more  than  that. 
Caligraphy.  betokens  caution,  and  if  it  be  not 
light  in  hand  it  is  nothing.  That  it  be  fairly 
grammatical  and  not  ill  spelt  the  writer  qw^%  \.^ 
his  schoolmaster;  but  this  sho\i\d  cwaa  0I 
habit,  not  of  care.    Then  let  its  pa^<^  \i^  ^^^ft 
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by  no  business;  one  touch  of  utility  will  desti 
it  all. 

If  you  ask  for  examples,  let  it  be  as  unlike 
Walpole  as  may  be.  If  you  can  so  write  it  lliat 
Lord  Byron  might  have  written  it,  you  will  not 
be  very  far  from  high  excellence. 

But,  above  all  things,  see  that  it  be  good- 
humoured. 

Bertram's  letter  to  the  lady  that  he  loved  was 
by  no  means  one  of  this  sort.  In  the  first 
place,  it  was  not  good-humoured ;  it  was  very 
far  from  being  so.  Had  it  been  so,  it  would 
utterly  have  belied  his  feelings.  Harcourt  had 
so  written  to  him  as  to  make  him  quite  clearly 
understand  that  all  his  sins  and— which  was 
much  more  to  him — all  his  loves  had  been  fully 
discussed  between  his  friend  and  Miss  Wadding- 
ton — between  his  Caroline  and  another  man. 
To  the  pride  of  his  heart  nothing  could  be 
more  revolting.  It  was  as  though  his  dearest 
possession  had  been  ransacked  in  his  absence, 
and  rifled  and  squandered  by  the  very  guardian 
to  whom  he  had  left  the  key.  There  had  been 
sore  misgivings,  sore  differences  between  him 
and  CaroUne ;  but,  nevertheless,  she  had  had 
all  his  heart.  Now,  in  his  absence,  she  had 
selected  his  worldly  friend  Harcourt,  and  dis- 
cussed that  possession  and  its  flaws  with  him  t 
There  was  that  in  all  this  of  which  he  could  not 
write  with  good-humour.  Nevertheless,  had  he 
kept  his  letter  to  the  second  morning,  it  may 
probably  be  said  that  he  would  have  hesitated 
to  send  it. 

"My  dearest  Caroline,"  it  beg,a.t\.   'So'«_\\im.\ 
__A  Jg_  all  loveis   whether,  w\ve^  xtowj  "" ''^ 
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please,  they  ever  write  in  such  manner  to  their 
sweethearts.  Is  it  not  always,  '*  My  own  love  ?  " 
"  Dearest  love  ?  "  "  My  own  sweet  pet  ?  "  But 
that  use  of  the  Christian  name,  which  is  so 
delicious  in  the  speaking  during  the  first  days 
of  intimacy,  does  it  not  always  betoken  some- 
thing stem  at  the  beginning  of  a  lover's  letter? 
Ah,  it  may  betoken  something  very  stern! 
**  My  dearest  Jane,  I  am  sorry  to  say  it,  but  I 
could  not  approve  of  the  way  in  which  you 
danced  with  Major  Simkins  last  night."  *'  My 
dearest  Lucy,  I  was  at  Kensington-garden  gate 
yesterday  at  four,  and  remained  absolutely  till 
five.  You  really  ought——"  Is  not  that 
always  the  angry  lover's  tone  ? 

I  fear  that  I  must  give  Bertram's  letter  entire 
to  make  the  matter  sufficiently  clear. 

"My  dearest  Caroline, — I  learn  from  Mr. 
Harcourt  that  you  and  Miss  Baker  are  in  town, 
and  I  am  of  course  sorry  to  miss  you.  Would 
it  not  have  been  better  that  I  should  have  heard 
this  from  yourself? 

''Mr.  Harcourt  tells  me  that  you  are  dis- 
satisfied ;  and  I  understand  from  his  letter  that 
you  have  explained  your  dissatisfaction  very 
fully  to  him.  It  might  have  been  better,  I 
think,  that  tiie  explanation  should  have  been 
made  to  me ;  or  had  you  chosen  to  complain, 
you  might  have  done  so  to  your  aunt,  or  to  your 
grandfather.  I  cannot  think  that  you  were  at 
liberty  to  complain  of  me  to  Mr.  Harcourt. 
My  wish  is,  that  you  have  no  further  conversation 
with  him  on  our  joint  concerns,  lllsxiol^eetc^^  \ 
sad,  if  feminine,  is  at  any  rate  not  ^ij-ViJ*.^. 
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"I  am  driven  to  defend  myself.  What  is  it 
of  which  you  complain,  or  have  a  right  to 
complain?  We  became  engaged  more  than 
twelve  months  since,  certainly  with  no  under- 
standing tliat  the  matter  was  to  stand  over  for 
three  years.  My  understanding  was  that  we 
were  to  be  married  as  soon  as  it  might  reason- 
ably be  arranged.  You  then  took  on  yourself 
to  order  this  delay,  and  kindly  offered  to  give 
me  up  as  an  alternative.  I  could  not  force  you 
to  marry  me ;  but  I  loved  you  too  well,  and 
trusted  too  much  in  your  love  to  be  able  to 
think  that  that  giving  up  was  necessary.  Per- 
haps I  was  wrong, 

"  But  the  period  of  this  wretched  interval  is 
at  roy  own  disposal.  Had  you  married  me, 
my  time  would  have  been  yours.  It  would 
have  been  just  that  you  should  know  how  it 
was  spent.  Each  would  then  have  known  so 
much  of  the  other.  But  you  have  chosen  that 
this  should  not  be ;  and,  therefore,  I  deny  your 
right  now  to  make  inquiry.  If  I  have  departed 
from  any  hopes  you  had  formed,  you  have  no 
one  to  blame  but  yourself. 

"You  have  said  that  I  neglect  you.  I  am 
ready  to  marry  you  to-morrow;  I  have  been 
ready  to  do  so  any  day  since  our  engagement. 
You  yourself  know  how  much  more  than  ready 
I  have  been.  I  do  not  profess  lo  be  a  very 
painstaking  lover;  nay,  if  you  will,  the  life 
would  bore  me,  even  if  in  our  case  the  mawkish- 
ness  of  the  delay  did  not  do  more  than  bore. 
At  any  rate,  I  will  not  go  through  it.  I  loved, 
and  do  love  you  truly.  I  to\d  ■jom  c,\  \\.  \.T(i.N 
when  I  first  knew  it  itiTseH^pA  ^gg^'?'  ^w^- 
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till  I  had  a  definite  answer.  You  accepted  me, 
and  now  there  needs  be  nothing  further  till  we 
are  married. 

"  But  I  insist  on  this,  that  I  will  not  have  my 
affairs  discussed  by  you  with  persons  to  whom 
you  are  a  stranger. 

^You  will  see  my  letter  to  your  atint.  I 
have  told  her  that  I  will  visit  her  at  Littlebath 
as  soon  as  I  have  returned  to  England. 

"  Yours  ever  affectionately, 

•'a  B." 

This  letter  was  a  terrible  blow  to  Caroline. 
It  seemed  to  her  to  be  almost  incredible  that 
she,  she,  Caroline  Waddington,  should  be  forced 
to  receive  such  a  letter  as  that  under  any  cir- 
cumstances and  from  any  gentleman.  Unseemly, 
unfeminine,  imladylikel  These  were  the  epi- 
thets her  lover  used  in  addressing  her.  She 
was-  told  that  it  bored  him  to  play  the  lover ; 
that  his  misconduct  was  her  fault ;  and  then  she 
was  accused  of  mawkishness  1  He  was  impera- 
tive, too,  in  laying  his  orders  to  her.  '*  I  insist 
on  this  i"  Was  it  incumbent  on  her  to  comply 
with  his  insistings  ? 

Of  course  she  showed  the  letter  to  her  aunt, 
whose  advice  resulted  in  this — that  it  would  be 
better  that  she  should  pocket  the  affront  silently 
if  she  were  not  prepared  to  give  up  the  engage- 
ment altogether  If  she  were  so  prepared,  the 
letter  doubtless  would  give  her  the  opportunity. 

And  then  Mr.  Harcourt  came  to  her  while 
her  anger  wgs  yet  at  the  hottest    Hy&  m'axvt^'^T 
was  so  load,  his  temper  sa  sweet,  Vvis  ^XX-exv^ao^ 
so  obligmgt  that  she  could  not  but  b^  ^'^  '^ 
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see  him.  If  George  loved  her,  if  he  wished  to 
guide  her,  wished  to  penuade  her,  why  was  not 
he  at  her  right  hand  ?  Mr.  Harcourt  was  there 
instead.  It  did  not  bore  him,  multifold  as  his 
duties  were,  to  be  near  her. 

Then  she  commilted  the  first  great  fault  of 

I      which  in  this  history  she  will  be  shown  as  being 

I      guilty.    She  showed  her  lover's  letter  to  Mr. 

Hajcourt     Of  course  this  was  not  done  without 

some  previous  converse;  tilt  he  had  found  out 

ihat  she  was  wretched,  and  Inquired  as  to  her 

wretchedness ;  till  she  had  owned  that  she  was 

ill  with  sorrow,  beside  herself,  and  perplexed  in 

the  eitreme.     Tlien  at  last,  saying   lo  herself 

that  she  cared  not  now  to  obey  Mr.  Bcrtrano, 

she  showed  the  letter  to  Mr,  Harcourt 

"  It  is  ungenerous,"  said  Harcourt. 

I  "  It  is  ungentlemanlike,"  said  Caroline.    "  But 

I      it  was  written  in  passion,  and  I  shall  not  notice 

r      it"    And  so  she  and  Miss  Baker  went  back 

again  to  Littlebath. 

It  was  September  before  Bertram  returned, 
and  then  Sir  Lionel  came  with  him.  We  have 
not  space  to  tell  mucli  of  what  had  passed 
betireen  the  father  and  the  son;  but  they 
reached  London  apparently  on  good  terms  with 
each  other,  and  Sir  Lionel  settled  himself  in  a 
bedroom  near  to  his  son's  chambers,  and  near 
also  to  his  own  club.  Tliere  was,  however,  this 
great  ground  of  disagreement  between  them. 
Sir  Lionel  was  very  anxious  that  his  son  should 
borrow  money  from  Mr.  Bertram,  and  George 
very  resolulcly  decUned  to  do  so.  It  was  now 
dear  enough  to  Sir  Lione\  \.Via.t  Vivs  soti  cciAi 
not  show  his  filial  disposition  t^  ^'"     '"""  ~~ 
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his  own  behalf  much  money  to  his  father,  as  he 
was  himself  by  no  means  in  affluent  circum- 
stancesL 

He  went  down  to  Littlebath  and  took  his 
father  with  him.  The  meeting  between  the 
lovers  was  again  unloverlike ;  but  nothing  could 
be  more  affectionate  than  Sir  Lionel  He  took 
Caroline  in  his  arms  and  kissed  her,  called  her 
his  dear  daughter,  and  praised  her  beauty.  I 
believe  he  kissed  Miss  Baker.  Indeed,  I  know 
that  he  made  an  attempt  to  do  so ;  and  I  think 
it  not  at  all  improbable  that  in  the  overflowing 
of  his  affectionate  heart,  he  made  some  overture 
of  the  same  kind  to  the  exceedingly  pretty 
parlour-maid  who  waited  upon  them.  Whatever 
might  be  thought  of  George,  Sir  Lionel  soon 
beoune  popular  there,  and  his  popularity  was 
not  decreased  when  he  declared  that  he  would 
spend  the  remainder  of  the  autumn,  and  per- 
haps the  winter,  at  Littlebath. 

He  did  stay  there  for  the  winter.  He  had  a 
year's  furlough,  during  which  he  was  to  remain 
in  England  widi  full  pay,  and  he  made  it  known 
to  the  ladies  at  Littlebadi  that  the  chief  object 
of  his  getting  this  leave  was  to  be  present  at  the 
nuptials  of  dear  Caroline  and  his  son.  On  one 
occasion  he  borrowed  thirty  pounds  from  Miss 
Baker;  a  circumstance  which  their  intimacy, 
perhaps,  made  excusable.  He  happened,  how- 
ever, to  mention  this  little  occurrence  casually 
to  his  son,  and  George  at  once  repaid  that 
debt,  poor  as  he  was  at  that  time. 

"  You  could  have  that  and  whatever  more  you 
chose  merely  for  the  asking,''  sa\d  S\t  \l\QrciOL 
OD  that  occasion^  in  a  tone  almosV  ol  x^to^Oc^ 
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And  80  the  winter  passed  away.  George, 
however,  was  not  idle.  He  fully  intended  to 
be  called  to  the  bar  in  the  following  autumn, 
and  did,  to  a  certain  extent,  renew  his  legal 
studies.  He  did  not  return  to  Mr.  Die,  pre- 
vented possibly  by  the  difficulty  he  would  have 
in  preparing  the  necessary  funds.  But  his 
great  work  through  the  winter  and  in  the  early 
spring  was  another  small  volume,  which  he 
published  in  March,  and  which  he  called  "  The 
Fallacies  of  Early  History." 

We  need  not  give  any  minute  criticism  on 
this  work.  It  will  suffice  to  say  that  the  ortho- 
dox world  declared  it  to  be  much  more  hetero- 
dox than  the  last  work.  Heterodox,  indeed ! 
It  was  so  bad,  they  said,  that  tliere  was  not  the 
least  glimmer  of  any  doxy  whatever  left  about 
it.  The  early  history  of  which  he  spoke  was 
altogether  Bible  history,  and  the  fallacies  to 
which  he  alluded  were  the  plainest  statements 
of  the  book  of  Genesis.  Nay,  he  had  called 
the  whole  story  of  Creation  a  myth ;  the  whole 
story  as  there  given :  so  at  least  said  the  rabbis 
of  Oxford,  and  among  them  outspoke  more 
loudly  than  any  others  the  outraged  and  very 
learned  rabbis  of  Oriel. 

Benrara  however  denied  this.  He  had,  he 
said,  not  called  anything  a  myth.  There  was 
the  printed  book,  and  one  might  have  supposed 
that  it  would  be  easy  enough  to  settle  this  ques- 
tion. But  it  was  far  from  being  so.  The  words 
mylh  and  mythical  were  used  half  a  dozen 
times,  and  the  rabbis  declared  that  they  were 
applied  to  the  statements  oS  Scuv^Mtt.  ■'ftexua.TO. 
^eefaredtfiat  they  were  a.pp\ved.xotVe^vyiM.MiBfc 
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those  statements  must  have  as  at  present 
put  before  the  English  world.  Then  he  said 
something  not  complimentary  to  the  translators, 
and  something  also  very  uncivil  as  to  want  of 
intelligence  on  the  part  of  the  Oxford  rabbis. 
The  war  raged  warmly,  and  was  taken  up  by 
the  metropditan  press,  till  Bertram  became  a 
lion, — a  lion,  however,  without  a  hide,  for  in  the 
middle  of  the  dispute  he  felt  himself  called  on 
to  resign  his  fellowship. 

He  lost  that,  hide ;  but  he  got  another  in  lieu 
which  his  friends  assured  him  was  of  a  much 
warmer  texture;  His  ilncle  had  taken  consider- 
able interest  in  this  dispute,  alleging  all  through 
that  the  Oxford  men  were  long-eared  asses  and 
bigoted  monks.  It  may  be  presumed  that  his 
own  orthodoxy  was  not  of  a  high  class.  He 
had  never  liked  George's  fellowship^  and  had 
always  ridiculed  the  income  which  he  received 
from  it.  Directly  he  heard  that  it  had  been 
resigned,  he  gave  his  nephew  a  thousand 
pounds.  He  said  nothing  about  it ;  he  merely 
told  Mr.  Pritchett  to  arrange  the  matter. 

Sir  Lionel  was  delighted.  As  to  the  question 
or  orthodoxy  he  was  perfectly .  indifferent.  It 
was  nothing  to  him  whether  his  son  called  the 
book  of  Genesis  a  myth  or  a  gospel;  but  he 
had  said  much,  very  much  as  to  the  folly  of 
risking  the  fellowship ;  and  more,  a  great  deal 
more,  as  to  the  madness  of  throwing  it  away. 
But  now  he  was  quite  ready  to  own  himsdf 
wrong,  and  did  so  in  the  most  straightforward 
manner.  After  all,  what  was  a  fellowship  to 
a  man  just  about  to  be  mamedL'i  \t^  '^v^ 
position  Bertram  had  of  coxLtse  \i^eti  l\^^  ^-^ 
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apeak  out.  If,  inileed,  there  had  been  any 
object  in  holding  to  the  college,  then  the  ex- 
pression of  such  opinions,  let  alone  their  pub- 
lication, would  not  have  been  judicious. 

As  it  was,  however,  nothing  could  have  been 
more  lucky.  His  son  had  shown  his  inde- 
pendence. The  rich  uncle  had  shown  the  warm 
interest  which  he  still  took  in  his  nephew,  aad 
Sir  Lionel  was  able  to  borrow  two  hundred  and 
fifty  pounds,  a  sum  of  money  which,  at  the 
present  moment,  was  very  grateful  to  him. 
Bertram's  triumph  was  gilded  on  all  sides  ;  for 
the  booksellers  had  paid  him  handsomely  for 
his  infidel  manuscript.  Infidelity  that  can 
make  itself  successful  will,  at  any  rate,  bring  an 
income. 

And  this  brings  us  to  the  period  at  which  we 
may  resume  our  story.  One  word  we  must  say 
as  to  Caroline,  During  the  winter  she  had 
seen  her  lover  repeatedly,  and  had  written  to 
him  repeatedly.  Their  engagement,  therefore, 
had  by  no  means  been  broken.  But  their 
meetings  were  cold,  and  their  letters  equally  so. 
She  would  have  married  him  at  once  now  if  he 
would  ask  her.  But  he  would  not  ask  her. 
He  was  quite  willing  to  marry  her  if  she  would 
herself  say  that  she  was  willing  so  far  to  recede 
from  her  former  resolution.  But  she  could  not 
bring  herself  to  do  this.  Each  was  too  proud 
to  make  the  first  concession  to  the  other,  and 
therefore  no  concession  was  made  by  either. 

Sir  Lionel  once  attempted  to  interfere ;  but 
he  failed.  George  gave  him  to  understand  that 
/le  could  manage  his  own  aKawa  Vvm^L^lf, 
IVhen  a  son  is   frequently  caWtd   Qti  \o\co^ 
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money  to  his  father,  and  that  father  is  never 
called  on  to  repay  it,  the  parental  authority  is 
apt  to  grow  dull.  It  had  become  very  duU  in 
this  case. 


CHAPTER  XIX 

RICHMOND 

It  was  in  the  midst  of  this  noise  about  Ber- 
tram's new  book  that  the  scene  is  presumed  to 
be  reopened.  He  had  resigned  his  feUowship, 
and  pocketed  his  thousand  pounds.  Neither 
of  these  events  had  much  depressed  his  spirits, 
and  he  appeared  now  to  his  friends  to  be  a 
happy  man  in  spite  of  his  love  troubles.  At 
die  same  time,  Harcourt  also  was  sufficiently 
elate.  He  had  made  his  great  speech  with 
considerable  kclat^  and  his  sails  were  full  of 
wind — of  wind  of  a  more  substantial  character 
than  that  by  which  Bertram's  vessel  was  wafted. 
And  just  now  Harcourt  and  Bertram  were 
again  much  together.  A  few  months  since  it 
had  appeared  to  Harcourt  that  Bertram  intended 
to  do  nothing  in  the  world,  to  make  no  figure. 
Even  now  there  was  but  little  hope  of  his  doing 
much  as  a  barrister;  but  it  seemed  probable 
that  he  might  at  any  rate  make  himself  known 
as  an  author.  Such  triumphs,  as  Harcourt 
well  knew,  were  very  barren;  but  still  it  was 
vrell  to  know  men  who  vr^t^  \cl  ^u^  ^^^ 
triumphant  s  and  therefore  t1a^batTO\.^T^\cLXBs.€^ 
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so  triumphant,  coneidered  it  judicioas  not  4 
drop  hia  friend. 

It  may  be  said  that  Bertram  had  given  np 
all  idea  of  practising  as  a  barrister.  He  still 
intended  to  go  through  the  form  of  being 
called;  but  his  profession  was  to  be  that  of  an 
author.  He  had  all  manner  of  works  in  hand ; 
poeras,  plays,  political  pamphlets,  infidel  essays, 
histories,  and  a  narrative  of  his  travels  in  the 
East,  He  had  made  up  his  mind  fully  that 
there  were  in  England  only  two  occupations 
worthy  of  an  Englishman.  A  man  should  be 
known  either  as  a  politician  or  as  an  author.  It 
behoved  a  man  to  speak  out  what  was  in  him 
with  some  audible  voice,  so  that  the  world 
might  hear.  He  might  do  so  either  by  word  of 
mouth,  or  by  pen  and  paper;  by  the  former  in 
Parliament,  by  the  latter  at  his  desk,  Each 
form  of  speech  had  its  own  advantage.  Fate, 
which  had  made  Harconrl  a  member  of  Parlia- 
ment, seemed  to  intend  him,  Bertram,  to  be  an 
author, 

Haieourt,  though  overwhelmed  by  business 
at  this  period,  took  frequent  occasion  to  be 
with  Bertram ;  and  when  he  was  with  him  alone 
he  always  made  an  effort  to  talk  about  Miss 
Waddington,  Bertram  was  rather  shy  of  the 
subject  He  had  never  blamed  Harcourt  for 
what  had  talcen  place  while  he  was  absent  in 
Paris,  but  since  that  time  he  had  never 
volunteered  to  speak  of  his  own  engagement. 

They  were  together  one  fine  May  evening  on 
ihe  biiJiks  of  the  river  at  Richmond,  George 
n-ss  fond  of  the  place,  and  whenever  "WOTCQM'a 
'oposcd    to    spend    an    everang   aXotie  "«"VC^^ 
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him,  they  would  go  up  the  river  and  dine 
there. 

On  this  occasion  Harcoort  seemed  determined 
to  talk  about  Miss  Waddington.  Bertram,  who 
was  not  in  the  best  possible  humour,  had 
shown,  one  might  say  plainly  enough,  that  it 
was  a  subject  on  which  he  did  not  wish  to 
speak.  One  might  also  say  that  it  was  a  subject 
as  to  talking  on  which  the  choice  certainly 
ought  to  have  been  left  to  himself  A  man 
who  is  engaged  may  often  choose  to  talk  to  his 
£riend  about  his  engaged  bride ;  but  the  friend 
does  not  usually  select  the  lady  as  a  topic  of 
conversation  except  in  conformity  with  the 
Benedict's  wishes. 

On  this  occasion,  however,  Harcourt  would 
talk  about  Miss  Waddington,  and  Bertram,  who 
had  already  given  one  or  two  short  answers, 
begsm  to  feel  that  his  friend  was  almost 
impertinent 

They  were  cracking  decayed  walnuts  and 
sipping  not  the  very  best  of  wine,  and  Bertram 
was  expatiating  on  Sir  Robert  PeeFs  enormity 
in  having  taken  the  wind  out  of  the  sails  of  the 
Whigs,  smd  rehearsing  perhaps  a  few  paragraphs 
of  a  new  pamphlet  that  was  about  to  come 
out,  when  Harcourt  again  suddenly  turned  the 
conversation. 

**  By-the-by,'*  said  he,  "  I  believe  there  is  no 
day  absolutely  fixed  for  your  marriage." 

"  No,"  said  Bertram,  sharply  enough.     "  No 
day  has  been  fixed.    Could  anything  on  earth 
have  been  more  base  than  the  manner  in  which 
he  has  endeavoured  to  leave  Cobdea  ^s^.Tkfts:«6r 
sary  legacy  xo  the  new  govemia^nl'i  \?Q>viX.^\ife 
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have  put  Cobden  into  any  place  in  a  government 
of  his  own?" 

"Oh,  d Cobden!    One  has  enough  of 

him  in  the  House, — quite." 

"  But  I  have  not  that  advantage." 

"You  shall  have  some  of  these  days.  I'll 
make  over  the  Battereea  Hamlets  to  you  as 
soon  as  I  can  get  a  judge's  wig  on  my  head. 
But  I'm  thinking  of  otlier  things  now.  I  wonder 
whether  you  and  Caroline  Waddington  ever 
will  be  man  and  wife  ?  " 

"  Probably  about  the  time  that  you  are  made 
a  judge." 

"  Ha  I  ha  I  Well,  I  hope  if  you  do  do  it,  it 
will  come  off  before  that.  But  I  doubt  it's 
coming  off  at  all.  Each  of  you  is  too  proud  for 
the  other.  Neither  of  you  can  forgive  what  the 
other  has  done." 

"What  do  you  mean?  But  to  tell  you  the 
truth,  Harcourt,  I  have  no  great  inclination  to 
discuss  that  matter  just  at  present.  If  you 
please,  we  will  leave  Miss  Waddington  alone." 

"What  I  mean  is  this,"  said  the  embryo 
judge,  perse veringly,  "that  you  are  too  angry 
with  her  on  account  of  this  enforced  delay,  and 
she  is  too  angry  with  you  because  you  have 
dared  to  be  angry  with  her.  I  do  not  think 
you  will  ever  come  together." 

Bertram  looked  full  at  Harcourt  as  this  was 
said,  and  observed  tbat  there  was  not  the  usual 
easy,  gentlemanlike  smile  on  the  barrister's 
face;  and  yet  the  barrister  was  doing  his  best 
to  look  as  usual.  The  fact  was,  that  Harcourt 
iras  playing  a  game,  and  playing  tt  ■wifti  «m- 
siderabie  skill,   but   his  peitonoance  ■««  t««. 
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altogether  that  of  a  GairicL  Somethiog  might 
have  been  read  in  his  hucc  had  Bertram  been 
conning  oioogh  to  read  it.  Bat  Beitnun  was 
not  a  canning  man. 

Bertram  looked  fall  in  the  othei^s  foce.  Had 
he  been  content  to  do  so  and  to  say  nothii^y 
he  woald  have  gained  his  point,  and  the  subject 
would  have  been  at  once  dropped.  Harcoart 
then  coold  have  gone  no  farther.  But  Bertram 
was  now  angry,  and,  being  angry,  he  could  not 
but  speak. 

**  Harcoort,  you  have  interfered  once  before 
between  me  and  Miss  Waddington * 

"Interfered!" 

**  Yes,  interfered — in  what  I  then  thought  and 
stin  think  to  have  been  a  very  unwarrantable 
manner.'' 

**  It  was  a  pity  you  did  not  tell  me  of  it  at  the 
time." 

''It  is  a  pity  rather  that  you  should  drive  me 
to  tell  you  of  it  now ;  but  you  do  so.  When  I 
was  in  Paris,  you  said  to  Miss  Waddington  what 
you  had  no  right  to  say." 

"What  did  I  say?" 

**  Or,  rather,  she  said  to  you " 

"Ah !  that  was  no  fault  of  mine." 

"But  it  was  a  fault  of  yours.  Do  you  think 
that  I  cannot  understand  ?  that  I  cannot  see  ? 
She  would  have  been  silent  enough  to  you  but 
for  your  encouragement  I  do  not  know  that 
I  was  ever  so  vexed  as  when  I  received 
that  letter  from  you.  You  took  upon  your- 
self  " 

•   **I  know  you  were  angry,  ytvj  ati^t^^    "^viX 
that  was  not  my  fault.     I  said  noXKvn^>a«aX  nrV*^ 
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a.  friend  under  such  circumstances  was  bound  to 
say." 

"  Well,  let  the  matter  drop  now ;  and  let  Miss 
Waddington  and  myself  settle  our  ovra  affairs." 
■  "  I  cannot  let  the  matter  drop ;  you  have 
driven  me  to  defend  myself,  and  I  must  do  it 
as  best  I  may.  I  know  that  you  were  angry, 
exceedingly  angry 

"Exceedingly  angry!"  he  repeated ;  "but 
that  was  no  fault  of  mine.  When  Miss  Baker 
sent  for  me,  I  could  not  hut  go  to  her.  When 
I  was  there,  I  could  not  but  listen  to  her.  When 
Caroline  told  me  that  she  was  wretched " 

"  Miss  Waddington  ! "  shouted  Bertram,  in  a 
voice  that  caused  the  glasses  to  shake,  and  made 
the  waiter  turn  round.  And  then  suddenly 
recollecting  himself,  he  scowled  round  the  room 
as  he  observed  that  he  was  noticed. 

"Hush,  my  dear  fellow.  It  shall  be  Miss 
Waddington  J  but  not  quite  so  loud.  And  I 
beg  your  pardon,  but  hearing  the  lady  called  by 
her  Christian  name  so  often,  both  by  yourself 
and  Miss  Baker,  I  forgot  myself.  When  she 
spoke  to  me  of  her  wretched  state,  what  was  I 
to  do  ?  Was  I  to  say,  iie !  fie !  and  take  my 
hat  and  go  away  ? 

"  She  was  very  wretched,"  he  continued,  for 
Bertram  merely  scowled  and  said  nothing ; 
"and  I  could  not  but  sympathize  with  her. 
Slie  thought  that  you  had  neglected  her.  It 
was  clear  that  you  had  gone  abroad  without 
telling  her.  Was  it  to  be  wondered  at  that  she 
should  be  unhappy  ?  " 

"Her  telling  you  that  she  yjas  so  -wos  vmcs,- 
cusabie," 
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"At  any  rate,  I  am  blameless.  I  myself 
think  that  she  was  also;  but  that  is  another 
question.  In  what  I  wrote  to  you,  I  did  my 
duty  2B  a  friend  to  both  parties.  After  that,  I 
do  confess  that  I  thought  your  anger  too  great 
to  allow  you  ever  to  stand  at  the  altar  with  her." 

''You  do  not  mean  to  say  that  she  showed 
you  my  letter  ?  "  said  Bertram,  almost  leaping 
at  him. 

"  Your  letter  !  what  letter  ?  " 

"You  know  what  letter — ^my  letter  from 
Paris?  The  letter  which  I  wrote  to  her  in 
reference  to  the  one  I  received  from  you  ?  I 
desire  at  once  to  have  an  answer  from  you. 
Did  Caroline  show  you  that  letter  ?" 

EUircourt  looked  very  guilty,  extremely 
guilty;  but  he  did  not  immediately  make  any 
reply. 

"  Harcourt,  answer  me,"  said  Bertram,  much 
more  coolly.  **  I  have  no  feeling  of  anger  now 
with  you.    Did  Caroline  show  you  that  letter  ?  ** 

"  Miss  Waddington  did  show  it  to  me." 

And  thus  the  successful  Mr.  Harcourt  had 
been  successful  also  in  this.  And  now,  having 
narrated  this  interview  in  a  manner  which  does 
not  make  it  redound  very  much  to  that  gentle- 
man's credit,  I  must  add  to  the  narrative  his 
apology.  If  even-handed  justice  were  done 
throughout  the  world,  some  apology  could  be 
found  for  most  offences.  Not  that  the  offences 
would  thus  be  wiped  away,  and  black  become 
white ;  but  much  that  is  now  very  black  would 
be  reduced  to  that  sombre,  uninviting  shade 
of  ordinary  brown  which  is  60  e\xs\Q>xci»rj  \5^ 
humanity. 
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Our  apology  for  Mr.  Harcourt  will  by  no 
means  make  his  conduct  white — will  leave  it, 
perhaps,  of  a  deeper,  dingier  brown  than  that 
which  is  quite  ordinary  acnong  men ;  nay,  will 
leave  it  slill  black,  many  will  say. 

Mr.  Harcourt '  had  seen  that  which  in  his 
opinion  proved  that  Bertram  and  Miss  Wad- 
dington  could  never  be  happy  wiLh  each  other. 
He  had  seen  that  which  in  his  opinion  led  to 
the  conclusion  that  neither  of  them  really 
wished  that  this  marriage  should  take  place. 
But  he  had  seen  that  also  which  made  him 
beheve  that  both  were  too  proud  to  ask  for  a 
release.  Under  such  circumstances,  would  he 
be  doing  ill  if  he  were  to  release  them  ?  Caro- 
line had  so  spoken,  spoken  even  to  him,  that 
it  seemed  impossible  to  him  that  she  could  wish 
for  the  marriage,  Bertram  had  so  written  that 
it  seemed  equally  impossible  that  he  should 
wish  for  it  Would  it  not,  therefore,  be  mad- 
ness to  allow  them  to  marry  ?  He  had  said  as 
much  to  Miss  B^ker,  and  Miss  Baker  had 
agreed  with  him.  "  He  cannot  love  her,"  Miss 
Baker  had  said,  "  or  he  would  not  neglect  her 
so  shamefully,  I  am  sure  he  does  not  love 
her." 

But  there  was  a  man  who  did  love  her,  who 
had  felt  that  he  could  love  her  from  the  first 
moment  that  he  had  seen  her  as  an  affianced 
bride :  he  had  not  then  courted  her  for  himself ; 
for  then  it  was  manifest  that  she  both  loved 
and  was  loved-  But  now,  now  that  this  was 
altered,  was  there  good  cause  why  he  should 
aot  covet  her  dow  ?  Mr.  H-Mcoutt  thought 
t/iat  there  was  no  sufficient  cauae.  
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And  then  this  man,  who  was  not  by  nature  a 
vain  man,  who  had  not  made  himself  apt  at 
believing  that  young  beauties  fell  readily  in  love 
with  him,  who  had  not  spent  his  years  in 
basking  in  ladies'  smiles,  imagined  that  he  had 
some  ground  to  think  that  Miss  Waddington 
was  not  averse  to  him.  Oh,  how  she  had  looked 
when  that  part  of  Bertram's  letter  had  been 
read,  in  which  he  professed  that  he  would  not 
be  bored  by  any  love-duties  for  his  lady !  And 
then,  this  man  had  been  kind  to  her;  he  had 
shown  that  such  service  would  be  no  bore  to 
him.  He  had  been  gentle-mannered  to  her; 
and  she  also,  she  had  been  gentle  to  him  : 

**  The  woman  cannot  be  of  nature's  making 
Whom,  being  kind,  her  misery  makes  not  kinder." 

And  Caroline  was  kind ;  at  least  so  he  thought, 
and  heaven  knows  she  was  miserable  dso. 
And  thus  hopes  rose  which  should  never  have 
risen,  and  schemes  were  made  which,  if  not 
absolutely  black,  were  as  near  it  as  any  shade 
of  brown  may  be. 

And  then  there  was  the  fact  that  Caroline 
was  the  granddaughter,  and  might  probably  be 
the  heiress,  of  one  of  the  wealthiest  men  in  the 
city  of  London.  The  consideration  of  this  fact 
had  doubtless  its  weight  also.  The  lady  would 
at  least  have  six  thousand  pounds,  might  have 
sixty,  noight  have  three  times  sixty.  Harcourt 
would  probably  have  found  it  inexpedient  to 
give  way  to  any  love  had  there  been  no  money 
to  gild  the  passion.  He  was  notoriously  a  man 
of  the  world;  he  pretended  to  be  nothing  else  ; 
be  would  have  thought  that  be  bad  madeYivnv&^l 
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ludicrous  if  he  had  married  for  love  only. 
With  him  it  was  a  source  of  comfort  that  the 
lady's  pecuniary  advantages  allowed  him  the 
hope  that  he  might  indulge  his  love.  So  he  did 
indulge  it. 

He  had  trusted  for  awhile  that  circumstances 
would  break  off  this  ill-assorted  match,  and  that 
then  he  could  step  in  himself  without  any  pre 
vious  interference  in  the  matter.  But  the  time 
was  running  too  dose :  unless  something  was 
done,  these  two  poor  youag  creatures  would 
marry,  and  make  themselves  wretched  for  life. 
Benevolence  itself  required  that  he  should  take 
the  matter  in  hand.  So  he  did  take  it  in  hand, 
and  commenced  his  operations— not  unskilfully, 
as  we  have  seen. 

Such  is  our  apology  for  Mr.  Harcourt.  A 
very  poor  one,  the  reader  will  say,  turning  from 
that  gentleman  with  disgust.  It  is  a  poor  one. 
Were  we  all  turned  inside  out,  as  is  done  with 
ladies  and  gentlemen  in  novelSj  some  of  us 
might  find  some  little  difRculty  in  giving  good 
apologies  for  ourselves.  Our  shade  of  brown 
would  often  be  very  dark, 

Bertram  sat  for  awhile  silent  and  motionless 
at  the  table,  and  Harcourt  seeing  his  look  of 
grief,  almost  repented  what  he  had  done.  But, 
after  all,  he  had  only  told  the  truth.  The  letter 
had  been  shown  to  him. 

"  It  is  incredible,"  said  Bertram,  "incredible, 

incredible  ! "      But,     nevertheless,    his    voice 

showed  plainly  enough  that  the  statement  to 

him  was  not  incredible. 

"Let  it  be  so,"  said  Harcouil,  w^^o  -^MfposelY 

aJsanderstood  him.    "  t  do  oat  wa'c  yya.  w 
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beliere  me.  Let  us  leave  it  so.  Come,  it  is 
time  for  us  to  go  back  to  town.''  But  Bertram 
still  sat  silent,  saying  nothing, 

Harcourt  called  the  waiter,  and  paid  the  bill. 
He  then  told  Bertram  what  his  share  was,  and 
commenced  smoothing  the  silk  of  his  hat  pre- 
paratoiy  to  moving.  Bertram  took  out  his  purse, 
gave  hun  the  necessary  amount  of  shillings,  and 
tiien  again  sat  silent  and  motionless. 

"  Come,  Bertram,  there  will  be  only  one  train 
after  this,  and  you  know  what  a  crowd  there  is 
always  for  that.    Let  us  go." 

But  Bertram  did  not  move.  **  Harcourt,  if  yon 
would  not  mind  it,"  he  said,  very  gently,  "  I 
would  rather  go  back  by  myself  to-day.  What 
you  have  said  has  put  me  out  I  shall  probably 
walk." 

"  Walk  to  town  ! " 

"Oh,  yes;  the  walk  will  be  nothing:  T  shall 
like  it  Don't  wait  for  me,  there's  a  good  fellow. 
I'll  see  you  to-morrow,  or  next  day,  or  before 
long." 

So  Harcourt,  shrugging  his  shoulders,  and  ex- 
pressing some  surprise  at  this  singular  resolve, 
put  his  hat  on  his  head  and  walked  off  by  him- 
self What  his  inward  reflections  were  on  his 
journey  back  to  London  we  will  not  inquire; 
but  will  accompany  our  other^  friend  in  his 
walk. 

Hurriedly  as  it  had  been  written,  he  remem- 
bered almost  every  word  of  that  letter  from 
Paris.  He  knew  that  it  had  been  severe,  and 
he  had  sometimes  perhaps  regretted  its  severity. 
But  he  knew  also  that  the  offence  Yi^A  \i^«v  ' 
great     What  right  had  his  afEiauceA  bxvfti^  \a 
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speak  of  him  to  anotiier  man?  Was  it  not  fit 
that  he  should  tell  her  how  great  was  this  sin  ? 
His  ideas  on  the  nialter  were  perhaps  too  strong, 
but  they  certainly  are  not  peculiar.  VVe^speak- 
ing  for  the  educated  male  sex  in  England — do 
not  like  to  think  that  any  one  should  tamper 
with  the  ladies  whorn  we  love. 

But  what  was  this  to  that  which  she  had  since 
done?  To  talk  of  him  had  been  bad,  but  to 
show  his  letters  I  to  show  such  a  letter  as  that ! 
to  show  such  a  letter  to  such  a  person  1  to  make 
such  a  confidence,  and  with  such  a  confidant ! 
It  could  not  be  thai  she  loved  him ;  it  could  not 
be  but  that  she  must  prefer  that  other  man  to 
him. 

As  he  thought  of  this,  walking  on  hurriedly 
towards  London  on  that  soft  May  night,  his 
bosom  swelled,  but  with  anger  rather  than  with 
sorrow.  It  must  be  all  over  then  between  them. 
It  could  not  go  00  after  what  he  had  now  been 
told.  She  was  willing,  he  presumed,  to  many 
him,  having  pledged  him  her  word  that  she 
would  do  so;  but  it  was  clear  that  she  did  not 
care  for  him.  He  would  not  hold  her  to  her 
pledge;  nor  would  he  take  to  his  bosom  one 
who  could  have  a  secret  understanding  with 
another  man. 

"Miss  Baker,"  he  said  to  himself,  "had  treated 
him  badly ;  she  must  have  known  this ;  why  had 
she  not  told  him  ?  If  it  were  so  that  Miss  Wad- 
dington  liked  another  better  than  him,  would  it 
not  have  been  Miss  Baker's  duty  to  tell  him  so? 
Jl  did  not  signify  however ;  he  had  leamt  it  in 
'  tj'me — luckily,  luckily,  luckUy." 

Should   be  quarrel  wilh  H.a.^aw».>    N^^ai- 
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mattered  it  whether  he  did  or  no  ?  or  what 
mattered  it  what  part  Harcourt  took  in  the 
concern?  If  that  which  Harcourt  had  said 
were  true,  if  Caroline  had  shown  him  this  letter, 
he,  Bertram,  could  never  forgive  that !  If  so, 
they  must  part !  And  then,  if  he  did  not  possess 
her,  what  mattered  who  did  ?  Nay,  if  she  loved 
Harcourt,  why  should  he  prevent  Uieir  coming 
together?  But  of  this  he  would  make  himself 
fully  satisfied ;  he  would  know  whether  the  letter 
had  truly  been  shown.  Harcourt  was  a  barrister ; 
and  in  Bertram's  estimation  a  barrister's  word 
was  not  always  to  be  taken  implicitly. 

So  he  still  walked  on.  But  what  should  he 
first  do  ?  how  should  he  act  at  once  ?  And  then 
it  occurred  to  him  that,  according  to  the  ideas 
generally  prevalent  in  the  world  on  such 
matters,  he  would  not  be  held  to  be  justified  in 
repudiating  his  betrothed  merely  because  she 
had  shown  a  letter  of  his  to  another  gentleman. 
He  felt  in  his  own  mind  that  the  cause  was 
quite  sufficient;  that  the  state  of  mind  which 
such  an  act  disclosed  was  clearly  not  that  of  a 
loving,  trusting  wife.  But  others  might  think 
differently:  perhaps  Miss  Baker  might  do  so; 
or  perhaps  Miss  Waddington. 

But  then  it  was  not  possible  that  she  could 
ever  wish  to  marry  him  after  having  taken  such 
a  course  as  that.  Had  he  not  indeed  ample 
cause  to  think  that  she  did  not  wish  to  marry 
him?  She  had  put  it  off  to  the  last  possible 
moment.  She  had  yielded  nothing  to  his  urgent 
request  In  all  her  intercourse  with  him  she 
had  been  cold  and  unbending.  SVv^  V^aA  \vdw^ 
Aer  moments  of  confidence,  but  ftiey  '^^i^  Xi^^'^ 
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with  him;  they  were  with  one  whom  perhaps 
she  liked  hetter.  There  was  no  jealousy  in  this, 
not  jealousy  of  the  usual  kind.  His  self-respect 
had  been  injured,  and  he  could  not  endure  that. 
He  hardly  now  wished  tliat  she  should  love  him. 

But  he  would  go  to  Littlebath  at  once  and 
ask  her  the  question.  He  would  ask  her  all 
those  questions  which  were  now  burning  inside 
his  heart.  She  did  not  like  severe  letters,  and 
he  would  write  no  more  such  to  her.  What 
further  communication  might  of  necessity  take 
place  between  them  should  be  by  word  of  mouth. 
So  he  resolved  to  go  down  to  Littlebath  on  the 
morrow. 

And  then  he  reached  his  chambers,  weary 
and  sad  at  heart  But  he  was  no  longer  angry. 
He  endeavoured  to  persuade  himself  that  he 
was  absolutely  the  reverse  of  angry.  He  knelt 
down  and  prayed  that  she  might  be  happy.  He 
swore  that  he  would  do  anything  to  make  her 
so.  But  that  anything  was  not  to  include  any 
chance  of  a  marriage  with  himself. 
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In  spite  of  his  philosophy  and  his  prayers, 
Eerteam  went  to  bed  not  in  a  very  happy  state 
of  mind.  He  was  a  man  essentially  of  a  warm 
and  JovJng heart.  He  was  exigeant,  and  perhaps 
fven  selfish  in  his  love.  Mosl  men  ate  ^o,  ^w^ 
ie  did  love,  had  loved i  and}vmT«^Aftw^* 
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mind  to  part  from  that  which  he  had  loved,  he 
could  not  be  happy.  He  had  often  lain  awake, 
thinking  of  her  faults  to  him;  but  now  he  lay 
thinking  of  his  faults  to  hen  It  was  a  pity,  he 
said  to  himself,  that  their  marriage  should  have 
been  so  delayed ;  she  had  acted  foolishly  in  that, 
certainly ;  had  not  known  him,  had  not  under- 
stood his  character,  or  appreciated  his  affection; 
but,  nevertheless,  he  might  have  borne  it  better. 
He  felt  that  he  had  been  stem,  almost  savage 
to  her ;  that  he  had  resented  her  refusal  to  nurry 
him  at  once  too  violently :  he  threw  heavy  blame 
oh  himself.  But  through  all  this,  he  still  felt 
that  they  could  not  now  marry.  Was  it  not 
clear  to  him  that  Caroline  would  be  delighted 
to  escape  from  her  engagement  if  the  way  to  do 
so  were  opened  to  her  ? 

He  lost  no  time  in  carrying  out  his  plans. 
By  an  early  train  on  the  following  day  he  went 
down  to  Littlebath,  and  at  once  went  to  his 
father^s  lodgings.  For  Sir  Lionel,  in  order  that  he 
might  be  near  his  dear  daughter,  was  still  living 
in  Littlebath.  He  had  entered  the  second,  or 
lighter  fast  set,  played  a  good  deal  at  cards, 
might  constantly  be  seen  walking  up  and  down 
the  assembly-rooms,  and  did  something  in  horse- 
flesh. 

George  first  went  to  his  fathers  lodgings,  and 
found  him  still  in  bed.  The  lighter  fast  set  at 
Littlebath  do  not  generally  get  up  early,  and 
Sir  Lionel  professed  that  he  had  not  lately  been 
altogether  well.  Littlebath  was  fearfully,  fear- 
fully cold.  It  was  now  May,  and  he  v^^^a  ^5Mc 
obliged  to  keep  a  fire.  He  was  m  a  n^t^  ^t^cA^ 
'humour  however  with  his  son,  for  liJ\^ -^OTiS&i-^ 
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ihe  two  hundred  and  fifty  pounds'  loan  was  not 
long  passed  by.  Gratitude  for  that  had  not  yet 
given  way  to  desire  for  more. 

"  Oh,  George  !  is  that  j-ou  ?  I  am  delighted 
to  see  you.  Going  up  to  the  terrace,  I  suppose  ? 
I  was  with  Caroline  for  a  few  minutes  last 
night,  and  I  never  saw  her  looking   better — 

George  answered  by  asking  his  father  where 
he  meant  to  dine.  Sir  Lionel  was  going  to  dine 
out.  He  usually  did  dine  ouL  He  was  one  of 
those  men  who  have  a  knack  of  getting  a 
succession  of  gratis  dinners;  and  it  must  be 
confessed  in  his  favour — and  the  admission  was 
generally  made  in  the  dining-out  world, — that 
Sir  Lionel  was  worth  his  dinner. 

"  Then  I  shall  probably  return  this  evening ; 
but  I  will  see  you  before  I  go." 

Sir  Lionel  asked  why  he  would  not  dine  as 
usual  in  Montpellier  Terrace  ;  but  on  this 
subject  George  at  present  gave  him  no  answer. 
He  merely  said  that  he  thought  it  very  im- 
probable that  he  should  do  so,  and  then  went 
away  to  his  work.  It  was  hard  work  that  he 
had  to  do,  and  he  thoroughly  «'ished  that  it 
was  over. 

He  did  not  however  allow  himself  a  moment 
to  pause.  On  the  contrary,  he  walked  so  quick, 
that  when  he  found  himself  in  Miss  Baker's 
drawing-room,  he  was  almost  out  of  breath, 
and  partly  from  that  cause,  and  partly  from  his 
agitation,  was  unable  to  speak  to  that  lady  in 
his  usual  unruffled  manner. 
"Ah,  bow  do  you  (lo,  l>V\ss  taV.w'i  Vw\  very 
fglad  to  see  you.     1  Have  tau  iotjti  Wj-ia-i  \a  ». 
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great  hurry,  and  I  am  very  anxious  to  see 
Caroline.    Is  she  out  ?  " 

Miss  Baker  explained  that  she  was  not  out ; 
and  would  be  down  very  shortly. 

"I'm  glad  she's  not  away,  for  I  am  very 
anidous  to  see  her — ^very." 

Miss  Baker,  with  her  voice  also  in  a  tremble, 
asked  if  anything  was  the  matter. 

**  No ;  nothing  the  matter.  But  the  truth  is, 
I'm  tired  of  this,  Miss  Baker,  and  I  want  to 
settle  it.  I  don't  know  how  she  may  bear  it, 
but  it  has  half  killed  me.'' 

Miss  Baker  looked  at  him  almost  aghast,  for 
his  manner  was  energetic  and  almost  wild. 
Only  that  he  so  frequently  was  wild,  she  would 
have  feared  that  something  dreadful  was  about 
to  happen.  She  had  not,  however,  time  to  say 
anything  further,  for  Caroline's  step  was  heard 
on  the  stairs. 

"  Could  you  let  us  be  alone  for  ten  minutes," 
said  George.  ''  But  I  feel  the  shame  of  turning 
you  out  of  your  own  drawing-room.  Perhaps 
Caroline  will  not  mind  coming  down  with  me 
into  the  parlour," 

But  Miss  Baker  of  course  waived  this  objection, 
and  as  she  retreated,  the  two  ladies  met  just 
at  the  drawing-room  door.  Caroline  was  about 
to  speak^  but  was  stopped  by  the  expression  on 
her  aunt's  face.  Ladies  have  little  ways  of 
talking  to  each  other,  with  nods  and  becks  and 
wreathed  smiles,  which  are  quite  beyond  the 
reach  of  men ;  and  in  this  language  aunt  Mary 
did  say  something  as  she  passed  which  gave 
her  niece  to  understand  that  iVie  comm^  m^fix* 
view  would  not  consist  merely  oi  xV^e^  ^^-^^.^ 
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which  are  common  among  Jovera,  Carohne, 
therefore,  as  she  entered  the  room  composed 
lier  face  for  solemn  things,  and  walked  slowl)', 
and  not  without  some  dignity  in  her  mien,  into 
the  presence  of  him  who  was  to  be  her  lord  and 
master. 

"  We  hardly  expected  you,  George,"  she  said. 
His  father  had  been  right  She  was  looking 
well,  very  well.  Her  figure  was  perhaps  not 
quite  so  full,  nor  the  colour  in  her  cheek  quite 
Eo  high  as  when  he  had  first  seen  her  in 
Jerusalem;  hut, otherwise, she  had  never  seemed 
to  him  more  lovely.  The  little  effort  she  had 
made  to  collect  herself,  to  assume  a  certain 
majesty  in  her  gait,  was  becoming  to  her.  So 
also  was  her  plain  morning  dress,  and  the 
simple  braid  in  which  her  hair  was  collected. 
It  might  certainly  be  boasted  of  Miss  Wadding- 
ton  that  she  was  a  beauty  of  the  morning  rather 
than  of  the  night  j  that  her  complexion  was 
fitted  for  the  sun  rather  tJian  for  gaslight. 

He  was  going  to  give  up  all  this  I  And  why  ? 

That  which  he  saw  before  him,  that  which  he 

had  so  often  brought  himself  to   believe,  that 

which  at  this  moment  he  actually  did  believe 

to  be  as  perfect  a  form  of  feminine  beauty  as 

might  be  found  by  any  search  in  England,  was 

as  yet  his  own.     And  he  might  keep  it  as  his 

.  oiivn.    He  knew,  or  thought  he  knew  enough  of 

■  her  to  be  sure  that,  let  her  feelings  be  what 

Pihey  might,  she  would  not  condescend  to  break 

^er  word  to  him.     Doubtless,  siie  would  marry 

hiiD ;  and  that  in  but  a  few  months  hence  if  only 

he  n-ould  mrtrry  her  !   Beaa\\t\i\a.s?.\vt\i^,TO.«.ch 

^sbevas  his  own,  much  Biati««^'i\w«i\«s. 
i^ 
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he  had  come  there  to  reject  her!  All  this 
flashed  through  his  mind  in  a  moment.  He 
lost  no  time  in  idle  thoughts. 

"  Caroline,"  he  said,  stretching  out  his  hand 
to  her — ^usually  when  he  met  her  after  any 
absence  he  haid  used  his  h^d  to  draw  her 
nearer  to  him  with  more  warmth  than  his 
present  ordinary  greeting  showed — "Caroline, 
I  have  come  down  to  have  some  talk  with 
you.  Therq  is  that  between  us  which  should 
be  settled." 

"  Well,  what  is  it?  "  she  said, with  the  slightest 
possible  smile. 

"  I  will  not,  if  I  can  help  it,  say  any  word  to 
show  that  I  am  angry " 

"But  are  you  angry^  George?  If  so,  had 
you  not  better  show  it?  Concealment  will 
never  sit  well  on  you." 

'*I  hope  not;  nor  will  I  conceal  anything 
willingly.  It  is  because  I  so  greatly  dislike 
concealment  that  I  am  here." 

'*  You  could  not  conceal  anything  if  you  tried, 
George.  It  is  useless  for  you  to  say  that  you 
will  not  show  that  you  are  angry.  You  are 
angry,  and  you  do  show  it  What  is  it?  I 
hope  my  present  sin  is  not  a  very  grievous 
one.  By  your  banishing  poor  aunt  out  of 
the  drawing-room,  I  fear  it  must  be  rather 
bad." 

"  I  was  dining  with  Mr.  Harcourt  last  night, 
and  it  escaped  him  in  conversation  that  you 
had  jBhown  to  him  the  letter  which  I  wrote  to 
you  from  Paris.  Was  it  so,  Caroline  ?  Did 
you  shoiy  him  that  very  letter  *? " 

C&tiinly,  no  indifferent  lisleiiei  ^ovi\.\  V-^'^ 
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said  that  there  was  any  tone  of  anger  in  Ber- 
tram's voice ;  and  yet  there  was  that  in  it  which 
made  Miss  Waddington  feel  that  the  room  was 
swimming  round  and  round  her.  Slie  turned 
ruhy  red  up  to  her  hair.  Bertram  had  never 
hefore  seen  her  blush  hke  that;  Tor  he  had 
Qcver  before  seen  her  covered  by  shame.  Oh ! 
how  she  had  repented  showing  that  letter !  How 
her  soul  had  grieved  over  it  from  the  very 
moment  that  it  had  passed  out  of  her  hand  I 
She  had  done  so  in  the  hotness  of  her  passion. 
He  had  written  to  her  sharp  stinging  words 
which  had  maddened  her.  Up  to  that  moment 
she  had  never  known  how  sharp,  how  stinging, 
how  bitter  words  might  be.  The  world  had 
hitherto  been  so  soft  to  her!  She  was  there 
told  that  she  was  unfeminine,  unladyUke  !  And 
then,  he  that  was  sitting  by  her  was  so  smoolh, 
fio  sympathizing,  so  anxious  to  please  her  I  In 
her  anger  and  her  sympathy  she  had  shown  it ; 
and  from  that  day  to  this  she  had  repented  in 
the  roughness  of  sackcloth  and  the  bitterness 
of  ashes.  It  was  possible  that  Caroline  Wad- 
dington should  so  sin  against  a  woman's  sense 
of  propriety ;  that,  alas  !  had  been  proved  ;  but 
it  was  impossible  that  she  should  so  sin  and 
not  know  that  she  had  sinned,  not  feel  the 
shame  of  it. 

She  did  stand  before  him  red  with  shame; 
bat  at  the  first  moment  she  made  no  answer. 
It  was  in  her  heart  to  kneel  at  his  feet,  to  kneel 
in  the  spirit  if  not  in  the  body,  and  ask  his 
pardon ;  but  hitherto  she  had  asked  pardon  of 
no  Jium:in  being.  There  -was  a.-n,  cKqa  vo.  Nhvc 
doin£^  of  it  which  she  co\iVi  not  ^^jm^' 
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over.  Had  his  eyes  looked  tenderly  on  her  for 
a  moment,  had  one  soft  tone  fallen  from  his  lips, 
she  would  have  done  it.  Down  she  would  have 
gone  and  imj^ored  his  pardon.  And  who  that 
he  had  once  loved  had  ever  asked  aught  in 
vain  from  George  Bertram  f  Ah,  that  she  had 
done  so!  How  well  they  might  have  loved 
each  other !    What  joy  there  might  have  been  i 

But  there  was  nothing  tender  in  his  eye,  no 
tender  tone  softened  the  words  which  fell  fVom 
his  mouth. 

*^What!**  he  said,  and  in  spite  of  his 
promise,  his  voice  had  never  before  sounded  so 
stern — "what!  show  that  letter  to  another 
man ;  show  that  letter  to  Mr.  Harcourt  1  Is 
that  true,  Caroline?  " 

A  child  asks  pardon  from  his  mother  because 
he  is  scolded.  He  wishes  to  avert  her  wrath  in 
order  that  he  may  escape  punishment  So  also 
may  a  servant  of  his  master,  or  an  inferior  of 
his  superior.  But  when  one  equal  ask)i  pardon 
of  another,  it  is  because  he  acknowledges  and 
regrets  the  injury  he  has  done.  Such  acknow- 
ledgment, such  regret  will  seldom  be  produced 
by  a  stem  &ce  and  a  harsh  voice.  Caroline, 
as  she  looked  at  him  and  listened  to  him,  did 
not  go  down  on  her  knees — not  even  mentally. 
Instead  of  doing  so,  she  remembered  her 
dignity,  and  wretched  as  she  was  at  heart,  she 
continued  to  seat  herself  without  betraying  her 
misery. 

"  Is  that  true,  Caroline  ?  I  will  believe  the 
charge  against  you  from  no  other  lips  tlvau  ^Q>\a 
own." 

""Yes,  George;  it  is  true*    1  tf\d  €wi^  i^^ 
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letter  to  Mr.  Harcourt."  So  stern  had  he  been 
in  his  bearing  that  she  could  not  condescend 
even  to  a  word  of  apology. 

He  had  hitherto  remained  standing ;  but  on 
hearing  this  he  flung  himself  into  a  chair  and 
buried  his  face  in  his  hands.  Even  then  she 
might  have  been  softened,  and  he  might  have 
relented,  and  all  might  have  been  well ! 

"  I  was  very  unhappy,  George,"  she  said ; 
"  that  letter  had  made  me  very  unhappy,  and  1 
hardly  Itnew  where  to  turn  for  relief," 

"  What  I  "  he  said,  jumping  up  and  flashing 
before  her  in  a  storm  of  passion  to  which  his 
former  sternness  bad  been  as  nothing — "  what ! 
my  letter  made  you  so  unhappy  that  you  were 
obliged  to  go  to  Mr.  Harcourt  for  relief!  You 
appealed  for  sympathy  from  me  to  him  !  from 
me  who  am — no,  who  was,  your  afiianced  hus- 
band I  Had  you  no  idea  of  the  sort  of  bond 
that  existed  between  you  and  me?  Did  you 
not  know  that  there  were  matters  in  which  you 
could  not  look  for  sympathy  to  such  as  him 
without  being  false,  nay,  almost  worse  than 
false  ?  Have  you  ever  thought  what  it  is  to  be 
the  one  loved  object  of  a  man's  heart,  and  to 
have  accepted  that  love  ? "  She  had  been  on 
the  point  of  interrupting  him,  but  the  softness 
of  these  last  words  interrupted  her  for  a 
moment, 

"  Such  a  letter  as  that !  Do  you  remember 
that  letter,  Caroline  ?  " 

"  Yes,  1  remember  it ;  remember  it  too  well  ; 
J   would  not  keep  it.     I  would  not  feel  that 
such  words  from  you  were  ever  t-j  rtie," 
"Yoa  mean  that  it  ^was  hatsh'*" 
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**It  wasrCraeL"  ?  *         - 

"  Harsh  or  cjnel,  or  what  you  will — I  shall 
not  now  stop  to.  defend  it — it  waf  one  which 
from  the  very  nature  of  it ,  should  have  been 
sacred  between  us.  It  was  written  to  you  as 
to  one  to  whom  I  had  a  right  to  write  as  my 
future  wife.". 

''  No  one  could  have  a  right  to  write  such  a 
letter  as' that." 

**In  it,  I  particularly  begged  that  Mr.  Har- 
co^rt  might  not  be  made  an  arbiter  between  us. 
I  made  a  special  request  that  to  him,,  at  least, 
you  would  not  talk  of  what  causes  of  trouble 
there,  might  be  .  between  us ;  and  yet  you 
selected  jum  as  ypur  confidant,  read  it  with  him, 
pore4  oyer  with  lum  the  words  which  had 
come  hot  from  my  heart,  jdi^cussed  with  him  my 

love— my — ^my — ^my Bah!  I  cannot  endure 

it ;  had  not  you  yourself  told  me  so^  I  could 
not  have  believed  it." 

"George! " 

"Gpod  God!  that  you  should  take  my 
letters  and  read  them  over  with  him !  Why, 
Caroline,  it  admits  but  one  solution;  there  is 
but  one  reading  to  the  riddle;  ask  all  the 
world.'* 

"We  sent  for  him  as  your  frieni" 

**Yes,  and  jseem  to  hav^  soon  used  him 
as  your  own.  I  have  no  friend  to  whom  I 
allow  the  privilege  of  going  between  me  and 
my  own  heart's  love.  Yes,  you  were  my  own 
heart's  love.  I  have  "to  get  oyer  that  complaint 
now  as  best  I  may." 

^^I  may  considex  thenth^aUls  o\^x\i^V«^^ 
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"  Yes ;  there.  You  have  back  your  hand. 
is  again  your  own  to  dispose  of  to  whom 
you  will.  Let  you  have  what  confidences  you 
will,  they  will  no  longer  imply  falsehood  to 
me." 

"Then,  sir,  if  such  be  the  case,  I  think  you 
may  cease  to  scold  me  with  such  violence." 

"  I  have  long  felt  that  I  ought  to  give  you 
this  release ;  for  I  have  known  that  you  have 
not  thoroughly  loved  rae." 

Miss   Waddington  was  too  proud,  too  con- 
scious of  the  necessity  to  maintain  her  pride  at 
the  present  moment  to  contradict  this.     But, 
I     nevertheless,  in  her  heart  she  felt  that  she  did 
I     love  him,  that  she  would  fain  rot  give  him  up, 
'     that,    in    spite  of  his  anger,  his   bitter  railing 
anger,  she  would  keep  him  close  to  her  if  she 
only  could  do  so.     But  now  that  he  spoke  of 
giving  her  up,  she  could  not  speak  passionately 
of  her  love — she  who  had  never  yet  shown  any 
passion  in  her  speech  to  him. 

"  It  has  grown  on  me  from  day  to  day  ;  and  I 

have  been  like  a  child  in  clinging  to  a  hope 

when  1  should  have  known  that  there  was  no 

hope.     I    should    have    known   it  when   you 

I      deferred  our  marriage  for  three  years." 

I  "  Two  years,  George." 

I  "  Had    it   been   two  years,  we  should    now 

I     have  been  married.     I    should  have  known  it 
I      when  I  learned  that  you  and  he  were  in  such 
[      close  intimacy  in  London.     But  now — I  know 
it  now.    Now  at  least  it  is  all  over." 

"/  can  only  be  sorry  that  you  have  so  long 
-Jiad  so  much  trouble  in  die  toWVct," 
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a  fool  of  myself.    I  believe  at  any  rate  that  you 
understand  me*'' 

"  Oh !  perfecdy,  Mr.  Bertram." 

But  she  did  not  understand  him ;  nor  perhaps 
was  it  very  likely  that  she  should  understand 
him»  What  he  had  meant  her  to  understand 
was  this :  that  in  giving  her  up  he  was  sacri- 
ficing only  himself,  and  not  her ;  that  he  did  so 
in  the  conviction  that  she  did  not  care  for  him ; 
and  that  he  did  so  on  this  account,  strong  as 
his  own  love  still  was,  in  spite  of  all  her 
offences.  This  was  what  he  intended  her  to 
understand ; — ^but  she  did  not  understand  the 
half  of  it. 

"And  I  may  now  go?"  said  she,  rising  from 
her  chair.  The  blush  of  shame  was  over,  and 
mild  as  her  words  sounded,  she  again  looked 
the  Juna     "  And  I  may  now  go  ?  " 

"Now  go!  yes;  I  suppose  so.  That  is,  I 
may  go.  That  is  what  you  .mean.  Well,  I 
suppose  I  had  better  go."  Not  a  moment  since 
he  was  towering  with  passion,  and  his  voice,  if 
not  loud,  had  been  masterful,  determined,  and 
imperious.  Now  it  was  low  and  gentle  enough. 
Even  now,  could  she  have  been  tender  to  him, 
he  would  have  relented.  But  she  could  not  be 
tender.  It  was  her  profession  to  be  a  Juno. 
Though  she  knew  that  when  he  was  gone  from 
her  her  heart  would  be  breaking,  she  would  not 
bring  herself  down  to  use  a  woman's  softness. 
She  could  not  say  that  she  had  been  wrong, 
wrong  because  distracted  by  her  misery,  wrong 
because  he  was  away  from  her,  wrong  becaus.^ 
disturbed  in  her  spirits  by  the  depftv  ol  >ii[v^ViN^ 
^hc  felt  for  bim  ;  she  could  not  coxife^^  >iv\^^  ^^kA 
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I  ften,  taking  his  hand,  promise  him  that  if  he 
would  remain  dose  to  her  she  would  not  so  sin 
again.  Ah  !  if  she  coukl  have  done  this,  in  one 
moment  her  head  would  have  been  on  his 
shoulder  and  his  arm  round  her  waist ;  and  in 
twenty  minutes  more  Miss  Baker  would  have 
been  bformed,  sitting  as  she  now  was  up  in 
her  bedroom,  that  the  wedding-day  had  been 
fixed. 

But  very  different  news  Miss  Baker  had  to 
hear.  Had  things  turned  out  so,  Miss  Wad- 
dington  would  have  been  a  woman  and  not  a 
goddess.  No;  great  as  was  the  coming  penalty, 
she  could  not  do  that.  She  had  been  railed  at 
and  scolded  as  never  goddess  was  scolded  before. 
Whatever  she  threw  away,  it  behoved  her  to 
maintain  her  dignily.  She  would  not  bend  to 
a  storm  that  had  come  blustering  over  her  so 
un  courteously. 

Bertram  had  now  risen  to  go.  "  It  would  be 
useless  for  me  to  trouble  your  aunt,"  he  said. 
"  Tel!  her  from  me  that  I  would  not  have  gone 
without  seeing  her  had  I  not  wished  to  spare 
her  pain.  Good-bye,  Caroline,  and  may  God 
bless  you;"  and,  so  saying, he  put  out  his  hand 
to  her. 

"  Good-bye,  Mr.  Bertram."  She  would  have 
said  something  more,  but  she  feared  to  trust 
herself  with  any  word  that  might  have  any 
sound  of  tenderness.  She  took  his  hand,  how- 
ever, and  returned  the  pressure  which  he  gave  it. 
She  looked  into  his  eyes,  and  saw  that  they 
were  Mi  of  tears ;  but  still  she  did  not  speak. 
Oh,  Caroline  \Vaddington,  CatcjWtve  ■Vla6.4\w^- 

toat  tf  A  had  but  team  gvtsa  ***  ^o  Vrewc 
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^ven' then,  how  much  Of  womanhood  there  was 
in  thy  bosom,  of  warm  womanhood,  how  little 
of  goddessrship,  of  cold  goddessrship,  it  might 
still  have  be^n  well  with  thee  I  But  thou  didst 
not  know.  Thou  hadst  gotten  there  at  any 
rate  thy  Juno's  ped^tal.;  and  haying  that,  needs 
was  that  thou  shouldst  stand  on  it 

**  God  bless  you,  Caroline ;  good-bye,"  he 
repeated  again,  and  turned  to  the  door. 

^'  I  wish  to  ask  you  one  question  before  you 
go,''  sh&sdd,  as  his  hand  was  on  the  handle  of 
the  lock;  and  she  spoke  in  a  voice  that  was 
almost,  goddess-like ;  that  hardly  betrayed,  but 
yet  that  did  betray,  the  human  effort.  Bertram 
paused,  and  again  turned  to  her.  - 

"  In  your  accusation  against  me  just  now- — ^ " 

"I 'made: no. accusation,  Garolinei" 

"  You  ^t:  only  made  it,  Mr.  Bertram,  but  I 
pleaded  guilty  to  it.  But  in  making  it  you 
mentioned  Mr.  Harcourt's  name.  While  you 
were  absentia  Paris,  I  did  talk  with  that  gentle- 
man On  our  private  affairs,  yours  and  mine.  I 
hope  I  am  beUeved  to  have  done  so  because 
I  regarded  Mr.  Harcourt  as  your  friend?" 

Bertram  did  not  understand  her,  and  he 
showed  that  he  did  not  by  his  look. 

"  It  is  difl&cult  for  me  to  explain  myself" — 
and  now  she  blushed  slightly — very  slightly. 
^^What  I  mean  is  this;  I  wish  to  be  acquitted 
by  you  Of  having  had  recoxu-se  to  Mr.  Harcourt 
on  my  own  account — from  any  partiality  of  my 
•own.''  She  almost  rose  in  height  as  she  stood 
there  bdbre  him,  uttering  these  words  in  all  Iv^t 
cold  hut  beatrtiful  dignity*  'WlivaX.ev^x  \ifc\  ^vca 
augbt  May^  bcmiijhe.  shouid  not  ^^^cOl'Si^  V^t  ^"l 
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been  wrong^^l 


having  dallied  with  another  while  her  ■ 
her  troth  had  been  his.  She  had  t 
She  could  not  deny  thai  he  had  justice  on  his 
side — stem,  harsh,  bare  justice — when  he  came 
there  to  her  and  flung  back  her  love  and 
promises  into  her  teeth.  He  had  the  rigjit  to 
do  so,  and  she  would  not  complain.  But  he 
should  not  leave  her  till  he  had  acquitted  her 
of  the  vile,  missish  crime  of  flirting  with  another 
because  he  [was  absent.  Seeing  that  he  still 
hardly  understood  her,  she  made  her  speech 
yet  plainer. 

"  At  the  risk  of  being  told  again  that  I  am 
unfeminine,  I  must  explain  myself.  Do  you 
charge  me  witli  having  allowed  Mr.  Harcourt 
to  speak  to  me  as  a  lover  ?  " 

"  No ;  I  make  no  such  charge.  Now,  I  have 
no  right  to  make  any  charge  on  such  a  matter," 

"  No ;  should  Mr.  Harcourt  be  my  lover 
now,  that  is  my  affair  and  his,  not  yours.  But 
had  he  been  so  then — You  owe  it  to  me  to  say 
whether  among  other  sins,  that  sin  also  is 
charged  against  me  ?  " 

"1  have  charged  and  do  charge  nothing 
against  you,  but  this — that  you  have  ceased  to 
love  me.  And  that  charge  will  be  made  no 
where    but   in    my  own    breast.     I  am   not   a 

^  jealous  man,  as  I  think  you  might  know.  What 
i  have  said  to  you  here  to-day  has  not  come  of 
1  suspicion,  I  have  thought  no  ill  against  you, 
and  believed  no  ill  against  you  beyond  that 
which  you  have  yourself  acknowledged,  I  find 
that  70U  have  ceased  to  love  me,  and  finding 
that,  I  am  indifferent  to  v(\iom  ■^ora  Vwe,  wm-j 
be  given."    And  so  sajing,  \va  o^coei  "Cae  &wr 
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and  went  out ;  nor  did  he  ever  again  see  Miss 
Waddington  at  Littlebath. 

Some  few  minutes  after  he  had  left  the  room» 
Miss  Baker  entered  it  She  had  heard  the 
sound  of  the  front  door,  and  having  made 
inquiry  of  the  servant,  had  learned  that  their 
visitor  had  gone.  Then  she  descended  to  her 
own  drawing-room,  and  found  Caroline  sitting 
upright  at  the  table,  as  though  in  grief  she 
despised  the  adventitious  aid  and  every-day 
solace  of  a  sofa.  There  was  no  tear  in  her  eye» 
none  as  yet;  but  it  required  no  tears  to  tell 
her  aunt  that  all  was  not  well.  Judging  by  the 
face  she  looked  at,  aunt  Mary  was  inclined  to 
say  that  all  was  as  little  well  as  might  be. 

There  was  still  to  be  seen  there  the  beauty, 
and  the  dignity,  and  still  even  in  part  the  com- 
posure of  a  Juno ;  but  it  was  such  composure 
as  Juno  might  have  shown  while  she  devoted  to 
a  third  destruction  the  walls  of  a  thrice-built 
Troy ;  of  Juno  in  grief,  in  jealousy,  almost  in 
despair ;  but  of  Juno  still  mindful  of  her 
pedestal,  still  remembering  that  there  she  stood 
a  mark  for  the  admiration  of  gods  and  men. 
How  long  shall  this  Juno  mood  serve  to  sustain 
her?    Ah!  how  long? 

"Has  he  gone?"  said  Miss  Baker,  as  she 
looked  at  her  niece. 

"  Yes,  aunt,  he  has  gone.*' 

"  When  will  he  return  ?  " 

"  He  will  not  return,  aunt  He  will  not  come 
any  more ;  it  is  all  over  at  last" 

Miss  Baker  stood  for  a  moment  tremblin^^ 

and  theb  thjew  herself  upon  a  seal,    ^^  V^.^ 

St  least, had  Jxo  celestial  gift  by  ^YAcSo.  ^^  co\\^ 
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compose  herself  "  Oh,  Caroline ! "  she  ex- 
claimed. 

"  yes,  aunt  Mary  ;  it  is  all  over  now." 

"  Vou  mean  that  you  have  quarrelled  ? "  said 
she,  remembering  to  her  comfort,  that  there 
was  some  old  proverb  about  the  quarrels  of 
lovers.     Miss  Baker  had  great  faith  in  proverbs. 

The  reader  may  find  it  hard  to  follow  Miss 
Baker's  mind  on  the  subject  of  this  engagement. 
Some  time  since  she  was  giving  advice  that  il 
should  be  broken  off,  and  now  she  was  an 
dhespoir  because  that  result  had  been  reached. 
She  had  one  of  those  minds  that  are  prone  to 
veering,  and  which  show  by  the  way  they  turn, 
not  any  volition  of  their  own,  but  the  direction 
of  some  external  wind,  some  external  volition. 
Nor  .can  one  be  angry  with,  or  despise  Miss 
Baker  for  this  weathercock  aptitude.  She  was 
the  least  selfish  of  human  beings,  the  least 
opinionative,  the  most  good-natm-ed.  She  had 
had  her  hot  fits  and  her  cold  fits  with  regard  to 
Bertram  ;  but  her  hot  fits  and  her  cold  had  all 
been  hot  or  cold  with  reference  to  what  she 
conceived  to  be  her  niece's  chances  of  happiness. 
Latterly,  she  had  iancied  that  Caroline  did  love 
Betlram  too  well  to  give  him  up ;  and  circum- 
stances had  led  her  to  believe  more  strongly 
than  ever  that  old  Mr.  Bertram  wished  the 
marriage,  and  that  the  two  together,  if  married, 
would  certainly  inherit  his  wealth.  So  latterly, 
during  the  last  month  or  so.  Miss  Baker  had 
blown  very  hot. 

"No,  Jhere  has  been  no  quarrel,"  said  Caro- 
Uns,  wiih  forced  tranqmUv^'j  oi  -)o\t:!i  axii 
'No  such  qttattAaayia-mcBn.   \«> 
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not  deceive  yourself  dear  aunt ;  it  is  over  now, 
over  for  ever/' 

" For  ever,  CaroUne  I"    : 

"  Yes,  for  ever.  That  has  been  said  which 
can  never  be  unsaid.  Do  not  grieve  about  it "-« 
aunt  Mary  was  now  in  tears — "  it  is  better  so ; 
I  am  sure  it  is  better.  We  should  not  have 
made  each  other  happy.'' 

"But  three  years,  Caroline;  three  years!" 
said  aunt>  Mary  through  her  tears,  thinking  .of 
the  time  that  had  been  so  sadly  lost.  Aunt 
Mary  was  widely  awake  to  the  fact  that  three 
years  was  a  long  period  in  a  girl's  life,  and  that 
to  have  passed  three  years  as  the  betrothed  of 
one  man  and  then  to  leave  him  was  injurious 
to  the  matrimonial  prospects  of  a  young  lady. 
Miss  Baker  was  full  of  these  little  mundane 
considerations ;  but  then  they  were  never  exer- 
cised, never  had  been  exercised,  on  her  own 
behalf. 

**  Yes,  three  years ! "  and  Caroline  smiled, 
even  through  her  grief.  **  It  cannot  be  helped, 
aunt  And  the  rest  of  it ;  neither  can  that  be 
helped.    Three  years !  say  thirty,  aunt" 

Miss  'Baker  looked  at  her,  not  quite  under- 
standing.    ''  And  must  it  be  so  ?  "  said  she. 

"  Must  1  oh,  yes,  indeed  it  must  It  must 
now,  must — ^must — must." 

Then  they  both  sat  silent  for  awhile.  Miss 
Baker  was  longing  to  know  the  cause  of  this 
sudden  disruption,  but  she  hesitated  at  first  to 
inquire*  It  was  noV«howeyer,.  to  be  borne  that 
the  matter  should  be  allowed  to  ie;B\^vi:i  ^\\.^- 
getiier  undiscussed, 

"But  what  is  it  he  has  sa\d>''  ^\v^  ^"^  ^^"^ 


368 


The  Bertrams 


I 


asked^  Caroline  had  never  told  her  aunt  that 
that  letter  had  beea  shown  to  Mr.  Harcourt, 
and  had  no  intention  of  telling  her  so  now. 

"  I  could  not  tell  you,  aunt,  ail  that  passed. 
It  was  not  what  he  said  more  than  what  I  said. 
At  least— no ;  that  is  not  true.  It  did  arise 
from  what  he  said ;  but  I  would  not  answer 
him  as  he  would  have  me ;  and  so  we  agreed  to 
part." 

"He  wished  to  have  the  marriage  at  once?" 

"  No ;  I  think  he  wished  no  such  thing.  You 
may  rest  assured  he  wishes  no  marriage  now  ; 
none  with  me,  at  least.  And  rest  assured  of 
this,  too,  tliat  I  wish  none  with  him.  Wish  !  it 
is  DO  use  wishing.     It  is  now  impossible." 

Again  there  was  a  silence,  and  again  it  was 
broken  by  Miss  Baker.  "  I  wonder  whether 
you  ever  really  loved  him  ?  Sometimes  I  have 
thought  you  never  did." 

"  Perhaps  not,"  said  she,  musing  on  her  fate. 

"  If  it  is  never  to  be,  I  hope  that  you  did 
not," 

"  It  would  be  to  be  hoped— to  he  hoped  for 
me,  and  to  be  hoped  also  for  him." 

"  Oh,  he  loved  you.  There  is  no  doubt  of 
that ;  no  doubt  at  all  of  that.  If  any  man  ever 
loved  a  girl,  he  loved  you."  To  this  Miss 
Waddington  answered  nothing,  nor  would  she 
just  then  talk  any  further  with  her  aunt  upon 
the  subject.  They  were  to  dine  early  on  that 
day,  as  their  custom  was  when  they  went  out  in 
the  evening.  On  this  evening  they  were  going 
lo  the  house — lodgings  lather — of  an  old  friend 
the/  had  not  seen  for  some  \imc.  SVe.  \«.4. 
jmived  a  week  or  tiTQ  ^i^..?it  lAtCwSoa&j^^ 
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though  there  had  been  callings  between  them* 
they  had  not  yet  succeeded  in  meeting.  When 
Bertram  had  arrived  it  was  near  their  dinner 
hour  and  before  he  went  that  hour  was  already 
passed.  Had  his  manner  been  as  it  ordinarily 
was,  he  would  of  course  have  been  asked  to 
join  them ;  but,  as  we  have  seen,  that  had  been 
no  moment  for  such  customary  civility. 

Now,  however,,  they  went  to  dinner,  and 
while  seated  there.  Miss  Waddington  told  her 
aunt  that  she  did  not  fed  equal  to  going  out 
that  evening.  Miss  Baker  of  course  said  some- 
thing in  opposition  to  this,  but  that  something 
was  not  much.  It  might  easily  be  understood 
that  a  young  lady  who  had  just  lost  her  lover 
was  not  in  a  fit  state  to  go  to  a  Littlebath  card- 
party. 

And  thus  early  in  the  evening  Caroline  con- 
trived to  be  alone ;  and  then  for  the  first  time 
she  attempted  to  realize  all  that  had  come  upon 
her.  Hitherto  she  had  had  to  support  herself 
— ^herself  and  her  goddess-ship, — first  before 
George  Bertram,  and  then  with  lighter  effort 
before  her  aunt.  But  now  that  she  was  alone, 
she  could  descend  to  humanity.  Now  that  she 
was  alone  she  had  so  to  descend. 

Yes.;  she  had  lost  three  years.  To  a  mortal 
goddess,  who  ponessed  her  divinity  but  for  a 
short  time,  ths  was  much.  Her  doctrine  had 
been  to  make  the  most  of  the  worid.  She  had 
early  resolved  not  to  throw  away  either  her- 
self  or  her  chances.  And  now  that  she  was 
threeHuidrtwenty,  how  had  she  W  \i«  1^ 

Aar?  She  bad  lived  before  l\ve  ^oM  1«  x\^ 
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last  two  years  as  a  girl  betrothed  to  a  lover 
before  such  of  the  world  as  she  knew  3 
Itnew  her;  and  now  her  lover  was  gone;  not 
dismissed  by  her,  bat  gone !  He  had  rather 
dismissed  her,  and  that  not  in  the  most  courteous 
manner. 

But,  to  do  her  justice,  this  was  not  the  grief 
that  burnt  most  hotly  into  her  heart.  She  said 
to  herself  that  it  was  so,  that  this  was  her  worst 
grief;  she  would  fain  have  felt  that  it  was  so; 
but  there  was  more  of  humanity  in  her,  of  the 
sweetness  of  womanly  humanity,  than  she  was 
aware.  He  had  left  her,  and  she  knew  not  how 
to  live  without  him.  That  was  the  thorn  that 
stuck  fast  in  her  woman's  bosom.  She  could 
never  again  look  into  those  deep,  tlioughtful 

teyes ;  never  again  feel  the  pressure  of  that 
strong,  manly  arm;  never  hear  the  poetry  of 
tiiat  rich  voice  as  she  had  heard  it  when  he 
poured  words  of  love  and  truth  into  her  ear, 
Bertram  had  many  faults,  and  while  he  belonged 
to  her,  she  had  thought  of  them  often  enough  ; 
but  be  had  many  virtues  also,  and  now  she 
could  think  but  of  Ibem. 

She  had  said  that  he  was  gone,  gone  for  ever. 
It  was  easy  enough  to  say  that  with  composed 
voice  to  Miss  Baker.  There  is  nothing  so  easy 
as  bravado.  The  wretch  who  is  to  be  hung  can 
step  lightly  while  multitudes  are  looking  at 
him.  The  woman  who  is  about  to  give  up  all 
that  her  heart  most  values  can  declare  out  loud 
that  the  matter  is  very  indifferent  to  her.  But 
when  the  victim  of  the.  law  is  lying  in  his 
solitary  cell,  thinking  on  Hs  doom,  'Ctvt  TOoromt 
before  the  execulionj  '    " "  ■      -^  —  ■^- 
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poor  girl  is  sitting  alone  on  her  bedside,  with 
her  heart  all  empty, — or  rather  not  empty,  only 
hopeless ;  it  is  very  difficult  then  to  maintain  a 
spirit  of  bravado ! 

Caroline  Waddington  did  try  it.  She  had 
often  iM  to  herself,  in  months  now  some  time 
past,  that  she  repented  of  her  engagement.  If 
so,  now  was  the  time  to  congratidate  herself 
that  she  was  free  frotn  it.  But  she  could  not 
congratulate  herself.  While  he  had  entirely 
belonged  to  her,  she  had  not  known  how 
thoroughly  she  had  loved  him.  When  she  had 
oidy  bought  of  parting  with  him,  she  had 
believed  that  it  would  be  easy.  But  now  she 
found  that  it  was  not  so  easy.  It  was  about  as 
easy  for  her  to  pluck  his  image  from  her  heart 
as  to  draw  one  of  her  limbs  from  the  socket 

But  the  limb  had  to  be  drawn  from  the  socket. 
There  was  no  longer  any  hope  that  it  could  be 
saved.  Nay,  it  had  been  already  given  up  as 
far  as  the  expression  of  the  will  was  concerned, 
and  there  was  nothing  left  but  to  bear  the  pain. 

So  she  sat  down  and  began  to  draw  out  the 
limb.  Oh,  my  sensitive  reader !  have  you  ever 
performed  the  process  ?  It  is  by  no  means  to 
be  done  with  rose-water  appliances  and  gentle 
motherly  pressure.  The  whole  force  of  the 
hospital  has  to  be  brought  out  to  perform  this 
operation. 

She  how  discovered,  perhaps,  for  the  first 
time,  that  she  had  a  strong  beating  heart,  and 
that  she  loved  this  violent  capricious  man  with 
every  strong  pulse  of  it.  There  was  more  about 
him  now  that  was  lovable  by  s\ic\v  a  \^Qtx\a.\N.  ^a» 
CaroHne  Waddington  than  wYitti  '^'^  \\aA  ^^^- 
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spoken  of  his  love  on  the  side  of  Mount  Olivet. 
Then  he  had  been  little  more  than  a  boy;  a 
boy  indeed  with  a  high  feeling,  with  a  poetic 
nature,  and  much  humour.  But  these  gifts  had 
hardly  sufiiced  to  win  her  heaiL  Now  he  had 
added  to  these  a  strong  will,  a  power  of  com- 
mand, a  capability  of  speaking  out  to  the  world 
with  some  sort  of  voice.  After  all,  power  and 
will  ate  the  gifts  which  a  woman  most  loves  in 

And  now  that  Caroline  had  lost  her  lover, 
she  confessed  to  herself  that  she  did  love  him. 
Love  him !  Yes  I  How  could  she  recover 
him  ?  That  was  her  first  thought.  She  could 
not  recover  him  in  any  way.  That  was  her 
second  thought.  As  to  asking  him  to  come 
back  to  her ;  the  wrenching  of  the  limb  from 
the  socket  would  be  better  than  that.  Tliat,  at 
least,  she  knew  she  could  not  do.  And  was  it 
possible  that  he  of  his  own  accord  should  come 
back  to  her?  No,  it  was  not  possible.  The 
man  was  tender  hearted,  and  could  have  been 
whistled  back  with  the  slightest  lure  while  yet 
they  two  were  standing  in  the  room  together. 
But  he  was  as  proud  as  he  was  lender.  Though 
there  might  also  be  some  wrenching  to  be  done 
within  his  heart,  he  would  never  come  back 
again  uninvited. 

And  thus,  while  Miss  Baker  was  at  her  old 
friend's  card-party,  Miss  Waddington  sat  in  her 
own  bedroom,  striving,  with  bitter  tears  and 
violent  struggles,  to  reconcile  herself  t 
loss. 
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CHAPTER  XXI 

SIR  LIONEL  IN   TROUBLE 

It  has  been  said  that  Miss  Baker  was  going  to 
spend  the  evening  with  an  old  friend.  I  trust 
that  Miss  Todd,  umquhile  of  the  valley  of 
Jehoshaphaty  and  now  of  No.  7  Paragon,  Little- 
bath,  has  not  been  forgotten;  Miss  Todd  of 
the  free  heart  and  the  rosy  face. 

Yes,  Miss  Todd  had  come  to  Littlebath,  and 
was  intent  rather  on  forming  a  party  of  Toddites 
than  of  joining  herself  to  either  of  the  regular 
sets.  She  was  perhaps  not  much  given  to  be 
pious,  and  she  certainly  was  but  ill  inclined  to 
be  slow.  If  fast,  however,  she  chose  to  be  fast 
in  her  own  line. 

But  before  we  have  the  pleasure  of  attending 
at  her  soirie^  we  must  say  a  word  or  two  of 
one  of  the  most  distinguished  of  the  expected 
guests.    Sir  Lionel  was  to  be  there. 

Now  Sir  Lionel  had  been  leading  a  pleasant 
life  at  Littlebath,  with  one  single  exception — 
that  he  was  rather  in  want  of  funds.  He  had 
capital  apartments,  four  rooms  ensuite^  a  man- 
servant, a  groom,  three  horses,  and  a  phaeton^ 
and  no  one  was  more  looked  up  to  at  Little- 
bath. Ladies  smiled,  young  men  listened,  old 
gentlemen  brought  out  their  best  wines,  and 
all  was  delightful.  All  but  this,  that  the  "res 
angusta  "  did  occasionally  remind  him  that  he 
was  mortal  Oh,  that  sordid  broth&t  oC  l\^&^ 
who   could   have    given   laim   xJc^qm^wx^?^   ^"^ 
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thousands  without  feeling  the  loss  of  them !  We 
have  been  unable  to  see  much  of  old  Mr. 
Bertram  in  recapitulating  the  story  of  young 
Mr.  Bertram's  latter  doings.  But  it  should 
have  been  said,  that  early  in  the  present  year 
he  had  not  been  quite  as  well  as  his  friends 
could  wish.  George  had  gone  to  see  him  once 
or  twice,  and  so  also  had  his  niece  Miss  Baker, 
and  his  granddaughter.  He  had  said  but  very 
little  to  them ;  but  on  Miss  Baker's  mind  an 
impression  had  been  left  that  it  would  please 
him  to  see  the  marriage  completed. 

And  at  this  time  likewise  his  brother,  Sir 
Lionel,  had  thought  it  expedient  to  see  him. 
There  had  hitherto  been  no  interview  between 
them  since  Sir  Lionel's  return.  The  colonel 
had  found  out,  and  had  been  duly  astonished 
at  finding  out,  the  history  of  Miss  Baker  and 
her  niece.  That  George  and  Caroline  would 
be  the  heirs  to  a  great  portion  of  his  brother's 
money  he  could  not  doubt;  that  Miss  Baker 
would  have  something  he  thought  probable  ; 
and  then  he  reflected,  that  in  spite  of  all  that 
was  come  and  gone,  his  brother's  heart  might 
relent  on  his  death-bed.  It  might  be  that  he 
could  talk  the  sick  man  round;  and  if  that 
were  impracticable,  he  might  at  least  learn  how 
others  stood  in  his  brother's  favour.  Sir  Lionel 
was  not  now  a  young  man  himself.  Ease  and 
a  settled  life  would  be  good  for  him,  What,  if 
he  married  Miss  Baker ! 

He  first  called  on  Pritchett.     Mr.  Pritcbett 

told  him  that  his  brother  was  better-^consider- 

ably  better.     Sir  Lionel.  -wbiS  In  ■ca.^tairea.     He 

had  hurried  up  from,  "LUAeWfti.  m  mv  ft.'aaui. 
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He  had  heard  most  distressing  accounts.  He 
would  howerer  go  down  to  Hadley  and  see  his 
brother. 

^  I  am  afraid  Mr.  Bertram  is  not  veiy  much 
up  to  company  just  at  present/'  wheezed  out 
Mr.  Pritchett 

^'But  a  brother,  you  know,^  suggested  Sir 
Lionel* 

Pritchett  knew  exactly  how  the  brothers 
stood  with  each  other ;  and  he  himself,  though 
he  was  very  partial  to  Mr.  George,  had  not  any 
warm  love  for  Sir  Lionel 

•♦Oh,  yes;  a  brother  is  a  brother,  surely. 
But,  Mr.  Beitram,  you  know,  sir ** 

*'  You  mean,"  said  Sir  Lionel,  "  that  he  is  a 
little  vexed  about  the  account" 

"  Oh,  yes,  the  account ;  there  is  the  account, 
Sir  Lionel.  If  it  is  to  settle  that,  perhaps  I  can 
manage  without  troubling  you  to  go  to  Hadley. 
Not  but  what  settling  the  account  wiff  make 
matters  smoother.'' 

Sir  Lionel  could  get  nothing  more  from  Mr. 
Pritchett ;  but  he  would  not  be  put  off  from  his 
intention,  and  he  did  go  to  Hadley.  He  found 
his  brother  sitting  up  in  the  dining-room,  but 
he  would  not  have  known  him.  And,  indeed, 
many  who  had  seen  him  lately  might  have  had 
some  difficulty  in  recognizing  him.  He  was 
not  only  lean  and  lank,  and  worn  and  wan,  but 
he  spoke  with  some  difficulty,  and  on  close 
examination  it  might  be  seen  that  his  mouth 
was  twisted  as  it  were  from  the  centre  of  his 
fisLce.  Since  his  relatives  had  seen  him,  he 
had  suffered  what  is  genteelly  called  a.  A\^gc*. 
threatening  of  paralysis. 
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But  bis  mind,  if  touched  at  all,  had  recovered 
itself;  and  his  spirit  was  in  nowise  paralyzed. 
When  Sir  Lionel  was  shown  into  the  room — he 
had  first  of  all  taken  the  precaution  of  sending 
down  his  card  from  the  hotel,  and  saying  that 
he  would  call  in  half  an  hour — the  old  man  put 
out  his  hand  to  him,  but  did  not  attempt  to  rise 
from  his  chair.  It  must  be  remembered  that 
the  brothers  had  not  seen  each  other  for  more 
than  fifteen  years. 

Sir  Lionel  bad  tutored  himself  carefully  as  to 
what  tie  would  say  and  what  do.  "  George," 
he  said,  and  the  old  man  shrank  as  he  heard  the 
unaccustomed  name.  "  When  I  heard  that  you 
were  ill,  I  could  not  but  come  and  see  you." 

"  Very  good  of  you,  Sir  Lionel ;  very  good  of 
you,"  growled  the  old  man, 

"  It  is  fifteen  years  since  we  met,  and  we  are 
both  old  men  now." 

"I  am  an  old  man  now,  and  nearly  worn 
out ;  too  old  and  far  gone  to  have  many  wants. 
You  are  not  in  that  condition,  I  suppose." 

There  was  an  amount  of  sarcasm  in  his  voice 
as  he  spoke,  and  in  his  eye  also  as  he  looked  at 
his  brother,  which  made  Sir  Lionel  perfectly 
understand  that  his  rich  relative  was  not 
specially  anxious  to  be  kind  to  him. 

"  Well,  we  are  neither  of  us  quite  so  far  gone 
as  that,  I  hope — not  quite  so  far  gone  as  that ; " 
and  Sir  Lionel  looked  very  pleasant.  "But, 
speaking  for  myself,  I  have  not  many  wants 
now  " — nor  had  he,  pleasant  old  man  that  he 
was;  on]y  three  or  four  comfortable  rooms  for 
himself  and  jjis  servant ;  a  -pbaeVorv  a.tvd  a.  ^lir 
of  horses;  and  another  smaWeT  tsW.WxAvsa.wa.'isv 
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a  secluded  quiet  street ;  nothing  more  than  that, 
including  of  course  all  that  was  excellent  in  the 
eating  and  drinking  line — '*  speaking  for  myself, 
I  have  not  many  wants  now."  And  he  did  look 
very  good-humoured  and  pleasant  as  he  spoke. 

Mr.  Bertram  senior  did  not  look  good- 
humoured  or  pleasant.  There  was  that  in  his 
old  eye  which  was  the  very  opposite  to  good- 
humour  and  pleasantness. 

"  Ah  I "  said  he.  "  Well,  I  am  glad  of  that,  for 
you  will  be  able  to  do  the  more  for  poor  George. 
He  will  have  wants;  he  is  going  to  take  care 
and  trouble  on  himself.  Neither  he  nor  his 
sweetheart  have,  I  take  it,  been  accustomed  to 
do  without  wants;  and  their  income  will  be 
tight  enough — forby  what  you  can  do  for  them." 

The  colonel  sat  and  still  looked  pleasant,  but 
he  began  to  think  that  it  might  be  as  well  for 
him  that  he  was  back  at  Littlebath. 

"  Poor  George  !  I  hope  they  will  be  happy. 
I  think  they  will ;  my  greatest  anxiety  now  is 
of  course  for  their  happiness ;  and  yours  is  the 
same,  doubtless.  It  is  odd  that  my  child  and 
your  child's  child  should  thus  come  together,  is 
it  not?"  so  spoke  the  colonel 

Mr.  Bertram  looked  at  him ;  looked  through 
him  almost,  but  he  said  nothing. 

"  It  is  odd,"  continued  Sir  Lionel,  "  but  a 
very  happy  circumstance.  She  is  certainly  the 
sweetest  girl  I  ever  saw ;  and  George  is  a  lucky 
fellow." 

"  Yes,  he  is  a  lucky  fellow ;  he  will  get  more 
than  he  has  any  right  to  expect.     First  and 
last  she  will  have  six  thousand  ijo\xti&^»    Wva.^^ 
not  heard  him  say  what  Vic  wvewis  Xo  ^^\xNfc  ^"^ 
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her;  but  perhaps  he  was  waiting  till  you  had 
come  home." 

Sir  Lionel's  forte  during  his  whole  official 
career  had  been  the  making  pleasant — by  the 
pleasantness  that  was  innate  in  him — things 
which  appeared  to  be  going  in  a  very  unpleasant 
manner.  But  how  was  he  to  make  things 
pleasant  now  ? 

"  Well,  you  see,  George  has  been  so  nmdi 
knocked  about !  There  was  his  fellowship.  1 
think  they  behaved  shabbily  enough  to  him." 

"  Fellowship !  One  hundred  and  seventy 
pounds  a  year  and  the  run  of  his  teeth  at  feast 

I    time,  or  some  such  thing  as  that.     A  man  can't 
marry  on  his  fellowship  very  well  I  " 
"Ha!  ha!  ha!  no,  he  can't  exacdy  do  that. 
On  the  whole,  I  think  it  was  quite  as  well  that 
he  threw  it  up ;  and  so  I  told  him," 
"  Did  you  tell  him  at  the  same  time  what  his 
future  income  was  to  be  ?  " 
"  No,  upon  my  soul  I  did  not ;  but  if  all  I 
bear  be  true,  I  believe  you  did.    You  have  been 
exceedingly  generous  to  him,  George — and  to 
me  also," 

"  Then,  Sir  Lionel,  allow  me  to  tell  you  that 
all  you  hear  is  not  true.  Anything  at  all  that 
you  may  have  heard  of  that  kind,  if  you  have 
beard  anything,  is  perfectly  false.  I  have  said 
nothing  to  George  about  his  income,  and  have 
nothing  to  say  to  him." 

"  Well,  I  may  have  expressed  myself  wrongly, 

and   perhaps    you    did    say   nothing.      I    was 

alluding  especially  to  what  you  have  done." 

"/  will  tell  you  exactly  w\ia.l  1  ^va.N'idoae.    I 

tioughthe  showed  a  high  spvt^ 'libft^ ^ ''^^'^ 
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up  his  fellowship,  and  as  I  had  always  a  great 
contempt  for  those  Oxford  fellows,  I  sent  him 
a  thousand  pounds.  It  was  a  present,  and  I 
hope  he  will  matie  good  use  of  it" 

"  I  am  sure  he  will/'  said  Sir  Lionel,  who 
certainly  had  just  cause  for  such  confidence, 
seeing  how  large  a  slice  out  of  the  sum  had 
been  placed  &t  his  own  disposal. 

"  I  ^n  jjure  he  will,"  said  Sir  Lionel.  **  In- 
deed, I  know  that  he  has." 

"Ah,. I'm  glad  to  hear  of  it;  of  course  you 
know  more  about  it  than  I  do ;  of  course  you 
are  arranging  these  matters.  But  that  is  all  he 
has  had  from  me,  and  all  that  he  is  likely  to 
have." 

If  such  were  to  be  the  treatment  of  George^ 
of  George  who  was  certainly  in  some  respects  a 
favourite,  what  hope.could  Sir  Lionel  have  for 
himself?  But  it  was  not  so  much  his  brother's 
words  which  led  him  to  fear  that  his  brother's 
money-bags  w^e  impregnable  to  him  as  his 
brother's  voice  and  his  brother's  eye.  That  eye 
was  never  off  him,  and  Sir  Lionel  did  begin  to 
wish  that  be  was  At  Littlebath.  . 

"X  don't  know  whether  George  may  have 
formed  any  hopes,'.'  continued  the  old  man; 
but  here  Sir  Lionel  iiitemipted  him,  and  not 
imprudently:  if  anything  was  to  be  said,  it 
should  be  said  now. 

"Well,  if  he  has  formed  hopes,  George,  you 
cannot  but. Own  that  it  ia  natural.  He  has 
looked  on  you  as.i  man.' without  any  child,  of 
your  own,  and  he.  has  been  taught  so  to  look 
by.  jo»r  treating  him  almost  a^  Xkovi^  \ve.  ^wk«. 
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"  Vou  mean  that  I  paid  his  school  debts  and 
his  Oxford  debts  when  you  forgot  to  do  so," 
growled  out  the  elder  brother. 

"  Yes,  and  that  you  afterwards  gave  him  an 
income  when  he  came  up  to  live  in  London. 
I  hope  you  do  not  think  Ihat  I  am  ungrateful, 
George?"  and  Sir  Lionel  used  his  softest,  and, 
at  the  same  time,  his  most  expressive  lone. 

"Grateful !  I  seldom  look  for  much  gratitude. 
But  I  shall  be  glad  to  know  when  it  may  suit 
you  to  settle  with  me.  The  account  has  been 
running  on  now  for  a  great  many  years.  Pro- 
bably Pritchett  may  have  sent  it  you."  And  as 
he  spoke  Mr.  Bertram  rose  from  his  chair  and 
took  an  ominous-looking  piece  of  paper  from  off 
the  mantelpiece. 

"  Yes,  Mr.  Pritchett  is  punctuality  itself  in 
these  matters,"  said  Sir  Lionel,  with  a  gende 
laugh,  which  had  not  about  it  all  his  usual 
pleasantness. 

"You  have  probably  checked  it,  and  can  say 
whether  or  no  it  be  conect,"  said  Mr.  Bertram 
senior,  looking  at  the  paper  in  his  hand. 

"  Well,  I  can't  say  that  I  have  exactly ;  but  I 
don't  in  the  least  doubt  the  figures,  not  in  the 
least ;  Mr.  Pritchett  is  always  correct,  I  know," 

"  Yes,  Mr.  Pritchett  is  generally  correct.  And 
may  I  ask.  Sir  Lionel,  what  you  intend  to  do  in 
the  matter?  " 

It  was  necessary  now  that  Sir  Lionel  should 
summon  up  his  best  courage.  He  reminded 
himself  that  after  all  his  brother  was  but  a 
/eebJe  old  man — impotent  in  all  but  money; 
and  as  it  seemed  now  deai  ftiav  tiq  tiithw 
xunia^  aid  was  to  be  e^yeCaA,  -w^i  wa&.\« 
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fear  him  on  this  account?  Had  it  been  possible 
for  him  to  get  away  without  further  talk,  he 
would  have  done  so ;  but  this  was  not  possible, 
so  he  determined  to  put  a  good  face  on  it. 

"  I  suppose  you  are  joking  now,  George,"  said 
he. 

I  wish  I  could  describe  the  tone  of  voice  in 
which  the  word  joking  was  repeated  by  the  elder 
Mr.  BertraiA.  It  made  the  military  knight  jump 
in  his  chair,  and  confess  to  himself  that  the 
word  impotent  could  not  be  safely  applied  to  his 
ancient  relative. 

"  Well,  I  dare  say  it  is  a  joke,"  the  old  man 
went  on  to  say.  "  If  I  expect  to  be  paid  what 
I  have  expended  in  saving  George  from  being 
turned  loose  upon  the  world  without  education, 
I  suppose  it  is  a  joke.  Ha !  ha !  ha !  I  never 
thought  of  laughing  at  it  before,  but  now  I  will. 
I  always  heard  that  you  were  a  joker,  Sir  Lionel. 
Ha !  ha  t  ha !  I  dare  say  you  have  laughed  at 
it  often  enough  yourself,  eh  ?  " 

"  What  I  mean  is  this,  when  you  took  upon 
yourself  George's  education  and  maintenance, 
you  could  hardly  have  intended  to  have  it  paid 
back  again  by  such  a  poor  devil  as  I  am." 

"  Oh,  I  couldn't,  couldn't  I  ?  " 

**  At  any  rate,  I  don't  suppose  you  did  count 
on  having  your  money  back." 

"  Well,  I  must  admit  this,  I  did  not  feel  very 
sure  of  it ;  I  did  think  there  might  be  a  doubt. 
But  what  could  I  do?  I  could  not  let  poor 
Wilkinson  ruin  himself  because  you  would  not 
pay  your  debts." 

"  I  am  sorry  that  you  take  it  "vrp  *vck  «v\siv  ^. 
manner/'  said  the  colonel,  assumm^  ^.  XotA  ^V 
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injared  innocence.     "I  came  here  becausft^ 
heard  that  you  were  ill " 

"Thought  I  was  dying,  eh?" 

"  I  did  not  exactly  think  that  you  were  dying, 
George ;  but  I  knew  that  you  were  very  ill,  and 
old  feelings  came  back  on  me.  The  feelings  of 
our  early  youth,  George;  and  I  could  not  be 
happy  without  seeing  you." 

"  Very  kind  of  you,  I  am  sure.  You  altogether 
decline  then  to  settle  the  account,  eh?" 

"If  you  desire  it,  I  will — will  make  arrange- 
ments, certainly ;  you  do  not  want  it  all  at  once, 
I  suppose?" 

"Oh,  no;  half  in  three  months,  and  other 
halfinsix  willdoforme." 

"  It  would  take  a  great  deal  more  than  all  my 
income  to  do  that,  I  fear," 

"Youi  professional  income;  yes,  I  suppose  it 
would.  I  fear  ihey  don't  give  you  five  or  six 
thousand  a  year  for  staying  at  home  at  Little- 
bath.  But  surely  you  must  have  saved  money ; 
you  must  have  intended  to  do  something  for 
your  son  ?  " 

"  I  have  looked  upon  him  as  provided  for  by 
his  uncle." 

"Oh!" 

"And  have  therefore  been  satisfied  that  he 
would  do  well." 

"Now,  Sir  Lionel,  I  will  tell  you  how  the 
matter  is.  I  know  you  will  never  repay  me  a 
shilling  of  this  money,  and  therefore  I  shall  teil 
Pritchett  not  to  bother  himself  with  sending  you 
any  more  accounts." 
"He  is  a  worthy  ma\i,  atvi  1  am  wni'j  V.^ 
should  have  had  so  much  twAAs." j^ 
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''So  am  I,  very;  but  that's  done.  He  has 
had  the  trouble^  and  I'rt  paid  the  money ;  and, 
as  far  as  George  is  concerned,  I  do  not  begrudge 
it." 

'^  You  would  not  if  you  knew  what  his  senti- 
ments are. 

**  I  don*t  care  a  fig  for  his  sentiments." 

''His  feelings  of  gratitude  to  you  are  very 
strong" 

''No,  they  are  not  He  is  not  in  the  least 
grateful  to  me,  nor  do  I  wish  him  to  be  so.  He 
is  an  honest  lad,  with  a  high  spirit,  a  good  heart, 
and  a  bad  head.  Sometimes  I  have  thought  of 
making  him  my  heir." 

"  Ah  1 "  sighed  Sir  Lionel 

"  But  I  have  now  firmly  made  up  my  mind  to 
do  no  such  thing.  He  has  no  knowledge  of  tlie 
worth  of  money.    He  does  not  value  money." 

"Oh,  there  you  mistake  him;  indeed,  you 
do." 

"  He  would  do  no  good  with  it ;  and,  as 
regards  mine,  he  won't  have  it"  Sir  Lionel's 
face  again  became  veiy  doleful 

"But  who  will  have  it,  George?  Whom  else 
have  you  got  to  leave  it  to  ?  " 

'*  When  I  want  to  consult  you  on  that  subject, 
I'll  send  for  you ;  just  at  present  I  have  no  wish 
to  do  so.  And  now,  if  you  please,  we'll  say  no 
more  about  money." 

Nothing  more  was  said  about  money,  and 
very  little  on  any  other  subject  On  what  other 
subject  could  a  pleasant  votary  of  pleasure,  such 
as  Sir  Lionel,  wish  to  hold  conversation  with  a 
worn-out  old  miser  from  the  city?  He  had 
regarded  his  brother  as  a  very  l\iW.  ^^wv%t^  Sxata. 
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which  living  water  might  probably  be  squeezed. 
But  the  sponge,  it  seemed,  was  no  longer 
squeezable  by  him  in  any  way.  So  he  left 
Hadley  as  quickly  as  he  could,  and  betook 
himself  to  Littlebath  with  a  somewhat  saddened 
heart.  He  consoled  himself,  however,  by  re- 
flecting that  an  old  man's  whims  are  seldom 
very  enduring,  aad  that  George  might  yet  be- 
come a  participator  in  the  huge  prize  ;  if  not 
on  his  own  account,  at  least  on  that  of  his  wife. 
Sir  Lionel  returned  to  Littlebath,  resolving 
that  come  what  might  he  would  not  again  have 
personal  recourse  to  his  brother.  He  had  tried 
his  diplomatic  powers  and  had  failed — failed  in 
that  line  on  being  successful  in  which  he  so  pre- 
eminently piqued  himself.  In  Ireland  it  is  said 
of  any  man  who  is  more  than  ordinarily  per- 
suasive, that  he  can  "talk  the  devil  out  of  the 
liver  wing  of  a  turkey  !  "  Sir  Lionel  had  always 
supposed  himself  to  be  gifted  with  this  elo- 
quence; but  in  that  discourse  at  Hadley,  the 
devil  had  been  too  stout  far  him,  and  he  had  gone 
away  without  any  wing  at  all— liver  or  other. 

On  one  point  on  which  he  had  been  very 
anxious  to  say  a  word  or  two,  he  had  been 
unable  to  introduce  the  slightest  hint.  He  had 
not  dreamt  that  it  would  be  possible  to  ask  his 
brother  in  so  many  words  whether  or  no  Miss 
Baker  would  be  made  a  participator  in  the  great 
prize ;  but  he  had  imagined  that  he  might  have 
led  the  way  to  some  conversation  which  would 
have  shown  what  were  the  old  man's  feehngs 
with  reference  to  that  lady.  But,  as  the  reader 
"'///  have  perceived,  he  liad  tox  Vjccq  a.hle  to 
Jcad  the  conversation  iiv  any  wa-y ",  Wli\lR^^ai 
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left  Hadley  without  further  light  for  the  guid- 
ance of  his  steps  in  that  matrimonial  path  in 
which  he  had  contemplated  the  expediency  of 
taking  a  leiaurely  evening  strolL 

The  wicked  old  miser  had  declared  that 
George  should  not  be  his  heir;  and  had  also 
said  that  which  was  tantamount  to  a  similar 
declaration  regarding  Caroline.  She  would 
have  six  thousand  pounds,  first  and  last. 
Nothing  more  than  a  beggarly  six  thousand 
pounds,  of  which  two-thirds  were  already  her 
own  without  thanks  to  any  one.  What  a 
wretched  old  miser  I  Who  then  would  have  his 
money?  It  would  hardly  be  possible  that  he 
would  leave  it  all  to  Miss  Baker.  And  yet  he 
might  It  was  just  possible.  Anything  was 
possible  with  a  capricious  miserly  old  fool  like 
that  What  a  catch  would  it  be  if  he,  Sir 
Lionel,  could  become  the  heir  in  so  deliciously 
easy  a  manner ! 

But,  in  all  probability,  anything  the  old  man 
might  say  was  exactly  the  opposite  of  that 
which  he  intended  to  do.  He  probably  would 
leave  his  money  to  George — or  very  probably 
to  Caroline;  but  most  probably  he  would  do 
something  for  Miss  Baker;  something  hand- 
some for  that  sof^  obedient  handmaid  who  had 
never  disobeyed  any  of  his  commands ;  and, 
better  stiU,  had  never  drawn  upon  him  for  more 
than  her  regular  allowance. 

Such  were  Sir  Lionel's  thoughts  as  he  made 
his  way  back  to  Littlebath.     Yes  ;    he  would 
make  himself  acceptable  to  Miss  Baker.    ThA.t 
George,  old    George^  was  not  \oxv^  fet  >iMk^ 
world  was  very  evident  to  XYie  coVotkS^*    ^^-^ 
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troublesome  old  cross-grained  churl  tliat  be 
was,  would  soon  be  out  of  ihe  way.  Such 
being  certain — all  but  certain — could  not  Sir 
Lionel  manage  mailers  in  this  way  ?  Could  be 
not  engage  himself  to  the  lady  while  his  brother 
was  yet  alive,  and  then  marry  her  afterwards — 
marry  her,  or  perhaps  not  marry  her,  as  might 
then  become  expedient  ?  He  was  well  sure  of 
this,  that  if  she  promised  to  marry  htm  before 
her  acquisition  of  fortune,  such  acquisition 
would  not  induce  her  to  break  off  from  the 
match.  "She  is  too  true,  too  honourable  for 
that,"  said  Sir  Lionel  to  himself,  feeling  a  warm 
admiration  for  the  trutlitof  her  character,  as  he 
resolved  how  he  might  himself  best  back  out  of 
such  an  engagement  in  the  event  of  its  being 
expedient  for  him  so  to  do. 

So  passed  his  thoughts  as  he  made  his  way 
back  to  Littlebath,  And  when  there  he  did 
not  allow  idleness  to  mar  his  schemes.  He 
immediately  began  to  make  himself  pleasant — 
more  than  ordinarily  pleasant  to  Miss  Baker. 
He  did  not  make  love  to  her  after  the  manner 
of  his  youth.  Had  he  done  so,  he  would  only 
have  frightened  the  gentle  lady.  Eu^  he  was 
assiduous  in  his  attentions,  soft  and  sweetly 
flattering  in  his  speech,  and  friendly,  oh,  so 
friendly,  in  his  manner!  He  called  almost 
every  day  at  Montpellier  Crescent.  To  be  sure, 
there  was  nothing  unnatural  in  this,  for  was 
he  not  about  to  become  the  father  of  his  dear 
Caroline?  But  dear  to  him  as  his  dear 
Caroline  might  be,  his  softest  whispers,  his 
most  sugared  words,  were  a\"«a,^&  Iqt  Vw  wtoL 
■     He  had  ever  some  \itt\e  pto^\'C\'3"a^a  to^a. 
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some  kind  family  suggestion  to  put  forward. 
He  was  a  man  of  the  world  ;  they  were  ladies, 
delicate,  unfit  for  coping  with  the  world,  neces- 
sarily ignorant  of  its  naughtier^  darker  ways ; 
he  would  do  everything  for  them :  and  by  degrees 
he  did  almost  everything  for  Miss  Baker. 

And  so  that  lady  was  charmed  without 
knowing  it  Let  us  do  her  full  justice.  She 
had  not  the  remotest  idea  of  opening  a  flirta- 
tion widi  Sir  Lionel  Bertram.  She  had  looked 
on  him  as  the  future  father-in-law  of  her  own 
dear  child  ;  never  as  anything  more :  no  idea 
of  becoming  Lady  Bertram  had  ever  for  an 
instant  flashed  upon  her  imagination.  But, 
nevertheless,  by  degrees  the  warrior's  attentions 
became  pleasant  to  her. 

She  had  had  no  youthful  adorers,  this  poor, 
good  Miss  Baker ;  never,  at  least,  since  she  had 
been  merry  as  other  children  are,  ''when  her 
little  lovers  came."  She  had  advanced  to  her 
present  nearly  mature  age  without  perhaps 
feeling  the  want  of  them.  But,  nevertheless, 
even  in  her  bosom  was  living  the  usual  feminine 
passion  for  admiration^  She  was  no  **  losus 
naturse,"  but  a  woman  with  a  heart,  and  blood 
in  her  veins.;  and  not  as  yet  a  very  old  woman 
either.  And  therefore^  though  she  had  no  idea 
that  Sir  Lionel  was :  her  lover,  she  had  learned 
to  be  fond  of  him. 

Her  little  conversations  with  Caroline  on 
this  subject  were  delightful  The  younger  lady 
was  certainly  the  sharper  of  the  two ;  and 
though  she  had  her  own  concerns  to  occupy 
her,  she  was  able  to  see  that  som^\.\\vw»,  ^s^ygj^fis. 
perhaps  be  intended.    Her  \v\l\us  Iqx  ^\x  \IvssiS^ 
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was  by  no  means  a  strong  passion.  Something 
probably  had  passed  between  her  and  George  ; 
for  George  could  keep  no  secret  from  her. 
At  any  rate,  she  suspected  the  knight,  but  she 
could  not  say  anything  to  put  her  aunt  on  her 
guard  beyond  using  cold  expressions  in  speak- 
ing of  her  future  father.  But  Miss  Baker,  who 
suspected  nothing,  who  expected  nothing, 
could  not  be  too  lavish  in  her  praises. 

"  Caroline,"  she  would  say,  "  I  do  think  you 
are  so  happy  in  having  such  a  father-in-law." 

"Oh,  certainly,"  Caroline  had  answered,  "  But 
for  myself,  I  think  more  of  my  father-in-law's  son." 

"Oh,  of  course  you  do;  I  know  that.  But 
Sir  Lionel  is  sitch  a  perfect  gentleman.  Did 
you  ever  know  a  gentleman  of  his  age  so 
attentive  to  ladies  as  he  is  ?  " 

"  Well,  perhaps  not ;  except  one  or  two  old 
men  whom  I  have  seen  making  love." 

"  Thai's  a  very  different  sort  of  thing,  you 
know — that's  absurd.  But  I  must  say  I  think 
Sir  Lionel's  behaviour  is  perfect."  What  would 
she  have  said  of  Sir  Lionel's  behaviour  had  she 
known  all  the  secrets  of  his  establishments  ? 

And  thus,  partly  on  Sir  Lionel's  account. 
Miss  Baker  began  in  these  days  to  have  per- 
haps her  hottest  fit,  her  strongest  wish  with 
reference  to  her  niece's  marriage.  And  then 
just  at  this  holtest  moment  came  the  blow 
which  has  been  told  of  in  the  last  chapter. 

But  Miss  Baker,  as  she  prepared  herself  for 
Miss  Todd's  party,  would  not  believe  that  the 
matter  was  hopeless.  The  quarrels  of  lovers 
hsve  ever  been  the  renewalof  love,  since  the  day 
tfJien  a  verb  between  two  nommaiiwe  c'i^t^  tisa. 
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became  possessed  of  the  power  of  agreeing  with 
either  of  them.  There  is  something  in  this 
sweet  easiness  of  agreement  which  seems  to 
tend  to  such  reconciliations.  Miss  Baker  was 
too  good  a  grammarian  to  doubt  the  fact. 

She  would  probably,  under  existing  circum- 
stances, have  stayed  at  home  with  her  niece, 
but  that  she  knew  she  should  meet  Sir  Liionel  at 
Miss  Todd's  party.  She  was  very  anxious  to 
learn  whether  Sir  Lionel  had  heard  of  this 
sad  interruption  to  their  harmony ;  anxious 
to  hear  what  Sir  Lionel  would  say  about  it ; 
anxious  to  concert  measures  with  Sir  Lionel 
for  repairing  the  breach — ^that'is,  if  Sir  Lionel 
should  appear  to  be  cognizant  that  the  breach 
existed.  If  she  should  find  that  he  was 
not  cognizant,  she  would  not  tell  him ;  at 
least  she  thought  she  would  not  Circum- 
stances must  of  course  govern  her  conduct  to  a 
certain  degree  when  the  moment  of  meeting 
should  arrive.  And  so  Miss  Baker  went  to  the 
party,  certainly  with  a  saddened  heart,  but 
comforted  in  some  degree  by  the  assurance  that 
she  would  meet  Sir  Lionel.  "  Dear  Sir  Lionel, 
what  a  thing  it  is  to  have  a  friend,"  she  said  to 
herself  as  she  stepped  into  the  fly.  Yes, 
indeed,  the  best  thing  in  the  world — the  very 
best.  But,  dear  Miiss  Baker,  it  is  of  all  things 
the  most  difficult  to  acquire — and  especially 
difficult  for  both  ladies  and  gentlemen  after 
forty  years  of  age. 

In  the  mean  time,  Sir  Lionel  had  been  calling 
on  Miss  Todd — ^had  heard  a  good  deal  about 
Misis  Todd ;  and  was  strong  at  \veaxt,  ^s»  ^tsv^xv 
is  strong  who  has  two  good  stiixv^s  to  Vvs.  \io^«- 
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Yes.  The  great  Miss  Todd  had  arrived  at 
Littlebath,  and  had  already  been  talked  about 
not  a  little.  Being  a  maiden  lady,  with  no 
family  but  her  one  own  maid,  she  lived  in 
lodgings  of  course.  People  at  Littlebath,  in- 
deed, are  much  given  to  lodgings.  They  are 
mostly  a  come-and-go  class  of  beings,  to  whom 
the  possession  of  furniture  and  the  responsibili- 
ties of  householding  would  be  burdensome. 
But  then  Miss  Todd's  lodgings  were  in  the 
Paragon,  and  all  the  world  knows  how  much  it 
costs  to  secure  eligible  rooms  in  the  Paragon : 
two  spacious  sitting-rooms,  for  instance,  a  bed- 
room, and  a  closet  for  one's  own  maid.  And 
Miss  Todd  had  done  this  in  the  very  best 
comer  of  the  Paragon;  in  that  braien-faced 
house  which  looks  out  of  the  Paragon  right 
down  Montpellier  Avenue  as  regards  the  front 
windows,  and  from  the  back  fully  commands 
the  entrance  to  the  railway  station.  This  was 
Mrs.  O'Neil's  house;  and,  as  Mrs,  O'Neil  her- 
self loudly  boasted  when  Miss  Todd  came  to 
inspect  the  premises,  she  rarely  took  single 
ladies,  or  any  ladies  that  had  not  handles  to 
their  names.  Her  very  last  lodger  had  been 
Lady  McGuffern,  the  widow  of  the  medical 
director  of  the  great  Indian  Eyesore  district, 
as  Mrs.  O'Neil  called  it.  kni  YaA-j  UtG-iffern 
Jiadpaid  her,  oh !  ever  so  macii  tw  -Be^-,  «n^ 


Miss  Todd's  Card-party    391 

had  always  said  on  every  Saturday — "  Mrs. 
O -Ndl,  your  terms  for  such  rooms  as  these  are 
much  too  low."  It  is  in  such  language  that  the 
widows  of  Scotch  doctors  generally  speak  of 
their  lodgings  when  they  are  paying  their 
weekly  .bills. 

And  these  rooms  Miss  Todd  had  secured 
She  had,  moreover,  instantly  sent  for  Mr.  Wut- 
$anb$^s,  who  keeps  those  remarkably  neat 
livery  stables  at  the  back  of  the  Paragon,  and 
in:  ten  minutes  had  concluded  her  bargain  for 
a  private  brougham  and  private  coachman  in 
demi-livery  at  so  much  per  week.  **  And  very 
wide  ayrake  she  is,  is  Miss  Todd,"  said  the 
afhniiing  Mr.  Wutsanbeans,  as  he  stood  among 
his  b^ndy-legged  satellites.  And  then  her  name 
wits  down  at  the  assemblynrooms,  and  in  the 
pump-room,  and  the  book-room,  and  in  the 
best  of  sittings  in  Mr.  O'Callaghan's  fashionable 
churchy  in  almost  less  than  no  time.  There 
were  sqores  of  ladies  desirous  of  being  promoted 
from  ti^e  side  walls  to  the  middle  avenues 
in  M.T4  O'Callaghan's.  church ;  for,  after  all, 
what  \&,  the  use  of  a  French  bonnet  when  stuck 
under  1^  side  wall?  But  though  all  these  were 
desirous,  and  desirous  in  vain.  Miss  Todd  at 
opce,  jsecured  a  place  where  her  head  was  the 
q^o$^e  of  all  the  eyes  of  the  congregation. 
Siich. was  Miss  Todd's  power,  and  therefore  do 
we  caU  her  great 

An4  in  a  week's  time  the  sound  of  her  loud 
but  yet  pleasant  voices  and  the  step  of  her 
heayy  but  yet  active  foot,  and  the  glow  of  her 
red  cberry  cheek  were  as  well  Vxio^xi  ou  >C!ca 
ipspfanade  as  though  she  were  a  lAxAOa^^^axiw 
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of  two  months'  standing.  Of  course  she  had 
found  friends  there,  such  friends  as  one  always 
does  find  at  such  places — dear  delightful  people 
whom  she  had  met  some  years  before  for  a 
week  at  Ems,  or  sat  opposite  to  once  at  the 
hotel  table  at  Harrowgate  for  a  fortnight.  Miss 
Todd  had  a.  very  large  circle  of  such  friends  j 
and,  to  do  her  justice,  we  must  say  thai  she  was 
always  glad  to  see  them,  and  always  treated 
them  well.  She  was  ready  to  feed  them  at  all 
times;  she  was  not  candid  or  malicious  when 
backbiting  tbem ;  she  never  threw  tlie  burden 
of  her  pleasures  on  her  friends'  shoulders — as 
ladies  at  Littlebathwill  sometimes  do.  She  did 
not  boast  either  of  her  purse  or  her  acquaint- 
ance; and  as  long  as  she  was  allowed  lo  do 
exactly  what  she  liked  she  generally  kept  her 
temper.  She  had  an  excellent  digestion,  and 
greatly  admired  the  same  quality  in  other 
people.  She  did  not  much  care  what  she  said 
of  others,  but  dearly  liked  to  have  mischief 
spoken  of  herself.  Some  one  once  had  said — 
or  very  likely  no  one  had  said  it,  Ijut  a  sonpfon 
of  a  hint  had  in  some  way  reached  her  own  ears 
— that  she  had  left  Torquay  without  paying  her 
bill.  It  was  at  any  rale  untrue,  but  she  liad 
sedulously  spread  the  report ;  and  now  wherever 
she  ordered  goods,  she  would  mysteriously  tel! 
the  tradesman  that  he  had  better  inquire  about 
her  in  Devonshire.  She  had  been  seen  walking 
one  moonlight  night  with  a  young  lad  at 
Dangor  :  the  lad  was  her  nephew ;  but  some 
one  had  perhaps  jested  about  Miss  Todd  and 
Aer  beau,  and  since  that  time  she  ■wa'i  ?J«nej% 
diking  of  eloping  with  hei  own  ResV  mi4\J«nA. 
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But  Miss  Todd  was  not  a  bad  woman.  She 
spent  much  in  feeding  those  who  perhaps  were 
not  hungry ;  but  she  fed  the  hungry  also :  she 
indulged  a  good  deal  in  silk  brocades;  but  she 
bought  ginghams  as  well,  and  calicoes  for  poor 
women,  and  flannel  petticoats  for  motherless 
girls.  She  did  go  to  sleep  sometimes  in  church, 
and  would  sit  at  a  whist-table  till  two  o'clock  of 
a  Sunday  morning;  but  having  been  selected 
from  a  large  family  by  an  uncle  as  his  heir,  she 
had  divided  her  good  things  with  brothers  and 
sisters,  and  nephews  and  nieces.  And  so  there 
were  some  hearts  that  blessed  her,  and  some 
friends  who  loved  her  with  a  love  other  than 
that  of  her  friends  of  Littlebath  and  Ems,  of 
Jerusalem  and  Harrowgate. 

And  she  had  loved  in  her  early  days,  and 
had  been  told  and  had  believed  that  she  was 
loved.  But  evidence  had  come  to  her  that  her 
lover  was  a  scamp — a  man  without  morals  and 
without  principle;  and  she  had  torn  herself 
away  from  him.  And  Miss  Todd  had  offered 
to  him  money  compensation,  which  the  brute 
had  taken;  and  since  that,  for  his  sake,  or 
rather  for  her  love's  sake,  she  had  rejected  all 
further  matrimonial  tenders,  and  was  still  Miss 
Todd :  and  Miss  Todd  she  intended  to  remain. 

Being  such  as  she  was,  the  world  of  Littlebath 
was  soon  glad  to  get  about  her.  Those  who 
give  suppers  at  their  card-parties  are  not  long 
in  Littlebath  in  making  up  the  complement  of 
their  guests.  She  had  been  there  now  ten  days, 
and  had  already  once  or  twice  mu^tex^d  -^ 
couple  of  whist-tables ;  but  vYAs  2l^«ax  ^^'Si  \»\i^ 
OD  a  larger  scale. 
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Miss  Baker  she  had  not  yet  seen,  nor  Miss 
Waddington.  The  ladies  had  called  on  each 
other,  but  had  missed  fire  on  both  occasions ; 
but  wilJi  Sir  Lionel  she  had  already  renewed 
her  intimacy  on  very  affectionate  terms.  They 
had  been  together  for  perhaps  three  days  at 
Jerusalem,  hut  then  three  days  at  Jerusalem  are 
worth  a  twelvemonth  in  such  a  dull,  slow  place 
as  London.  And  Sir  Lionel,  therefore,  and 
Miss  Todd  had  nearly  rushed  into  each  other's 
arras;  and  they  both,  without  any  intentional 
falsehood,  were  talking  of  each  other  all  over 
Littlebath  as  old  and  confidential  friends. 

And  now  for  Miss  Todd's  party.  Assist  me, 
my  muse.  Come  down  frorei  heaven,  0  Calliope, 
my  queen !  and  aid  me  to  spin  with  my  pen 
a  long  discourse.  Hark!  do  you  hear?  or 
does  some  fond  delusion  mock  me?  I  seem 
to  hear,  and  to  be  already  wandering  through 
those  sacred  recesses  —  the  drawing-rooms, 
namely,  at  Littlebath — which  are  pervious  only 
to  the  streams  and  breezes  of  good  society. 

Miss  Todd  stood  at  her  drawing-room  door 
as  her  guests  were  ushered  in,  not  by  the  green- 
grocer's assistant,  but  by  the  greengrocer  him- 
self in  person.  And  she  made  no  quiet  little 
curtsies,  whispered  no  unmeanmg  welcomes 
with  bated  breath.  No;  as  they  arrived  she 
seized  each  Littlebathian  by  the  hand,  and 
shook  that  hand  vigorously.  She  did  so  to 
every  one  that  came,  rejoiced  loudly  in  the 
coming  of  each,  and  bade  them  all  revel  in  tea 
£nd  cake  with  a  voice  that  demanded  and 
received  instant  obedience. 
"Ah,  Xadj  Longspade  \  this  is  V«i4.    \  ^^ 
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delighted  to  see  you.  Do  you  remember  dear 
Ems,  aad  the  dear  Kursaal  ?  Ah,  me  !  Well, 
do  take  some  tea  now.  Lady  Longspade.  What, 
Miss  Finesse — ^well — ^well — ^well,  I  was  think- 
ing of  Ostend  only  the  other  day.  You'll  find 
Flounce  there  with  coffee  and  cake  and  all  that 
You  remember  my  woman,  Flounce,  don't  you  ? 
Mrs.  Fuzzybell,  you  really  make  me  proud* 
But  is  not  Mr.  Fuzzybell  to  be  here  ?  Oh,  he's 
behind  is  he  ?  well — I'm  so  glad.  Ha  I  ha  1 
ha  I  A  slow  coach  is  he  7  I'll  make  him  faster. 
But  x>erhaps  you  won't  trust  him  to  me,  I'm 
such  a  dangerous  creature.  I'm  always  eloping 
with  some  one.  Who  knows  but  I  might  go  off 
with  Mr.  Fuzzybell?  We  were  near  it  you 
know  at  the  end  of  that  long  walk  at  Malvern — 
only  he  seemed  too  tired — ha  !  ha !  ha !  There's 
tea  and  cake  there,  Mrs.  Fuzzybell.  My  dear 
Sir  Lionel^  I  am  delighted.  I  declare  you  are 
five  years  younger — ^we  are  both  five  years 
younger  than  when  we  were  at  Jerusalem." 

And  so  forth.  But  ^  Lionel  did  not  pass 
on  to  the  tesrtables  as  did  the  Finesses  and  the 
Longspades.  He  remained  close  at  Miss  Todd's 
elbow,  as  though  his  friendship  was  of  a  more 
enduring  kind  than  that  of  others,  as  though  he 
were  more  to  Miss  Todd  than  Mrs.  Fuzzybell, 
nearer  than  Miss  E.uff  who  had  just  been  assured 
at  her  entrance  that  the  decks  should  be  made 
ready  for  action  almost  at  once.  A  lion-hearted 
old  warrior  was  Miss  Ruff, — one  who  could  not 
stand  with  patience  the  modern  practice  of 
dall3nng  in  the  presence  of  her  enemies'  g|iit\&« 
She  Jiad  come  there  for  a  lubbet  ol  Vta^V—v^ 
^ht  the  good  fight — ^to  conqaet  ox  \.o  fiSfc>  ^^^ 
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her  soul  longed  to  be  at  it.  Wait  but  one 
moment  longer,  Miss  Ruff,  and  the  greengrocer 
and  I  will  have  done  with  our  usherings,  and 
then  the  decks  shall  be  cleared. 

But  we  must  certainly  do  the  honours  for  our 
old  friend  Miss  Baker.  Miss  Todd,  when  she 
saw  her,  looked  as  though  she  would  have  &llen 
on  her  neck  and  kissed  her ;  but  she  doubtless 
remembered  that  their  respective  head-dresses 
might  suffer  in  the  encounter. 

*^  At  last,  dear  Miss  Baker ;  at  last !  I  am 
so  delighted ;  but  where  is  Miss  Waddington  ? 
where  is  the  bride-elect?"  These  last  words 
were  said  in  a  whisper  which  was  not  perhaps 
quite  as  plainly  audible  at  the  other  side  of  the 
Paragon  as  were  the  generality  of  Miss  Todd's 
speeches.  "  Indisposed  !  Why  is  she  indis- 
posed? you  mean  that  she  has  love-kttars  to 
write.  I  know  that  is  what  you  mean."  And 
the  roar  again  became  a  whisper  fit  for  Drury 
Lane.  ^*Well,  I  shall  make  a  point  of  seeing 
her  to  morrow.  Do  you  remember  Jehoshaphat, 
dear  Jehoshaphat?"  And  then  having  made 
her  little  answers,  Miss  Baker  also  passed  on, 
and  left  Miss  Todd  in  the  act  of  welcommg  the 
Rev.  Mr.  O'Callaghan. 

Miss  Baker  passed  on^  but  she  did  so  slowly. 
She  had  to  speak  to  Sir  Lionel,  who  kept  lus 
place  near  Miss  Todd's  shoulder ;  and  perhaps 
she  had  some  secret  hope — ^no, not  hope;  some 
sort  of  an  anticipation — that  her  dear  friend 
would  give  her  the  benefit  of  his  arm  for  a  few 
moments.  But  Sir  Lionel  did  nothing  of  the 
kmd.  He  took  her  hand  with  his  kindest  little 
squeeze^  asked  with  his  softest  voice  after  hia 
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dear  Caroline,  and  then  let  her  pass  on  by  her- 
self. Miss  Baker  was  a  bird  easily  to  be  lured 
to  her  perch, — or  to  his.  Sir  Lionel  felt  that 
he  could  secure  her  at  any  time.  Therefore,  he 
determined  to  attach  himself  to  Miss  Todd  for 
the  present.  And  so  Miss  Baker  walked  on 
alone,  perhaps  a  little  piqued  at  being  thus 
slighted. 

It  was  a  strange  sight  to  see  the  Rev.  Mr. 
O'Callaghan  among  that  worldly  crowd  of  plea- 
sure-seeking sinners.  There  were,  as  we  have 
said,  three  sets  of  people  at  Littlebath.  That 
Miss  Todd,  with  her  commanding  genius  and 
great  power  of  will,  should  have  got  together 
portions  of  two  of  them  was  hardly  to  be  con- 
sidered wonderful.  Both  the  fast  and  heavy  set 
liked  good  suppers.  But  it  did  appear  singular 
to  the  men  and  women  of  both  these  sets  that 
they  should  find  themselves  in  the  same  room 
with  Mr.  O'Callaghan. 

Mr.  O'Callaghan  was  not  exactly  the  head 
and  front  of  piety  at  Littlebath.  It  was  not  on 
his  altars,  not  on  his  chiefly,  that  hecatombs  of 
needlework  were  offered  up.  He  was  only 
senior  curate  to  the  great  high-priest,  to  Dr. 
Snort  himself.  But  though  he  was  but  curate, 
he  was  more  perhaps  to  Littlebath — to  his 
especial  set  in  Littlebath — than  most  rectors 
are  to  their  own  people. 

Mr.  O'Callaghan  was  known  to  be  conde- 
scending and  mild  under  the  influence  of  tea 
and  muffins — sweetly  so  if  the  cream  be  plentiful 
and  the  muffins  soft  with  butter ;  but  stvVl^  ^a  '^ 
man  and  a  pastor,  he  was  severe.    \xi  ^^^sov^. 
and  out  of  season  he  was  \io\.  \w  -wc^^xNe^ 
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against  the  devil  and  all  his  works.  He  was 
always  fighting  the  battle  with  ail  manner  of 
weapons.  He  would  write  letters  of  killing 
reproach  to  persons  he  had  never  known,  and 
address  them  by  post  to — 

"  John  Jones,  Esq., 

The  Sabbath-breaker, 

5  Paradise  Terrace, 

Littlebath.?( 
or — 

"  Mrs.  Gambler  Smith, 

2  Little  Paragon, 

Littlebath." 

Nothing  was  too  severe  for  him.  One  may 
say  that  had  lie  not  been  a  clergyman,  and 
therefore  of  course  justified  in  any  interference, 
he  would  have  been  kicked  from  Littlebath  lo 
London  and  back  again  long  since.  How  then 
did  it  come  to  pass  that  he  was  seen  at  Miss 
Todd's  party  ?  The  secret  lay  in  Miss  Todd's 
unbounded  power.  Siie  was  not  as  other  Little- 
bachians.  When  he  unintentionally  squeezed 
bet  hand,  she  squeezed  his  in  return  with  some- 
what of  a  firmer  grasp.  When,  gently  whisper- 
ing, he  trusted  that  she  was  as  well  in  spirit  as 
in  body,  she  answered  aloud — and  all  the  larger 
Paragon  heard  her — that  she  was  very  well  in 
both,  thank  God.  And  then,  as  her  guests 
pressed  in,  she  passed  him  on  rapidly  to  the 
tea  and  cake,  and  to  such  generous  supplies  of 
cream  as  Mrs,  Flounce,  in  her  piety,  might  be 
pleased  to  vouchsafe  to  him. 
"  What,   Mr,   O'Callaghan  \"  sati  Svc  Vw^^ 
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into  Miss  Todd's  ear,  in  a  tone  of  well-bred 
wonder  and  triumphant  admiration.  "  Mr. 
O'Callaghan  among  the  sinners  1  My  dear  Miss 
Todd,  how  will  he  Hke  the  whist-tables  ?  " 

'^  If  he  does  not  like  them,  he  must  just  do 
the  other  thing.  If  I  know  anything  of  Miss 
Ruff,  a  whole  college  of  0*Callaghans  would 
not  keep  her  from  the  deviFs  books  for  five 
minutes  longer.  Oh,  here  is  Lady  Ruth  Revoke, 
my  dear  Lady  Ruth,  I  am  charmed  to  see  you. 
When,  I  wonder,  shall  we  meet  again  at  Baden 
Baden  ?  Dear  Baden  Baden  1  Flounce,  green 
tea  for  Lady  Ruth  Revoke."  And  so  Miss 
Todd  continued  to  do  her  duty. 

What  Miss  Todd  had  said  of  her  friend  was 
quite  true.  Even  then  Miss  Rufif  was  standing 
over  a  card-table,  with  an  open  pack  in  her 
hands,  quite  regardless  of  Mr.  O'Callaghan. 
**Come,  Lady  Longspade,"  she  said,  "Ave  are 
wasting  time  sadly.  Jt  is  ever  so  niuqh  after 
nine.  I  know  Miss  Todd  means  us  to  begin. 
She  told  me  so.    Suppose  we  sit  down  ?  " 

But  Lady  Longspade  merely  mutteired  some- 
thing .and  passed  on.  In  the  first  place,  she 
was  not  quite  so  eager  as  was  Miss  Ruff;  and 
in  the  next,  Miss  Ruff  was  neither  the  partner 
nor  the  opponent  with  whom  she  delighted  to 
co-operate.  Lady  Longspade  liked  to  play  first- 
fiddle  at  her  own  table ;  but  Miss  Ruff  always 
played  first-fiddle  at  her  table,  let  the  others 
be  whom  they  might  j  and  she  very  generally 
played  her  tunes  altogether  "  con  spirito." 

Miss  Ruff  saw  how  Lady.  Longspade  passed 
on,  but  she  was  nothing  disconceiled.   ?>\v^  ^^'^ 
used  to  that,  and  more  than  thai,    ^^^v^v^j- 
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tighty  1 "  was  all  she  said.  "  Well,  Mrs.  Garded, 
I  think  we  can  manage  without  her  ladyship, 
can't  we  ?  "  Mrs.  Garded  said  that  she  thought 
they  might  indeed,  and  stood  by  the  table 
opposite  to  Miss  RufC  This  was  Mrs.  King 
Garded,  a  widow  of  great  Littlebathian  repute, 
to  whom  as  a  partner  over  the  green  table  few 
objected  She  was  a  careful,  silent,  painstaking 
player,  one  who  carefully  kept  her  accounts,  and 
knew  well  that  the  monthly  balance  depended 
mainly,  not  on  her  good,  bul  on  her  bad  hands. 
She  was  an  old  friend,  and  an  old  enemy  of 
Miss  Ruff's.  The  two  would  say  very  spiteful 
things  to  each  other,  things  incredible  to  persons 
not  accustomed  to  the  card-tables  of  Litllebaih. 
Bat,  nevertheless,  they  were  always  willing  to 
sit  together  at  the  same  rubber. 

To  them  came  up  smirking  little  Mr.  Fuzzy- 
belL  Mr.  Fuzzybell  was  not  great  at  whist,  nor 
did  he  much  delight  in  it ;  but,  nevertheless,  he 
constantly  played.  He  was  taken  about  by  his 
wife  to  the  parties,  and  then  he  was  always 
caught  and  impaled,  and  generally  plucked  and 
skinned  before  he  was  sent  home  again.  He 
never  disported  at  the  same  tabic  with  his  wife, 
who  did  not  care  to  play  either  with  him  or 
against  him  ;  but  he  was  generally  caught  by 
some  Miss  Ruff,  or  some  Mrs.  King  Garded, 
and  duly  made  use  of.  The  ladies  of  Litclebath 
generally  liked  to  have  one  black  coat  at  the 
table  with  them.  It  saved  them  from  that  air 
of  destitution  which  always,  in  their  own  eyes, 
attaches  to  four  ladies  seated  at  a  table   to- 

"Ah,  Mr.  Fuzzybell,"  aaid  U\5S  &afi, " -jQ-i 
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are  the  very  person  we  are  looking  for.  Mrs. 
Garded  always  likes  to  have  you  at  her  table. 
Sit  down,  Mr.  FuzzybelL"  Mr.  Fuzzybell  did 
as  he  was  told,  and  sat  down. 

Just  at  this  moment,  as  Miss  RufT  was  looking 
out  with  eager  eyes  for  a  fourth  who  would  suit 
her  tastes,  and  had  almost  succeeded  in  catching 
the  eye  of  Miss  Finesse — and  Miss  Finesse  was 
a  silent,  desirable,  correct  player — ^who  should 
walk  up  to  the  table  and  absolutely  sit  down 
but  that  odious  old  woman.  Lady  Ruth  Revoke! 
It  was  Mrs.  Garded's  great  sin,  in  Miss  Ruffs 
eye,  that  she  toadied  Lady  Ruth  to  such  an 
extent  as  to  be  generally  willing  to  play  with 
her.  Now  it  was  notorious  in  Littlebath  that 
she  bad  never  played  well,  and  that  she  had 
long  since  forgotten  all  she  had  ever  known. 
The  poor  old  woman  had  already  had  some 
kind  of  a  fit ;  she  was  very  shaky  and  infirm, 
and  ghastly  to  look  at,  in  spite  of  her  paint  and 
ribbons.  She  was  long  in  arranging  her  cards, 
long  in  playing  them ;  very  long  in  settling  her 
points,  when  the  points  went  against  her,  as  they 
generally  did.  And  yet,  in  spite  of  all  this, 
Mrs.  King  Garded  would  encourage  her  because 
her  father  had  been  Lord  Whitechapel ! 

There  was  no  help  for  it  now.  There  she  was 
in  the  chair ;  and  unless  Miss  Ruff  was  prepared 
to  give  up  her  table  and  do  something  that  would 
be  uncommonly  rude  even  for  her,  the  rubber 
must  go  on.  She  was  not  prepared  at  any  rate 
to  give  up  her  table,  so  she  took  up  a  card  to 
cut  for  partners.  There  were  two  to  one  in  her 
favour.  If  fortune  would  iVvio^  \vet  \^^^^^ 
and  Mr.  Fuzzybell  toget\\ei  l\vei^  m\^\.  ^^^.^^. 
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found  in  ilie  easiness  of  the  prey  some  consola- 
tion (or  the  slowness  of  the  play. 

They  cut  the  cards,  and  Miss  Huff  found  her- 
self sitting  opposite  to  Lady  Ruth  Revoke.  It 
was  a  pity  that  she  should  not  have  been  photo- 
graphed, "And  now,  Mr.  Fuzzybell,"  said 
Mrs.  King  Garded,  Iriuraphantly. 

But  we  must  for  awhile  go  to  other  parts  of 
the  room.  Lady  Longsjiade,  Mrs.  Fuzzybell, 
and  Miss  Finesse  soon  followed  the  daring  ex- 
ample of  Miss  Ruff,  and  seated  themselves  with 
some  worthy  fourth  compatriot. 

"  Did  you  see  Miss  Ruff?  "  said  Lady  Long- 
spade,  whose  ears  had  caught  the  scornful  highly- 
tighty  of  the  rejected  lady.  "She  wanted  to  get 
me  at  her  table.  But  no,  I  thank  you.  I  like 
my  rubber  too,  and  can  play  it  as  well  as  some 
other  people.  But  it  may  eost  too  dear,  eh, 
Mrs.  Fuzzybell?  I  have  no  idea  of  being 
scolded  by  Miss  Ruff." 

"No,norl,"  said  Mrs.  Fuzzybell.  "I  hate 
that  continual  scolding.  We  are  playing  only 
for  amusement;  and  why  not  play  in  good 
temper?" — nevertheless  Mrs.  Fuzzybell  had  a 
rough  side  to  her  own  tongue,     "  It  is  you  and 

I,  Miss  Finesse,    Shillings,  I  suppose,  and " 

and  then  there  was  a  little  whispering  and  a  little 
grinning  between  Lady  Longspade  and  Mrs. 
Fuzzybell,  the  meaning  of  which  was,  that  as 
the  occasion  was  rather  a  special  one,  they 
would  indulge  themselves  with  half-a-crown  on 
the  rubber  and  sixpence  each  hand  on  the  odd 
trick.  And  so  the  second  table  went  to  work, 
-^od  then  there  was  a  th\t(J,  atidafemX^a.vLd 
3  Mb.     Miss  Ruff's  cxatfip\e  'xaa  taoxe  -^Wca. 
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than  Mr.  O'Callaghan's  presence  in  that  as- 
sembly. That  gentleman  began  to  feel  unhappy 
as  there  was  no  longer  round  him  a  crowd  of 
listening  ladies  sufficient  to  screen  from  his  now 
uninquiiingeyes  the  delinquencies  of  the  more 
eager  of  the  sinners.  The  snorting  of  the  war* 
horse  and  the  sound  of  the  trumpet  had  enticed 
away  every  martial  bosom,  and  Mr.  O'Callaghan 
was  left  alone  in  converse  with  Mrs.  Flounce. 

He  turned  to  Miss  Todd,  who  was  now  seated 
near  enough  to  the  door  to  do  honour  to  any 
late  arriving  guest,  but  near  enough  also  to  the 
table  to  help  herself  easily  to  cake.  His  soul 
burned  within  him  to  utter  one  anathema  against 
the  things  that  he  saw.  Miss  Todd  was  still  not 
playing.  He  might  opine  that  she  objected  to 
the  practice.  Sir  Lionel  was  still  at  her  back ; 
he  also  might  be  a  brand  that  had  been  rescued 
from  the  burning.  At  a  little  distance  sat  Miss 
Baker;  he  knew  that  she  at  any  rate  was  not 
violently  attached  to  cards.  Could  he  not  say 
something?  Could  he  not  lift  up  his  voice,  if 
only  for  a  moment,  and  speak  forth  as  he  so 
loved  ta  do,  as  was  his  wont  in  the  meetings  of 
the  saints,  his  brethren  ? 

He  looked  at  Miss  Todd,  and  he  raised  his 
eyes,  and  he  raised  his  hands^  but  the  courage 
was  not  in  him  ta  speak..  There  was  about  Miss 
Todd  as'she  8tood|  or  as  she  sat,  a  firmness 
which  showed  itself  even  in  her  rotundity,  a 
vigour  in  the  very  rubicundity  of  her  cheek 
which  was  apt  to  quell  the  spirit  of  those  who 
would  fain  have  interfered  with  her.  So  Mr, 
O'Callaghan,  having  raised  Wis  e^es  eotv«!^^T^Ws>j  ^ 
and  haying  raised  his  hands  aYvU\e^^\^tiO'0M»%* 


F404 


The  Bertrams 


"  I  fear  you  do  not  approve  of  cards  ?  "  said 
I  Miss  Todd. 

"  Approve !  oh  no,  how  can  1  approve  of 
Ihem,  Miss  Todd?" 

"  WelJ,  I  do  with  all  my  heart.  What  are  old 
women  like  us  to  do  ?  We  haven't  eyes  to  read 
at  night,  even  if  we  had  minds  fit  for  it.  Wc 
can't  always  be  saying  our  prayers.  We  have 
nothing  to  talk  about  except  scandal.  It's  better 
than  drinking;  and  we  should  come  to  that  if 
we  hadn't  cards." 

"  Oh,  Miss  Todd  i " 

"  You  see  you  have  your  excitement  in  preach- 
mg,  Mr.  O'Callaghan.  These  card-tables  are  our 
pulpits ;  we  have  got  none  other.  We  haven't 
children,  and  we  haven't  husbands.  That  is, 
the  most  of  us.  And  we  should  be  in  a  lunatic 
asylum  in  six  weeks  if  you  took  away  our  cards. 
Now,  will  you  tell  rae,  Mr.  O'Callaghan,  what 
would  you  expect  Miss  Ruff  to  do  if  you  per- 
suaded her  to  give  up  whist?" 

"She  has  the  poor  with  her  always.  Miss 
Todd." 

"  Yes,  she  has ;  the  woman  that  goes  about 
with  a  clean  apron  and  four  borrowed  children ; 
and  the  dumb  man  with  a  bit  of  chalk  and  no 
legs,  and  the  very  red  nose.  She  has  these,  to 
be  sure,  and  a  lot  more.  But  suppose  she  looks 
after  them  all  the  day,  she  can't  be  looking 
after  them  all  the  night  too.  The  mind  must 
be  unbent  sometimes,  Mr.  O'Callaghan." 

"  But  to  play  for  money,  Miss  Todd !  Is 
not  that  gambling?" 

"Well,  I  don't  know.  I  can't  say  what 
gambling  is.     But  do  you  sit  down  and  play  for 
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love,  Mr.  O'Callaghan,  and  see  how  soon  you'll 
go  to  sleep.  Come,  shall  we  try  ?  I  can  have 
a  little  private  bet,  just  to  keep  m3rself  awake, 
with  Sir  Lionel,  here." 

But  Mr.  O'Callaghan  declined  the  experi- 
ment. So  he  had  another  cup  of  tea  and 
another  muffin,  and  then  went  his  way ;  regret- 
ting sorely  in  his  heart  that  he  could  not  get 
up  into  a  high  pulpit  and  preach  at  them  all. 
However,  he  consoled  himself  by  "improving" 
the  occasion  on  the  following  Sunday. 

For  the  next  fifteen  minutes  Sir  Lionel  stood 
his  ground,  saymg  soft  nothings  to  Miss  Todd, 
and  then  he  also  became  absorbed  among  the 
rubbers.  He  found  that  Miss  Todd  was  not 
good  at  having  love  made  to  her  in  public. 
She  was  very  willing  to  be  confidentiaJ,  very 
willing  to  receive  flattery,  attentions,  hand- 
pressings,  and  the  like.  But  she  would  make 
her  confidences  in  her  usual  joyous,  loud  voice ; 
and  when  told  that  she  was  looking  remarkably 
well,  she  would  reply  that  she  always  did  look 
well  at  Littlebath,  in  a  tone  that  could  not  fail 
to  attract  the  attention  of  the  whole  room. 
Now  Sr  Lionel,  would  fain  have  been  a  little 
more  quiet  in  his  proceedings,  and  was  forced 
to  put  off  somewhat  of  what  he  had  to  say  till 
he  could  find  Miss  Todd  alone  on  the  top  of  a 
mountain.  'Twas  thus  at  least  that  he  ex- 
pressed his  thoughts  to  himself  in  his  chagrin, 
as  he  took  his  place  opposite  to  Mrs.  Short- 
pointz  at  the  seventh  and  last  establishment 
DOW  formed  in  the  rooms. 

The  only  idlers  present  were  Miss  Baker  and 
Miss  Todd.     Miss  Baker  was  not  quite  happy 
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in  her  mind.  It  was  not  only  that  she  was 
depressed  about  Caroline:  her  firm  belief  in 
the  grammatical  axiom  before  alluded  to  les- 
sened her  grief  on  that  score.  But  the  conduct 
of  Sir  Lionel  made  her  uncomfortable  j  and  she 
began  to  find,  without  at  all  understanding  why, 
that  she  did  not  like  Miss  Todd  as  well  as  she 
used  to  do  at  Jerusalem,  Her  heart  toolt  Mr. 
O'Callaghan's  side  in  that  little  debate  about 
the  cards;  and  though  Sir  Lionel,  in  leaving 
MisB  Todd,  did  not  come  to  her,  nevertheless 
the  movement  was  agreeable  to  her.  She  was  not 
therefore  in  her  very  highest  spirits  when  Miss 
Todd  came,  and  sat  close  to  her  on  the  sofa. 

"  I  am  so  sorry  you  should  be  out,"  said 
Miss  Todd.  "  But  you  see,  I've  had  so  much 
to  do  at  the  door  there,  that  I  couldn't  sec  who 
was  sitting  down  with  who." 

"I'd  rather  be  out,"  said  Miss  Baker.  "I 
am  not  quite  sure  that  Mr.  O'Callaghan  is  not 
right,"    This  was  her  revenge. 

"  No ;  he's  not  a  bit  right,  my  dear.  He 
does — just  what  the  man  says  in  tlie  rhymes— 
what  is  it  ?  you  know— makes  up  for  his  own 
little  peccadilloes  by  damning  yours  and  mine. 
I  forget  how  it  goes.  But  there'll  be  more  in 
by-and-by,  and  then  we'll  have  another  table. 
Those  who  come  late  will  be  more  in  your  line ; 
not  so  ready  to  peck  your  eyes  out  if  you 
happen  to  forget  a  card.  That  Miss  Ruff  is 
dreadful."  Here  an  awful  note  was  heard,  for 
the  Lady  Ruth  had  just  put  her  thirteenth 
trump  on  Miss  Ruff's  thirteenth  heart.  What 
Uttlebsthian  female  soul  covAd  sMai  W'A  m!\- 
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"Oh,  dear !  that  poor  old  woman ! "  con- 
tinued Miss  Todd.  "You  know  one  lives  in 
constant  iear  of  her  having  a  fit  Miss  Ruff  is 
houible.  :She  has  a  way  of  looking  with  that 
fixed  eye  of  hers  that  is  almost  worse  than  her 
voice.''  The  fact  was,  that  Miss  Ruff  had  one 
glas»  eyew  "  I  know  she'll  be  the  death  of  that 
poor  old  creature  some  of  these  days.  Lady 
Ruth  will  play,  and  she  hardly  knows  one  card 
from  another.  And  then  Miss  Rufif,  she  will 
scold.  Good  heavens !  do  you  hear  that  ?  " 
'  "  It's  just  seven  minutes  since  I  turned  the 
last  trick  of  the  last  hand,"  Miss  Rufif  had  said, 
scornfully.  ^*  We  shall  have  finished  the  two 
rubbers  about  six  in  the  morning,  I  take  it." 

i^*.Will  your  ladyship  allow  me  to  deal  for 
youP''  said  Mn  Fuzzybell,  meaning  to  be  civil. 

'*  J'U  altow  you  to  do  no  such  thing,"  croaked 
out  Lady  Ruth*  "  I  can  deal  very  well  my- 
self; at  any  rate  as  well  as  Miss  Rufif.  And 
I'm  not  ^e  least  in  a  huriy ; "  and  she  went  on 
slobbering  out  the  cards,  and  counting  them 
over  and  over  again,  almost  as  each  card  fell. 

^"  That's  a  double  and  a  treble  against  a  single," 
said  Lady  Longspade,  cheerfully,  from  another 
table  ;  **  six  points,  and  five — the  other  rubber 
-*makes  eleven;  and  the  two  half-crowns  is 
uxteen,  and  seven  odd  tricks  is  nineteen  and 
six:.  Here's  sixpence,  Mrs.  Fuzzybell;  and 
now  we'll  cut  again." 

This  was  dreadfiil  to  Miss  Rufif.     Here  had 
her  rival  played  two  rubbers,  won  them  both, 
pocketed  all  but  a  sovereign,  and  was  a^ain  al 
work;  while  she,  she  was  sl\\\  p^xiW^^  \.q^xv% 
throu^her second  game, tYie  fit^VYi'aNYci^^^^^'^ 
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scored  against  her  by  her  partner's  fatuity  in 
having  trumped  her  long  heart.  Was  this  to 
be  borae  with  patience  ?  "  Lady  Ruth,"  she 
said,  emitting  fire  out  of  her  one  eye,  "  do  you 
ever  mean  to  have  done  dealing  those  cards?" 

Lady  Ruth  did  not  condescend  to  make  any 
answer,  but  recommenced  her  leisurely  count- 
ing ;  and  then  Miss  Ruff  uitered  that  terrific 
screech  which  had  peculiarly  excited  Miss 
Todd's  attention. 

"  I  declare  I  don't  like  it  at  all,"  said  the 
tender-hearted  Miss  Baker.  "  I  think  Mr. 
ffCallaglian  was  quite  right." 

"No,  my  dear,  he  was  quite  wrong,  for  he 
blamed  the  use  of  cards,  not  the  abuse.  And 
after  all,  what  harm  comes  of  it?  I  don't 
suppose  Miss  Ruff  will  actually  kill  her.  I  dare 
say  if  we  were  playing  ourselves  we  shouldn't 
notice  it.  Do  you  play  cribbage?  Shall  we 
have  a  little  cribbage?"  But  Miss  Baker  did 
not  play  cribbage;  or,  at  any  rate,  she  said  that 

"  And  do  (ell  me  something  about  dear  Caro- 
line," continued  Miss  Todd.  "  I  am  so  anxious 
to  see  her.  But  it  has  been  a  very  long  engage- 
ment, hasn't  it?  and  there  ought  to  be  lots  of 
money,  oughtn't  there  ?  But  I  suppose  it's  all 
right.  You  know  I  was  very  much  in  love  with 
yoimg  Bertram  myself;  and  made  all  manner 
of  overtures  to  him,  but  (juite  in  vain ;  ha  !  ha  ! 
ha !  1  always  thought  him  a  very  fine  fellow, 
and  I  think  her  a  very  lucky  girl.  And  when 
is  it  lo  be  ?  And,  do  tell  me,  ia  she  over  head 
and  ears  in  love  with  him  ? " 

What  was  Miss  Baker  to  say  to  this  ?    Sbe 
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had  not  the  slightest  intention  of  making  Miss 
Todd  a  confidante  in  the  matter :  certainly  not 
now,  as  that  lady  was  inclined  to  behave  so 
very  improperly  with  Sir  Lionel;  and  yet  she 
did  not  know  how  to  answer  it. 

"  I  hope  it  won't  be  put  off  much  longer," 
continued  Miss  Todd.    "Is  any  day  fixed  yet ?  " 

"No;  no  day  is  fixed  yet,"  replied  Miss 
Baker,  blushing. 

Miss  Todd's  ear  was  very  quick.  "  There  is 
nothing  the  matter,  I  trust.  Well,  I  won't  ask 
any  questions,  nor  say  a  word  to  anybody. 
Come,  there  is  a  table  vacant,  and  we  will  cut 
in."  And  then  she  determined  that  she  would 
get  it  all  out  fit)m  Sir  Lionel 

The  parties  at  some  of  the  tables  were  now 
changed,  and  Miss  Baker  and  Miss  Todd  found 
themselves  playing  together.  Miss  Baker,  too, 
loved  a  gentle  litde  rubber,  if  she  could  enjoy 
it  quietly,  without  fear  of  being  gobbled  up  by 
any  Ruff  or  any  Longspade;  and  with  Miss 
Todd  she  was  in  this  matter  quite  safe.  She 
might  behave  as  badly  as  had  the  Lady  Ruth, 
and  Miss  Todd  would  do  no  worse  than  laugh 
at  her.  Miss  Todd  did  not  care  about  her 
points,  and  at  her  own  house  would  as  soon 
lose  as  win ;  so  that  Miss  Baker  would  have 
been  happy  had  she  not  still  continued  to  sigh 
over  her  friend's  very  improper  flirtation  with 
Sir  lionel. 

And  thus  things  went  on  for  an  hour  or  so. 
Every  now  and  again  a  savage  yell  was  heard 
from  some  ill-used  angry  lady,  and  low  growls, 
prolonged  sometimes  through  a  whole  game, 
came  from  different  parts  of  the  room  ;  but 
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nobody  took  any  notice  of  them;  'twas  the 
manner  at  Littlebath  ;  and  tliough  a  stranger  to 
the  place  might  have  thought,  on  looking  at 
those  perturbed  faces,  and  hearing  those  un- 
courteous  sounds,  that  there  would  be  a  flow  of 
blood — such  a  flow  as  angry  nails  may  produce 
— the  denizens  of  the  place  knew  better.  So 
the  rubbers  went  on  with  the  amount  of 
harmony  customary  to  the  place. 

But  the  scene  would  have  been  an  odd  one 
for  a  non-playing  stranger,  had  a  non-playing 
stranger  been  there  to  watch  it.  Every  person 
in  the  room  was  engaged  at  whist  except  Mrs. 
Flounce,  who  still  remained  quiescent  behind 
her  tea  and  cakes.  It  did  not  happen  that  the 
party  was  made  up  of  a  number  of  exact  fours. 
There  were  two  over ;  two  middle-aged  ladies, 
a  maiden  and  a  widow:  and  they,  perhaps 
more  happy  than  any  of  the  others,  certainly 
more  silent,  for  neither  of  them  had  a  partner 
to  scold,  were  hard  at  work  at  double-dummy 
in  a  comer. 

It  was  a  sight  for  a  stranger  I  It  is  generally 
thought  that  a  sad  ennui  pervades  the  life  of 
most  of  those  old  ladies  in  England  to  whom 
fate  has  denied  the  usual  cares  and  burdens  of 
the  world,  or  whose  cares  and  burdens  are  done 
and  gone.  But  there  was  no  ennui  here.  No 
stockjobber  on  'Change  could  go  about  his 
exciting  work  with  more  animating  eagerness. 
There  were  those  who  scolded,  and  those  who 
were  scolded.  Those  who  sat  silent,  being 
great  of  mind,  and  those  who,  being  weaki  could 
Dot  restrain  their  notes  of  mvim?\i.  ox  v\\^w 
notes  of  woe ;  but  they  were  a\\  (A  fawa.  to 
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animated  and  intense  as  a  tiger  spnnging  at  its 
prey.  Watch  the  gleam  of  joy  that  lights  up 
the  half-dead,  sallow  countenance  of  old  Mrs. 
Shortpointz  as  she  finds  the  ace  of  trumps  at 
the  back  of  her  hand,  the  very  last  card. 
Happy,  happy  Mrs.  Shortpointz!  Watch  the 
triumph  which  illumines  even  the  painted 
cheeks  and  half-hidden  wrinkles  of  Lady  Long- 
spade  as  she  brings  in  at  the  end  of  the  hand 
three  winning  little  clubs,  and  sees  kings  and 
queens  fall  impotent  at  their  call.  Triumphant, 
successful  Lady  Longspade!  Was  Napoleon 
more  triumphant,  did  a  brighter  glow  of  scJf- 
satisfied  inward  power  cross  his  features,  when 
at  Ulm  he  succeeded  in  separating  poor  Mack 
from  all  his  friends  ? 

Play  on,  ladies.  Let  us  not  begrudge  you 
your  amusements.  We  do  not  hold  with  pious 
Mr.  CCallaghan,  that  the  interchange  of  a  few 
sixpences  is  a  grievous  sin*  At  other  hours  ye 
are  still  soft,  charitable,  and  tender-hearted ; 
tender-hearted  as  English  old  ladies  are,  and 
should  be.  But,  dear  ladies,  would  it  not  be 
well  to  remember  the  amenities  of  life — even  at 
the  whist  table  ? 

So  things  went  on  for  an  hour  or  so,  and 
then  Miss  Baker  and  Sir  Lionel  again  found 
themselves  separated  from  the  card-tables,  a 
lonely  pan:.  It  bad  been  Sir  Lionel's  cue  this 
evening  to  select  Miss  Todd  for  his  special 
attentions;  but  he  had  found  Miss  Todd  at 
the  present  moment  to  be  too  much  a  public 
character  for  his  purposes.  She  had  a  sort 
of  wa/  of  speaking  to  all  b.ex  ^<&^V&  %\.  o\:i»t^ 
whicb  bad  doubtless  on  the  ^VioVa  «a  exXx^xosSci 
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hilarious  effect,  but  which  was  not  flattering  to 
tlie  amour  propre  of  a  special  admirer.  So, 
f,mte  de  mmix.  Sir  Lionel  was  content  to  sit 
down  in  a  corner  with  Miss  Baker.  Miss 
Baker  was  also  content ;  but  she  was  rather 
uneasy  as  to  how  she  should  treat  the  subject 
of  Caroline's  quarrel  with  her  lover. 

"Of  course  you  saw  George  to-day?"  she 
began. 

"  Yes,  I  did  see  him  ;  but  thafiwas  all.  He 
seemed  to  be  in  a  tremendous  hurry,  and  said 
he  must  be  back  in  town  to-night.  He's  not 
staying,  is  he  ?  " 

"No  ;  he's  not  slaying." 

"  I  didn't  know :  when  I  saw  that  dear 
Caroline  was  not  with  you,  I  thought  she 
might  pethaps  have  better  company  at 
home." 

"  She  was  not  very  well.  George  went  back 
to  London  before  dinner." 

"  Nothing  wrong,  I  hope  ?  " 

"Well,  no;  I  hope  not.  That  is — you 
haven't  heard  anything  about  it,  have  you,  Sir 
Lionel  ?  " 

"  Heard  anything !  No,  I  have  heard 
nothing  ;  what  is  it?" 

It  may  be  presumed  that  such  a  conversation 
as  this  had  not  been  carried  on  in  a  very  loud 
tone  ;  but,  nevertheless,  low  as  Miss  Baker  had 
spoken,  low  as  Sir  Lionel  had  spoken,  it  had 
been  too  loud.  They  had  chosen  their  places 
badly.  The  table  at  which  Lady  Ruth  and  her 
party  were  sitting — we  ought  rather  to  say,  Miss 
Muff  and  her  party — was  in  owe  coTnet  q(  tUe 
room,  and  our  friends  bad  -jAicei  facmariam 
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on  a  cushioned  seat  fixed  against  the  wall  in 
this  very  corner.  Things  were  still  going  badly 
with  Miss  Ruff.  As  Sindbad  carried  the  old 
man,  and  could  not  shake  him  off,  so  did  Miss 
Rufif  still  carry  Lady  Ruth  Revoke ;  and  the 
weight  was  too  much  for  her. 

She  manfully  struggled  on,  however — ^woman- 
fuUy  would  perhaps  be  a  stronger  and  more 
appropriate  word.  She  had  to  calculate  not 
only  how  to  play  her  own  hand  correctly,  but 
she  had  also  to  calculate  on  her  partner's 
probable  errors.  This  was  hard  work,  and 
required  that  all  around  her  should  be  un- 
distiurbed  and  silent  In  the  midst  of  a  maze 
of  uncontrollable  difficulties,  the  buzz  buzz  of 
Miss  Baker's  voice  fell  upon  her  ears,  and  up 
she  rose  from  her  chair. 

"Miss  Todd,"  she  said,  and  Miss  Todd, 
looking  round  from  a  neighbouring  table,  shone 
upon  her  with  her  rosy  face.  But  all  the 
shining  was  of  no  avail. 

"  Miss  Todd,  if  this  is  to  be  a  conversazione, 
we  had  better  make  it  so  at  once.  But  if  it's 
whist,  then  I  must  say  I  never  heard  so  much 
talking  in  my  life!" 

**  It's  a  little  of  both,"  said  Miss  Todd,  not 
sotto  voce 

"  Oh,  very  well ;  now  I  understand,"  said 
Miss  Rufif;  and  then  she  resumed  her  work 
and  went  on  with  her  calculations. 

Miss  Baker  and  Sir  Lionel  got  up,  of  coarse, 
and  going  over  to  the  further  part  of  the  room 
continued  their  conversation.     She  soon  told 
him  all  she  knew.    She  had  haidVy  ^^^ts.  Q»^Qrt^ 
herself,  she  said.     But  CaroWne  YvadV^^  ^\cycssj» 
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interview  with  hitn,  and  on  leaving  him  had 
said  thai  all — all  now  was  over, 

"I  don't  know  what  to  make  of  it,"  said  Miss 
Baker,  with  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes. 
"What  do  you  think.  Sir  Lionel?  You  know 
they  say  lovers  always  do  quarrel,  and  always 
do  make  it  up  agab." 

"  George  is  a  very  headstrong  fellow,"  said 
Sir  Lionel, 

"  Yes,  that  is  wliat  I  have  always  felt ;  always. 
There  was  no  being  sure  with  him.  He  is  so 
wild,  and  has  such  starts." 

"  Has  this  been  his  doing  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  think  so.  Not  but  that  Caroline 
is  very  spirited  too  1  I  suppose  somehow  it 
came  about  between  them." 

"  He  was  tired  of  waiting." 

"That  might  have  been  a  reason  twelve 
months  ago,  but  there  was  to  be  no  more  delay 
now;  that  is  as  I  understood  it.  No,  it  has  not 
been  that,  Sir  Lionel.  It  makes  me  very  un- 
happy, I  know;"  and  Miss  Bakei  again  used 
her  handkerchief. 

"  You  mustn't  distress  yourself,  my  dearest 
friend,"  said  Lionel.  "For  my  sake,  don't. 
Oh,  if  you  knew  how  it  pains  me  to  see  you 
suffering  in  that  way  I  I  think  more  of  you  in 
the  matter  than  even  of  George  ;  I  do  indeed." 
And  Sir  Lionel  contrived  to  give  a  little  pinch 
to  the  top  of  one  of  Miss  Baker's  fingers— not, 
however,  without  being  observed  by  the  sharj) 
eyes  of  his  hostess. 

"But,  Caroline  !"  sobbed  Miss  Baker,  behind 
Aer  handkerchief.  She  was  mcc\^  ensconced  in 
t^e  depth  0/  a  Iounging-cha.it,  so  X\\a.X.  ^"Re.  tc-iii. 
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turn  her  face  from  the  bard-tables.  It  is  so 
sweet  to  be  consoled  in  one's  misery,  especially 
when  one  really  believes  that  the  misery'  is  not 
incurable.  So  that  on  the  whole  Miss  Baker 
was  not  unhappy. 

"Yes,  dear  CaroUne/'  said  Sir  lionel;  "of 
course  I  can  say  nothing  till  I  have  heard  more 
of  the  matter.  But  do  you  think  Caroline  really 
loves  him  ?    Sometimes  I  have  thought      '    " 

*^  So  have  I,  sometimes;  that  is  I  used.  But 
she  does  love  him,  Sir  Lionel;  that  is,  if  I 
know  anything  about  it" 

"  Ah,  dearest  friend,  do  you  know  anything 
about  it  ?  that  is  the  very  question  I  want  to 
ask  you.  Do  you  know  anything  about  it? 
Sometimes  I  have  thought  you  knew  nothing. 
And  then  sometimes  I  have  thought,  been  bold 

enough  to  think "    And  Sir  Lionel  looked 

intently  at  the  handkerchief  which  covered  her 
face ;  and  Miss  Todd  looked  furtively,  ever  and 
anon,  at  Sir  Lionel  "I  declare  I  think  it 
would  do  very  weU,"  said  Miss  Todd  to  herself 
good-naturedly. 

Miss  Baker  did  not  quite  understand  him, 
but  she  felt  herself  much  consoled.  Sir  Lionel 
was  a  remarkably  handsome  man;  as  to  that 
she  had  made  up  her  mind  long  since :  then  he 
was  a  peculiarly  gentlemanlike  man,  a  very 
friendly  man,  and  a  man  who  exactly  suited  all 
her  tastes.  She  had  for  some  weeks  past  begun 
to  think  the  day  tedious  in  which  she  did  not 
see  him ;  and  now  it  was  driven  in  upon  her 
mind  that  conversation  was  a  much  pleasanter 
occupation  than  whist*,  \liaX.  Va,  coxsN«^'^v5i^ 
with  so  high-polished  a   mati   ^^  ^vt  \X^^i^^ 
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Bertram.  But,  nevertheless,  she  did  not  quite 
understand  what  he  meant,  nor  did  she  know 
how  she  ought  to  answer  it.  Why  need 
•ihe  answer  him  at  all?  CouM  she  not  sit 
there,  wiping  her  eyes  softly  and  comfortably, 
and  listen  to  what  might  come  next  ? 

"  I  sometimes  think  that  some  women  never 
love,"  said  Sir  Lionel. 

"  Perhaps  they  don't,"  said  Miss  Baker. 

"  And  yet  in  the  depth  of  many  a  heart  there 
may  be  a  fund  of  passion." 

"Oh,  there  may,  certainl)',"  said  Miss  Baker. 

"  And  in  your  own,  my  friend  ?  Is  there  no 
such  fund  there  ?  Are  there  no  hidden  depths 
there  unexplored,  still  fresh,  but  still,  perhaps 
still  to  be  reached  ?  " 

Again  Miss  Baker  found  it  easiest  to  lie  well 
back  into  her  chair,  and  wipe  her  eyes  com- 
fortably. She  was  not  prepared  to  say  much 
about  the  depths  of  her  own  heart  at  so  very 
short  a  notice. 

Sir  Lionel  was  again  about  to  speak — and 
who  can  say  what  might  have  come  next,  how 
far  those  hidden  depths  might  have  been  tried  ? 
— when  he  was  arrested  in  the  midst  of  his 
pathos  by  seeing  Mrs.  Garded  and  Mr.  Fiuzy- 
bell  each  rush  to  a  shoulder  of  Lady  Ruth 
Rtvokc.  The  colonel  quitted  his  love  for  the 
moment,  and  hurried  to  the  distant  table ;  while 
Miss  Baker,  removing  her  handkerchief,  sat  up 
and  gazed  at  the  scene  of  action. 

The  quarrelling  had  been  going  on  unabated, 
t/ut  that  bad  caused  little  surprise.  It  is  aston- 
i.^hing  bow  soon  the  ear  becoiaes  ^^ti  \.o  wi- 
dviJidea,    They  were  now  accttSfcomti  Xft_^^ 
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Rulf  s  voice,  and  thought  nothing  of  her  excla- 
mations. **  Well,  I  declare — ^what,  the  ten  of 
spades ! — ^ha !  ha !  ha !  well,  it  is  an  excellent 
joke — if  you  could  have  obliged  me,  Lady  Rudi, 
by  returning  my  lead  of  trumps,  we  should  have 
been  out/'  &c.,  &c.,  &c.  All  this  and  more 
attracted  no  attention,  and  the  general  pity  for 
Lady  Ruth  had  become  dead  and  passive. 

But  at  last  Miss  Ru^Ts  tongue  went  faster 
and  faster,  and  her  words  became  sharper  and 
sharper.  Lady  Ruth's  countenance  became 
very  strange  to  look  at.  She  bobbed  her  head 
about  slowly  in  a  manner  that  frightened  Mr. 
Fuzzybell,  and  ceased  to  make  any  remark  to 
her  partner.  Then  Mrs.  Garded  made  two 
direct  appeals  to  Miss  Ruflf  for  mercy. 

But  Miss  Ruff  could  not  be  mercifuL  Perhaps 
on  each  occasion  she  refrained  for  a  moment, 
but  it  was  only  for  a  moment ;  and  Mrs.  Garded 
and  Mr.  Fuzzybell  ceased  to  think  of  their 
cards,  and  looked  only  at  the  Lady  Ruth ;  and 
then  of  a  sudden  they  both  rose  from  their  seats, 
the  colonel,  as  we  have  said,  rushed  across  the 
room,  and  all  the  players  at  all  the  tables  put 
down  their  cards  and  stood  up  in  alarm. 

Lady  Ruth  was  sitting  perfectly  still,  except 
that  she  still  bobbed  her  old  head  up  and  down 
in  a  strange  unearthly  manner.  She  had  about 
ten  cards  in  her  hand  which  she  held  motion- 
less. Her  eyes  seemed  to  be  fixed  in  one  con- 
tinued stare  directly  on  the  face  of  her  foe. 
Her  lower  jaw  had  fallen  so  as  to  give  a  mon- 
strous extension  to  her  cadaverous  face.  There 
she  sat  apparently  speechV^^ ',  \i>aX.  ^"S^  ^^"^ 
bobbed  her  head,  and  stvW  s\ve\v€^^^^  cas.^- 
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It  was  known  at  Littlebath  that  she  had 
suffered  from  paralysis,  and  Mrs.  Garded  and 
Mr.  Fuzzybell  thinking  that  she  was  having  or 
about  to  have  a  fit,  naturally  rushed   to  her 


"  What  is  the  matter  with  her  ?  "  said  Miss 
RufR     "  Is  anything  the  matter  with  her?" 

Miss  Todd  was  now  at  the  old  lady's  side. 
"  Lady  Ruth,"  said  she,  "  do  you  find  yourself 
not  well  ?  Shall  we  go  into  my  room  ?  Sii 
Lionel,  will  you  help  her  ladyship?"  And 
between  them  they  raised  Lady  Ruth  from  her 
chair.  But  she  still  clutched  the  cards,  still 
fixed  her  eyes  on  Miss  Ruff,  and  still  bobbed 
her  head. 

"  Do  you  feel  yourself  ill.  Lady  Ruth  ? " 
said  Miss  Todd.  But  her  ladyship  answered 
nothing. 

It  seemed,  however,  that  her  ladyship  could 
walk,  for  with  her  two  supporters  she  made  her 
way  nearly  to  the  door  of  the  room.  There  she 
stood,  and  having  succeeded  in  shaking  off  Sir 
Lionel's  arm,  she  turned  and  faced  round  upon 
the  company.  She  continued  to  bob  her  head 
at  them  all,  and  then  made  this  little  speech, 
uttering  each  word  very  slowly, 

"  I  wish  she  had  a  glass  tongue  as  well, 
because  then  perhaps  she'd  break  it."  And 
having  so  revenged  herself,  she  suffered  Miss 
Todd  to  lead  her  away  into  the  bedroom.  It 
was  clear  at  least  that  she  had  no  (it,  and  the 
company  was  thankful. 

Sir  Lionel,  seeing  how  it  was,  left  them  at  the 
door  of  the  bedroom,  and  a  few  minutes  after- 
wards  Miss  Todd,   Mrs.   Flounce,  and   Lady 


'd 
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Ruth's  own  maid  succeeded  in  getting-  her  into 
a  cab.  It  is  believed  that  after  a  day  or  two 
she  was  none  the  worse  for  what  had  happened, 
and  that  she  made  rather  a  boast  of  having  put 
down  Miss  RuJ£  For. the  moment.  Miss  Knff 
was  rather  put  down. 

When  Miss  Todd  returned  to  the  drawing- 
room  that  lady  was  sitting  quite  by  herself  on 
an  ottoman.  She  was  bolt  upright,  with  her 
hands  before  her  on  her  lap,  striving  to  look  as 
though  she  were  perfectly  indifferent  to  what 
had  taken  place.  But  there  was  ever  and  again 
a  little  twitcli  about  her  mouth,  and  an  involun- 
tary movement  in  her  eye  which  betrayed  the 
effort,  and  showed  that  for  this  once  Lady  Ruth 
had  conquered.  Mr.  Fuzzybell  was  standing 
with  a  frightened  look  at  the  fireplace;  whUe 
Mrs.  King  Garded  hung  sorrowing  over  her 
cards,  for  when  the  accident  happened  she  had 
two  by  honours  in  her  own  hand. 

When  Miss  Todd  returned  some  few  of  her 
guests  were  at  work  again;  but  most  of  the  tables 
were  broken  up.  "Poor  dear  old  lady,*'  said 
Miss  Todd,  "  she  has  gone  home  none  the  worse. 
She  is  very  old,  you  know,  and  a  dear  good 
creature." 

"A  sweet  dear  creature,"  said  Mrs.  Short- 
pointz,  who  loved  the  peeragei  and  hated  Miss 
Ruflf. 

"  Come,"  said  Miss  Todd,  **  Parsmip  has  got 
a  little  supper  for  us  downstairs;  shall  Ve  go 
down  ?  Miss  Ruff,  you  and  I  will  go  and  call 
on  Lady  Ruth  to-morrow.  Sir  Lionel,  will  you 
give  your  arm  to  Lady  Longspade  ?  Come,  my 
dear;"   and  so  Miss  Todd  took  Miss  Baker 
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under  her  wing,  and  they  all  went  down  to 
supper.  But  Miss  Ruff  said  not  another  word 
that  night, 

"  Ha  !  ha  1 "  said  Miss  Todd,  poking  her  fan 
Hi  Misa  Baker,  "  I  see  all  about  it,  I  assure  you ; 
and  I  quite  approve," 

Miss  Baker  felt  very  comforlahle,  but  she  did 
not  allogelher  understand  her  friend's  joke. 


CHAPTER   XXIII 


George  Bertram,  as  ive  have  seen,  returned  to 
town  after  his  interview  with  Miss  Waddington 
without  seeing  his  father.  Neither  to  his  mind 
nor  to  hers  was  any  comfort  brought  by  that 
grammatical  rule  in  which  Miss  Baker  had  found 
so  much  consolation.  For  both  of  them  the 
separation  was  now  a  thing  completed.  Each 
knew  enough  of  the  other  to  feel  that  ihat  other's 
pride  was  too  high  to  admit  of  his  or  her  making 
any  first  fresh  advancement, 

George  endeavoured  to  persuade  himself  that 
he  was  glad  of  what  he  had  done ;  but  he  failed 
utterly.  He  had  loved  her,  did  love  her  dearly, 
and  found  that  he  never  valued  her  as  he  did 
now.  She  had  behaved  shamefully  to  him.  He 
said  that  to  himself  over  and  over  again.  But 
what  had  that  to  do  with  love  P  He  did  not  love 
her  the  less  because  she  had  made  public  his 
letter,  the  secrets  of  his  heact,  that  which  should 
haye  been  as  private  as  the  pasawni  ol  '^m  Q's'a 
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bosom.  He  could  not  love  her  less  because  she 
talked  over  these  with  another  man,  however 
much  he  might  feel  himself  bound  to  cast  her 
off  for  doing  so.  So  he  shut  himself  up  in  his 
chambers;  wrote  pages  for  his  new  bpol^  that 
were  moody,  misanthropical,  and  unbelieving; 
and  on  the  whole  was  very  unhappy. 

Nor  was  Caroline  much  better  able  to  bear 
the  shock;  though  with  her  there  was  more 
propriety  of  demeanour  under  the  blow,  and  a 
better  mental  control.  That  was  of  course,  for 
she  was  a  woman — and  being  a  woman,  she  had 
to  take  care  that  the  world  knew  nothing  of 
what  was  going  on  within  her  heart. 

For  two  days  she  remained  perfectly  calm. 
She  allowed  herself  no  vent  whatever  for  her 
feelings.  She  made  the  breakfast ;  sat  close  at 
her  tambour  frame,  or  more  frequently  close  at 
her  book;  read  aloud  to  her  aunt;  went  out 
and  made  calls;  and  attended  minutely  to  all 
the  ordinary  occupations  of  her  life.  Her  aunt 
never  once  caught  her  with  a  tear  in  her  eye, 
never  saw  her  sitting  thoughtful,  unoccupied, 
with  her  head  leaning  on  her  arm.  Had  she 
done  so,  she  would  have  spoken  to  her  about 
George.  As  it  was,  she  did  not  dare  to  do  so. 
There  was  during  these  days,  and  indeed  out- 
wardly for  many  days  afterwardS|  an  iron  stub- 
bornness about  Caroline  which  frightened  Miss 
Baker  and  altogether  prevented  her  from  alluding 
to  the  ppssibihty  of  a  reconciliation.  Nothing 
could  be  more  gentle,  nay,  more  obedient,  than 
Caroline's  manner  and  way  with  her  aunt  at 
this  time:  she  yielded  to  her  in  everythitv^S 
bat  i^r  aunt  perceived  tliat  a\\  uXXetax^c^  ^s»  "va 
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the  one  subject  which  was  nearest  to  both  their 
hearts  was  effectually  forbidden. 

Caroline  allowed  two  whole  days  to  pass 
before  she  would  allow  herself  to  think  of  what 
had  taken  place.  She  read  through  half  the 
nights,  so  as  to  secure  sleep  for  herself  when  she 
lay  down.  But  on  the  third  morning  she  opened 
her  desk  in  her  own  room,  and  sat  down  and 
wrote  to  Adela  Gauntlet. 

"  Littlebath,  Friday. 

"Dearest  Adela, — An  occurrence  has  taken 
place  of  which  I  have  not  yet  allowed  myself  to 
think,  and  which  I  shall  first  realize  and  bring 
home  to  myself  in  writing  to  you ;  and  yet  before 
it  happened  I  had  thought  of  it  very  often — even 
talked  of  it  with  aunt  Mary;  and  sometimes 
thought  of  it  and  talked  of  it  as  though  it  were 
almost  desirable.  I  wish  I  may  teach  myself  so 
to  think  of  it  now. 

"All  is  over  between  me  and  Mr.  Bertram. 
He  came  down  here  on  Tuesday  and  told  me 
so.  I  do  not  blame  him.  Nor  can  I  blame 
him ;  not  at  least  for  what  he  has  done,  though 
his  manner  in  doing  it  was  very  harsh. 

"  I  would  tell  you  all  if  I  could,  but  it  is  so 
hard  in  a  letter.  I  wish  you  were  here.  But 
no ;  you  would  drive  me  mad  by  advice  which  I 
could  not,  would  not  take.  Last  summer,  when 
I  was  so  unhappy  in  London,  aunt  and  I  had 
some  conversation  about  our  affairs  with  a  person 
there.  Mr.  Bertram  heard  of  this  while  he  was 
in  Paris.  He  did  not  approve  of  it ;  and  he 
wrote  me,  oh!  such  a  letter.  I  should  have 
thought  it  impossible  for  him  to  have  written 
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such  words  to  me.  I  was  mad  with  grief,  and  I 
showed  this  letter  to  the  same  person.  There, 
Adela,  I  must  tell  you  alL  It  was  Mr,  Harcoart, 
George's  intimate  friend.  George  particularly 
begged  me  in  that  letter  not  to  talk  to  him  any 
more;  and  yet  I  did  this.  But  I  was  half 
frenzied  with  grief;  and  why  was  I.  to  obey  one 
who  had  no  right  to  command  me,,  and  who 
made  his  commands  so  harsh?  His  request 
would  have  been  a  law  to  me. 

"  But  I  know  I  was  wrong,  Adela.  I  have 
known  it  every  minute  since  I  showed  the 
letter.  I  was  sure  I  was  wrong,  because  I  could 
not  tell  him  that  I  had  done  so.  It  made  me 
afraid  of  Jiim,  and  I  never  before  was  afraid  of 
anyone.  Well;  I  did  not  tell  him,  and  now 
he  has  found  it  out.  I  would  not  condescend 
to  ask  him  how ;  but  I  think  I  know.  This  at 
least  I  know,  that  he  did  so  in  no  ignoble  way, 
by  no  mean  little  suspicions.  He  did  not  seek 
to  discover  it  It  had  come  upon  him  like  a 
great  blow,  and  he  came  at  once  to  me  to  learn 
the  truth.  I  told  him  the  truth,  and  this  has 
been  the  end  of  it 

"  Now  you  know  it  all ;  all  except  his  look,, 
his  tone,  his  manner.  These  I  cannot  tell  you 
— cannot  describe.  I  seem  now  to  know  him 
better,  understand  him  more  thoroughly  than 
ever  I  did.  He  is  a  man  for  a  tender-hearted 
woman  to  love  to  madness.  And  I——  Ah  I 
never  mind,  dearest ;  I  think — nay,  I  am  siire 
I  can  get  over  it.  You  never  could.  Yes ;  he 
is  a  man  for  a  woman  to  worship ;  but  yet  be  is 
so  rough,  so  stern,  so  harsh  in  Yv\s  3ccv^<^t«  1^^ 
does  not  mensure  his  words  at  ^VL     \  ^^'^^ 
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I  think  lie  knows  ihe  kind  of  things  he  says. 
And  yet  the  while  his  heart  is  so  tender,  so 
soft ;  I  could  see  it  all.  But  he  gives  one  no 
lime  to  acknowledge  it— at  least,  he  gave  me 
nont.  Wore  you  ever  scolded,  upbraided, 
scorned  by  a  man  you  loved  ?  and  did  you  ever 
feel  that  you  loved  him  the  belter  for  all  his 
scorn?  I  felt  so,  I  could  so  feel,  though  it 
was  impossible  to  confess  it.  But  he  was 
wrong  there.  He  should  not  have  upbraided  me 
unless  he  intended  to  forgive.  I  think  I  have 
read  that  it  is  not  kingly  for  a  king  to  receive 
a  suppliant  for  pardon,  unless  he  intends  to 
forgive.  I  can  understand  that.  If  his  mind 
was  made  up  to  condemn  me  altogether,  he 
should  have  written  and  so  have  convicted  me. 
But  in  such  matters  he  considers  nothing.     He 

I      acts  altogether  from  the  heart. 

"I  am,  however,  sure  of  this,  dear  Adela, 

I  that  it  is  all  better  as  it  is.  There ;  with  you, 
I  will  scorn  all  falsehood.  For  once,  and,  if 
possible,  only  for  once,  the  truth  shall  stand  out 
plainly.  I  love  hina  as  I  never,  never  can  love 
another  man.  I  love  him  as  I  never  thought  to 
love  any  man.  I  feel  at  this  moment  as  though 
I  could  be  content  to  serve  him  as  his  menial. 
For  she  who  is  his  wife  must  so  serve  him — and 
how  long  should  I  be  content  to  do  so  ? 

"  But  yet  I  wrong  him  in  this.  He  is  most 
imperious,  absolutely  imperious — must  be  alto- 
gether master  in  all  things;  that  is  what  I  mean. 
But  to  one  who  loved  him  well,  and  would 
permit  this,  he  would  be  the  tenderest,  gentlest, 
roosi  loving  of  masters.  He  "«o\i\d  -not.  permit 
iJie  wind  lo  blow  too  hatsMy  ob  \\\a  5\a.Nt.   "V 
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have  loved  him  well,  but  I  could  not  permit 
this.  I  could  not  permit  it  for  a  whole  lifetime ; 
and  therefore  it  is  well  that  we  have  parted. 

"  You  will  hardly  believe  this  of  him,  for  he 
seems  in  general  company  to  be  so  good- 
humoured.  With  people  that  are  indifferent  to 
him,  no  man  is  less  exacting;  but  with  those 
near  to  him  in  life  he  never  bends,  not  an  inch. 
It  is  this  that  has  estranged  his  uncle  from  him. 
But  yet  how  noble,  how  grand  a  man  he  is ! 
To  all  pecuniary  considerations  he  is  absolutely 
indifferent  A  falsehood,  even  a  concealment, 
is  impossible  with  him.  Who  that  either  of  us 
knows  is  equal  to  or  approaches  him  in  talent  ? 
He  is  brave,  generous,  simple-hearted  beyond 
all  that  I  have  ever  known.     Who  is  like  him  ? 

And  yet To  you,  once  for  all,  I  say  all 

this.  But,  Adela,  do  not  take  advantage  of  me. 
You  ought  to  know  that  were  it  not  all  over,  I 
should  not  say  it. 

"  I  wish  that  you  had  been  betrothed  to  him. 
Oh,  how  I  wish  it !  You  are  not  worldly,  as  I 
am;  not  stubborn,  nor  proud  of  heart  Not 
that  you  have  not  pride,  a  truer,  better  pride. 
You  could  have  brought  yourself  to  submit,  to 
be  guided,  to  be  a  secondary  portion  of  himself 
— and  then  how  he  would  have  loved  you ! 

"  I  have  often  wondered  that  he  should  have 
thought  of  me.  No  two  persons  were  ever  less 
suited  for  each  other.  I  knew  that  when  I 
accepted  him,  foolishly  accepted  him  because 
I  liked  him,  and  now  I  am  rightly  punished. 
But,  ah  I  that  he  should  be  punished  too !  for  he 
is  punished.  I  know  he  loves  tn^  \  >Dw3vx^  'V 
inow  nothing  would  now  induce  YvVca  Xo  \s^^ 


426  The  Bertrams 

me.  And  I  know  this  also,  that  nothing — 
nothing — nothing  would  induce  me  to  be  so 
taken.  Not  if  he  were  begging — as  he  never 
will  beg  to  any  woman,  I  would  be  too  true  to 
him,  too  true  to  what  I  now  know  to  be  his 
happiness. 

"  As  for  me,  I  dare  say  I  shall  marry  yet,  I 
have  some  little  money,  and  that  sort  of  manner 
which  many  men  think  most  becoming  for  the 
top  of  their  tables  and  the  management  of  their 
drawing-roomSi  If  I  do,  there  shall  be  no 
deceit.  I  certainly  shall  not  marry  for  love, 
indeed,  from  early  years  I  never  thought  it 
possible  that  I  should  do  so.  I  have  floundered 
unawares  Into  the  pitfall,  and  now  I  must 
flounder  out.  I  have  always  thought  that  there 
was  much  in  the  world  well  worth  the  living  for 
besides  love.  Ambition  needs  not  be  a  closed 
book  for  women,  unless  they  choose  to  close  it. 
I  do  not  see  but  that  a  statesman's  wife  may 
stand  nearly  as  high  in  the  world  as  the  atates- 
I  man  stands  himself  Money,  position,  rank  are 
worth  the  having — at  any  rate,  the  world  thinks 
so,  or  why  else  do  they  so  scramble  for  them? 
I  will  not  scramble  for  them ;  but  if  they  come 
in  my  way,  why,  I  may  probably  pick  them  up. 

"  This  will  be  odious  to  you.  I  know  it  will. 
A  potato-paring  and  a  true  heart  are  your  beau- 
ideal  for  this  world.  I  am  made  of  viler  stuff. 
I  have  had  the  true  heart,  and  see  what  I  have 
made  of  it ! 

"  You  will  answer  me,  of  course.    I  could 

Snd  it  in  my  heart  to  beg  you  not  to  do  so, 

only  now  I  could  not  aHoid  lo  ttwaV.  \.\\aS.  ^qu. 

were  cold  to   me.     I  knoTi  you  ■«'^  "«^\a  \a 
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me ;  but,  pray,  pray  do  not  advise  me  to  submit 
myself  to  him  under  the  idea  that  a  reconcilia- 
tion is  possible.  A  reconciliation  is  not  possible, 
and  I  will  not  submit  myself  to  him.  I  know 
I  speak  the  truth  when  I  say  that  our  marriage 
is  not  to  be  desired.  I  acknowledge  his  merits ; 
I  confess  his  superiority :  but  these  very  merits, 
this  great  superiority,  make  it  impossible  that  I 
should  suit  him  as  a  wife. 

"  On  that  matter  I  have  made  up  my  mind. 
I  will  never  marry  him.  I  only  say  this  to 
deter  you  from  wasting  your  energy  in  en* 
deavouring  to  bring  us  again  together.  ,1  know 
very  well  that  I  shall  not  be  asked — that  lus 
mind  is  equally  firm. 

"And  now,  good-bye.  You  know  all  my 
heart,  and,  as  far  as  I  can  tell  them,  all  my  feel- 
ings. A  long  letter  from  you  will  give  me  much 
delight  if  you,  will  comply  with  my  earnest  request. 

"  This  letter  has  been  a  very  selfish  one,  for 
it  is  all  about  mysel£  But  you  will  forgive  that 
now.    God  bless  you. 

"  Your  affectionate  friend,. 

"P.S. — I  have  said  nothing  to  aunt  Mary, 
except  to  tell  her  that  the  match  is  broken  off; 
and  she  has  kindly — so  kindly,  abstained  fi'om 
any  questions." 

Adela   Gauntlet  was   all    alone   when   she 
received  this  letter  at  West  Putford.     In  these 
days  she  generally  was  all  alone;     That  she 
should  answer  it,  answer  it  at  once^  ^^.^  jaJl 
course  certain.     But  how  should  ^e  ias^exSx'^ 
Jlermind  was  soon  made  up,  mftv  -maxi:^  \t^x^% 
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partly  for  her  friend  and  partly  for  herselC 
Caroline's  happiness  had  been,  nay,  probably 
still  was,  in  her  own  hands,  and  she  was  going 
to  throw  it  away.  For  herself,  happiness  had 
never  been  within  her  own  reach.  "  Be  his 
menial  servant ! "  she  repeated  to  herself,  as  she 
read  and  re-read  the  letter.  "  Yes ;  of  course 
she  should  if  he  required  it.  It  would  be  for 
her  to  make  him  know  that  she  could  be  some- 
thing better  to  him!" 

Her  judgment  was  soon  formed.  She  con- 
demned Caroline  altogether  on  Caroline's  own 
showing.  In  such  matters  one  woman  almost 
always  conilemns  another,  She  took  no  notice 
of  the  allusion  to  Bertram's  harshness;  she 
almost  overlooked  the  generosity  with  which  her 
friend  had  written  of  the  lover  who  had  rejected 
her.  She  only  saw  Caroline's  great  fault.  How 
could  she  have  brought  herself  to  talk  with  Mr. 
Harcourt — with  a  young  unmarried  man — on 
such  a  subject  ?  And,  oh  !  how  was  it  possible 
that  she  could  have  brought  herself  to  show  him 
such  a  letter  ?  She  wrote  her  answer  that  same 
night,  as  follows ; — 

"  West  Putford,  SalurJay  night. 

"  Dearest  Caroline, — Your  letter  has  made 
me  most  unhappy.  I  almost  think  that  I  have 
suffered  more  in  reading  it  than  you  did  in 
writing  it.  You  have  made  a  request  to  me 
with  which  I  cannot,  will  not  comply.  I  can 
only  write  lo  you  the  truth,  as  I  think  it.  What 
else  can  I  write  ?  How  can  I  frame  my  letter 
in  any  other  way  ? 

"But  I  will  acknowledge  this,  that  it  is  nselcss 
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for  me  to  suggest  anything  to  you  as  to  your 
own  happiness.  But  diere  is  more  than  that  to 
be  thought  of.  There  is  that  which  you  are 
bound  to  think  of  before  that.  Whether  you  have 
broken  with  Mr.  Bertram  or  not,  there  has  been 
that  between  you  which  makes  it  your  duty  in 
this  matter  to  regard  his  happiness  as  your  first 
consideration. 

"Dearest,  dearest  Caroline,  I  fear  that  you 
have  been  wrong  throughout  in  this  affair.  I 
do  not  dread  your  being  angry  with  me  for  say- 
ing so.  In  spite  of  what  you  say,  I  know  your 
heart  is  so  warm  that  you  would  be  angry  with 
me  if  I  blamed  him.  You  were  wrong  in  talking 
to  Mr.  Harcourt;  doubly  wrong  in  showing  to 
him  that  letter.  If  so,  is  it  not  your  business 
to  put  that  wrong  right  ?  to  remedy  if  you  can 
the  evil  that  has  come  of  it  ? 

"  I  feel  quite  sure  that  Mr.  Bertram  loves  you 
with  all  his  heart,  and  that  he  is  one  who  will  be 
wretched  to  his  heart's  core  at  losing  what  he 
loves.  It  is  nothing  to  say  that  it  is  he  who  has 
rejected  you.  You  understand  his  moods ;  even 
I  understand  them  well  enough  to  know  in  what 
temper  that  last  visit  was  made.  Answer  this  to 
yourself.  Had  you  then  asked  his  pardon,  do 
you  not  know  that  he  would  have  given  it  you 
with  a  rapture  of  joy?  Do  you  not  feel  that  he 
was  then  at  that  moment  only  too  anxious  to 
forgive?  And  are  you,  you  who  have  sinned 
against  him,  are  you  to  let  him  break  his  heart 
against  a  rock,  because  you  are  too  proud  to 
own  to  him  the  fault  which  you  acknowledge  to 
yourself?  Is  that  your  return  for  the  love  which 
he  has  borne  you  ? 
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"  Von  wish  that  be  had  loved  me,  you  say. 
I  Do  not  wish  avay  the  sweetest  ^  which  God 
em  give  to  a  woman  to  this  wodd.  It  vas 
not  possible  that  t  sbooid  hare  kyrcd  htm.  It 
is  qaile  impossible  now  that  yon  should  not 
do  sa 

"Tiy  to  think  in  dtis  affitir  with  sererity  to- 
watds  yoorsdf;  and  xA.  yoraselT  what  jmrtiee 
reqwes  of  yoo.  Uy  adnce  to  you  is  to  write 
to  Um.  Tdl  iam,  with  fradc  homilfty  and  frank 
aflkctioa,  ttac  ywi  ask  his  pardon  for  the  injury 
dUl  yaa  Ind  dosft  kim.  Say  bo  moce  than  that. 
If  it  stellstjn  phase  haa  to  consider  that  the 
eiifagtMMt  bawwn  yo«  is  at  an  end,  such  an 
wfcll»»>iiltiiiiiH  Itam  y«i  wiU  in  do  nay  con- 
slntai  hhn  to  riohte  that  resolve.  But  if  he 
itittDl — guod  I  know  that  this  other  '  if'  will  be 
the  true  one — the  first  train  diat  nms  will  bring: 
him  tnck  «0  yoa;  and  he,  who  I  am  sure  is 
now  wretched,  will  as»n  be  happy ;  ah !  happier 
than  he  has  been  for  so  long. 

"  I  implore  you  to  do  this,  not  for  your 
sake,  but  for  tus.  Yon  hav-e  done  wrong,  and 
ia  he  that  should  be  considered.  You  wtU  thin 
what  will  be  your  sufferings  if  he  does  not  notice' 
your  letter ;  should  he  not  be  softened  by  yoiu^ 
humility.  But  you  have  no  right  to  think  of 
that.  Vou  have  done  him  wrong,  and  you  owe 
him  reparation,  You  cannot  expect  that  you 
should  do  wrong  and  not  suffer. 

"  I  fear  I  have  written  savagely.  Dear,  dear 
Caroline,  come  to  me  here,  and  I  will  not  talk 
savagely.  I  too  am  not  happy.  I  have  not  my 
linppiness  bo  much  in  my  own  hands  as  you  have. 
Do  come  to  me.     Papa  will  be  delighted  to  see 
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you.    I  am  sure  Miss  Baker  could  spare  you  for 
a  fortnight.    Do,  do  come,  to 

"  Your  true  friend, 

"Adkla." 

There  was  much  of  craft  in  Adela  Gauntlet's 
letter;  but  if  craft  could  ever  be  pardonable, 
then  was  hers  pardonable  in  this  case.  She  had 
written  as  though  her  sole  thought  was  for  Mr. 
Bertram.  She  had  felt  that  in  this  way  only 
could  she  move  her  friend.  In  her  mind — 
Adela's  mind — ^it  was  a  settled  conviction,  firm 
as  rocks,  that  as  Caroline  and  Mr.  Bertram 
loved  each  other,  neither  of  them  could  be 
happy  unless  they  were  brought  together.  How 
could  she  best  aid  in  doing  this?  That  had 
been  her  main  thought,  and  so  thinking,  she 
had  written  this  letter,  filled  to  overflowing  with 
womanly  craft. 

And  her  craft  was  nearly  successful ;  but  only 
nearly ;  that  was  all.  Caroline  sat  in  her  solitude 
and  cried  over  this  letter  till  her  eyes  were  weary 
with  tears.  She  strove,  strove  valiantly  to  take 
her  fiiend's  advice;  strove  to  do  so  in  spite  of  all 
her  former  protestations.  She  got  pen  and  ink 
and  sat  herself  down  to  write  the  letter  of  humi- 
liation ;  but  the  letter  would  not  be  written ;  it 
was  impossible  to  her ;  the  words  would  not  form 
themselves :  for  two  days  she  strove,  and  then 
she  abandoned  the  task  as  for  ever  hopeless. 
And  thus  this  third  short  epistle  must  be  laid 
before  the  reader. 

"I  cannot  do  it,  Adela.  It  is  not  in  my 
nature.  You  could  do  it,  because  you  are  good, 
and  high,  and  pure.    Do  not  ]ud^e  oX\vw&  Xs^ 
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yourselE  I  cannot  do  it,  and  will  not  madden 
myself  by  thinking  of  it  again.  Good-bye  ;  God 
bless  you.  If  I  could  cure  your  grief  I  would 
come  to  you;  but  I  am  not  fit.  God  in  his  own 
time  win  cure  yours,  because  you  are  so  pijre. 
I  could  not  help  you,  nor  you  me ;  I  Had  better, 
therefore,  remain  where  I  am.  A  thousand 
thousand  kisses.  I  love  you  so  now,  because 
you  and  you  only  know  my  secret.  Oli,  if  you 
should  not  keep  it  1  But  I  know  you  will ;  j-ou 
are  so  true." 

This  was  all.  There  was  no  more ;  no  signa- 
ture. "  May  God  helj)  them  both ! "  said  Adela 
as  she  read  it. 


CHAPTER  XXIV 


I  HOPE  to  press  all  the  necessary  records  of  the 
next  three  or  four  months  into  a  few  pages,  A 
few  pages  will  be  needed  in  order  that  we  may 
know  how  old  Mr.  Bertram  behaved  when  he 
heard  of  this  rupture  between  his  nephew  and 
his  granddaughter. 

George,  when  he  found  himself  back  in  town, 
shut  himself  up  in  his  chambers  and  went  to 
work  upon  his  manuscript.  He,  too,  recog- 
nized the  necessity  of  labour,  in  order  that  the 
sorrow  within  his  heart  might  thus  become  dull 
and  deadened. 

But  it  was  deep,  true  sorrow — to  him  at  some 
periods  almost  overwhelniii)g :  he  would  get  up 
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from  his  desk  during  the  night,  and  throwing 
himself  on  the  sofa,  lie  there  writhing  in  his 
agony.  While  he  had  known  that  Caroline 
was  his  own,  he  had  borne  his  love  more 
patiently  than  does  many  a  man  of  less  intensity 
of  feeling.  He  had  been  much  absent  from 
her ;  had  not  abridged  those  periods  of  absence 
as  he  might  have  done ;  had,  indeed,  been  but 
an  indifferent  lover,  if  eagerness  and  empresse- 
ment  are  necessary  to  a  lover's  character.  But 
this  had  arisen  from  two  causes,  and  lukewarm- 
ness  in  his  love  had  not  been  either  of  them. 
He  had  been  compelled  to  feel  that  he  must 
wait  for  the  fruition  of  his  love ;  and  therefore 
had  waited.  And  then  he  had  been  utterlv 
devoid  of  any  feeling  of  doubt  in  her  he  loved. 
She  had  decided  that  they  should  wait  And 
so  he  had  waited  as  secure  away  from  her  as  he 
could  have  been  with  her. 

But  his  idea  of  a  woman's  love,  of  the  purity 
and  sanctity  of  her  feelings,  had  been  too  high. 
He  had  left  his  betrothed  to  live  without  him, 
frequently  without  seeing  him  for  months,  and 
yet  he  had  thought  it  utterly  impossible  that 
she  should  hold  confidential  intercourse  with 
another  man.  We  have  seen  how  things  fell 
out  with  him.  The  story  need  not  be  repeated. 
He  was  shocked,  outraged,  torn  to  the  heart's 
core;  but  he  loved  as  warmly,  perhaps  more 
warmly  than  ever. 

What  he  now  expected  it  is  impossible  to 
describe;  but  during  that  first  fortnight  of 
seclusion  in  the  midst  of  London,  he  did  half 
expect,  half  hope  that  something  would  turn 
up.     He   waited    and  waited,   still    assurixvsL 
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himself  that  his  resolve  was  inviolable,  and  that 
nothing  should  make  him  lenew  his  engage- 
ment :  and  yet  he  hoped  for  something.  There 
was  a  weight  on  his  heart  which  then  might 
have  been  removed. 

But  no  sign  was  made.  We  have  seen  how 
Adela,  who  felt  for  him,  had  striven  in  vain. 
No  sign  was  made  ;  and  at  the  end  of  the  fort- 
night he  roused  himself,  shook  his  mane,  and 
asked  himself  what  he  should  da 

In  the  first  place,  there  should  be  no  mystery. 
There  were  those  among  his  friends  to  whom 
he  had  felt  himself  bound  to  speak  of  his 
engagement  when  it  was  made,  and  to  them 
he  felt  himself  bound  to  communicate  the 
fact  now  that  it  was  unmade.  He  wrote  ac- 
cordingly to  Arthur  Wilkinson;  he  wrote  to 
Harcourt ;  and  determined  to  go  down  to 
Hadley.  He  would  have  written  also  to  his 
uncle,  but  he  had  never  done  so,  and  hardly 
knew  how  to  commence  a  correspondence. 

His  letter  to  Harcourt  had  been  a  diiEciUt 
task  to  him,  but  at  last  it  was  finished  in  a  very 
few  words.  He  did  not  at  all  refer  to  what 
had  taken  place  at  Richmond,  or  allude  in  any 
way  to  tlie  nature  of  the  cause  which  had 
produced  this  sudden  disrupture.  He  merely 
said  that  his  engagement  with  Miss  Wadding- 
ton  was  broken  off  by  mutual  consent,  and  that 
he  thought  it  best  to  let  his  friend  know  this 
in  order  that  mistakes  and  consequent  annoy- 
ance might  be  spared.  This  was  very  short ; 
but,  nevertheless,  it  required  no  little  effort  in 
its  accomplishment. 

On  the  very  next  day  Harcourt  came  to  him 
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at  his  chambers.  This  surprised  him  much. 
For  though  he  had  no  intention  of  absolutely 
quarrelling  with  the  rising  legal  luminary,  he 
had  taught  himself  to  look  upon  any  renewal 
of  their  real  intimacy  as  out  of  the  question. 
They  were  sailing  on  essentially  different  tacks 
in  their  life's  voyages.  They  had  become  men 
of  different  views  in  everything.  Their  hours, 
their  habits,  their  friends,  their  ways  were  in  all 
things  unlike.  And  then,  moreover,  Bertram 
no  longer  liked  the  successfiil  barrister.  It 
maybe  said  that  he  had  learned  positively  to 
dislike  him.  It  was  not  that  Harcourt  had 
caused  this  wound  which  was  tearing  his  heart 
to  pieces ;  at  least,  he  thought  that  it  was  not 
that  He  declared  to  himself  a  dozen  times 
that  he  did  not  blame  Harcourt.  He  blamed 
no  one  but  Caroline — ^her  and  himself.  Nor 
was  it  because  the  man  was  so  successful. 
Bertram  certainly  did  not  envy  him.  But  the 
one  as  he  advanced  in  manhood  became 
worldly,  false,  laborious,  exact,  polished,  rich, 
and  agreeable  among  casual  acquaintances. 
The  other  was  the  very  reverse.  He  was 
generous  and  true  ;  but  idle — idle  at  any  rate 
for  any  good  ;  he  was  thoughtful,  but  cloudy 
in  his  thoughts,  indifferent  as  to  society,  poor, 
much  poorer  than  he  had  been  as  a  lad  at 
college,  and  was  by  no  means  gif):ed  with  the 
knack  of  making  pretty  conversation  for  the 
world  at  large.  Of  late  whenever  they  had 
met,  Harcourt  had  said  something  which  grated 
painfully  on  the  other's  inner  sensibilities,  and 
hence  had  arisen  this  dislike. 

But  the  dislike  seemed  to  be  all  on  one  side. 
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Harcourt  now  was  a  man  whose  i 
frequent  in  other  men's  mouths.  Great  changn 
were  impending  in  the  political  world,  and 
Harcourt  was  one  of  the  men  whom  the  world 
regarded  as  sure  to  be  found  swimming  on  the 
top  of  the  troubled  waters.  The  people  of  the 
Battersea  Hamlets  were  proud  of  him,  the 
House  of  Commons  listened  to  him,  suitors  em- 
ployed him,  and  men  potent  in  the  Treasury 
chambers,  and  men  also  who  hoped  to  be 
potent  there,  courted  and  flattered  him. 

All  this  made  him  busy;  but,  nevertheless, 
he  found  time  to  come  to  his  dear  friend. 

"  I  am  sorry  for  this  ;  ^'ery  sorry,"  he  said, 
as  he  put  out  his  hand  in  a  manner  that  seemed 
to  his  friend  to  be  almost  patronizing.  "  Can 
nothing  be  done?" 

"  Nothing  at  all,"  said  Bertram,  rather  curtly. 

"  Can  I  do  nothing  ?  "  said  the  cunning,  legal 
man. 

"  Nothing  at  all,"  said  Bertram,  very  curtly. 

"Ah,  I  wish  1  could.  I  should  be  so  happy 
to  rearrange  matters  if  it  be  at  all  possible." 
There  are  some  men  who  are  so  specially  good 
at  rearranging  the  domestic  disarrangements  of 
others. 

"It  is  an  affair,"  said  Bertram,  "which 
admits  of  no  interference.  Perhaps  it  is  un- 
necessary that  I  should  have  troubled  you  on 
the  matter  at  all,  for  I  know  that  you  are  very 
busy;  but " 

"My  dear  fellow — busy,  indeed  I  What 
business  could  be  more  important  lo  me  than 
my  friend's  happiness  ?  " 

'But,"  continued  George,  "as  the  affair  had 
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been  talked  over  so  often  between  you  and  me, 
I  thought  it  right  to  tell  you." 

**  Of  course — of  course ;  and  so  nothing  can 
be  done.  Ah,  well  I  it  is  very  sad,  very.  But 
I  suppose  you  know  best.  She  is  a  charming 
girL     Perhaps,  rather " 

"Harcourt,  I  had  rather  not  hear  a  word 
spoken  about  her  in  any  way ;  but  certainly 
not  a  word  in  her  dispraise." 

"  Dispraise !  no,  certainly  not.  It  would  be 
much  easier  to  praise  her.  I  always  admired 
her  very  much  ;  very  much  indeed." 

"  Well,  there's  an  end  of  it." 

"So  be  it  But  I  am  sorry,  very  sorry; 
heartily  sorry.  You  are  a  little  rough  now, 
Bertram.  Of  course  I  see  that  you  are  so. 
Every  touch  goes  against  the  hair  with  you; 
every  little  blow  hits  you  on  the  raw.  I  can 
understand  that ;  and  therefore  I  do  not  mind 
your  roughness.  But  we  are  old  friends,  you 
know.  Each  is  perhaps  the  other's  oldest 
friend ;  and  I  don't  mean  to  lose  such  a  friend 
because  you  have  a  shade  of  the  misanthrope 
on  you  just  now.  You'll  throw  the  bile  off  in 
another  essay,  rather  more  bitter  than  the  last, 
and  then  you'll  be  all  right." 

"  I'm  right  enough  now,  thank  you.  Only  a 
man  can't  always  be  in  high  spirits.  At  least, 
some  men  cannot." 

"  Well,  God  bless  you,  old  fellow  !  I  know 
you  want  me  gone ;  so  I'll  go  now.  But  never 
talk  to  me  about  my  business.  I  do  get  through 
a  good  deal  of  business,  but  it  shall  never  stand 
between  you  and  me." 

And  so  the  cunning  legal  man  went  his  way. 
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And  then  there  remained  the  journey  to 
Hadley.  After  tlial  it  was  his  purpose  to  go 
abroad  again,  to  go  to  Paris,  and  live  in  dingy 
lodgings  there  aii  cttiguihne,  to  read  French 
free-thinking  books,  to  study  the  wild  side  of 
politics,  to  learn  if  he  could,  among  French 
theatres  and  French  morals,  French  freedom  of 
action,  and  freedom  of  speech,  and  freedom  of 
thought — France  was  a  blessed  country  for 
freedom  in  those  days,  under  the  paternal 
monarchy  of  that  paternal  monarch,  Louis 
Philippe — to  learn  to  forget,  among  these 
sources  of  inspiration,  aU  that  he  had  known  of 
the  sweets  of  English  life. 

But  there  remained  the  journey  to  Hadley. 
It  had  always  been  his  custom  to  go  to  Mr. 
Pritchett  in  the  city  before  he  went  to  his  uncle's 
house,  and  he  did  so  now.  Everybody  who 
wished  to  see  Mr.  Bertram  always  went  to  Mr, 
Pritchett  first,  and  Mr.  Pritchett  would  usually 
send  some  avant-coiirier  to  warn  liis  patron  of 
the  invasion." 

"  Ah,  Mr.  George,"  said  Pritchett,  wheezing, 
with  his  most  melancholy  sigh.  "  You  shouldn't 
have  left  the  old  gentleman  so  long,  sir.  Indeed 
you  shouldn't," 

"  But  he  does  not  want  to  see  me,"  said 
I      George. 

L         "  Think  what  a  sight  of  money  that  is  !  "  con- 

I    tinued  Pritchett.     "One  would  really  think, 

P     Mr.  George,  that  you  objected  to  money.    There 

is  that  gentleman,  your  particular  friend,  you 

knoyi,  the  member  of  Parliament.     He  is  down 

there   constantly,   paying   Ws  ^es'^etvs,  aa  V,^ 

calls  it,"_ 
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*'What,  Mr.  Harcourt?'' 

"Yes,  Mr.  Harcourt.  And  he  sends  grapes 
in  spring,  and  turkeys  in  summer,  and  green 
peas  in  winter." 

<<  Green  peas  in  winter  I  they  must  cost  some- 
thing." 

"  Of  course  they  do ;  sprats  to  catch  big  fish 
with,  Mr.  George.  And  then  the  old  gentleman 
has  got  a  new  lawyer ;  some  sharp  new  light  of 
Mr.  Harcourt's  recommending.  Oh,  Mr.  George, 
Mr.  George  1  do  be  careful,  do  now !  Could 
not  you  go  and  buy  a  few  ducks,  or  pigeons, 
and  take  them  in  a  basket  ?  The  old  gentleman 
does  seem  to  like:  that  kind  of  thing,  though 
ten  years  since  he  was  so  different.  Half  a 
million  of  money,  Mr.  George !  It's  worth  a 
few  grapes  and  turkeys."  And  Mr.  Pritchett 
shook  his  head  and  wrung  his  hands;  for  he 
saw  that  nothing  he  said  produced  any  effect. 

George  went  to  Hadley  at  last  without  ducks 
or  pigeons,  grapes  or  turkeys.  He  was  very 
much  amused  however  with  the  perpetual  in- 
dustry of  his  friend.  ^^  Labor  omnia  vifuit  im- 
prohus^^  said  he  to  himself.  "  It  is  possible  that 
Harcourt  will  find  my  uncle's  blind  side  at  last" 

He  found  the  old  gentleman  considerably 
changed.  There  were,  occasionally,  flashes  of 
his  former  customary,  sarcastic  pungency ;  now 
and  again  he  would  rouse  himself  to  be  ill- 
natured,  antagonistic,  and  self-willed.  But  old 
age  and  illness  had  sadly  told  upon  him ;  and 
he  was  content  for  the  most  part  to  express  his 
humour  by  little  shrugs,  shakes  of  the  head^  and 
an  irritabJe  manner  he  had  AaleX^  ^joq^vl^^  ^'^ 
rubbing  his  hands  quickly  toge&v^* 
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"Well,  George,"  he  said,  when  his  neiiheiB 
shook  hands  with  him  and  asked  after  hi^| 
health.  9 

"  I  hope  you  are  better  than  you  were,  sisH 
I  was  sorry  to  hear  that  you  had  been  agat^l 
suffering." 

"Suffer,  yes  ;  a  man  looks  to  suffer  when  he 
gets  to  my  age.  He's  a  fool  if  he  doesn't,  at 
least.  Don't  trouble  yourself  to  be  sony  about 
it,  George." 

"  I  believe  you  saw  my  father  not  long  since?" 
Bertram  said  this,  not  quite  knowing  how  to  set 
the  conversation  going,  so  that  he  might  bring 
in  the  tidings  he  had  come  there  to  cununu- 
nicate, 

"  Yes,  I  did,"  said  Mr,  Bertram  senior ;  and 
his  hands  went  to  work  as  he  sat  in  the  arm- 
chair. 

"Did  you  find  him  much  altered  since  you 
last  met  ?  It  was  a  great  many  years  since,  1 
bebeve  ?  " 

"  Not  in  the  least  altered.  Your  father  will 
never  alter." 

George  now  knew  enough  of  his  father's 
character  to  understand  the  point  of  this ;  so  he 
changed  the  subject,  and  did  that  which  a  man 
who  has  anything  to  tell  should  always  do  at 
once;  he  commenced  the  telling  of  it  forth- 
with, 

"1  have  come  down  here  to-day,  sir,  because 
I  think  it  right  to  let  you  know  at  once  that 
Miss  Waddington  and  X  have  agreed  tliat  c 
engagement  shall  be  at  an  end." 

Mr.  Bertram  turned  sharp  round  in  his  chai 
"What?"  said  he.     "What?" 
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"Our  engagement  is  at  an  cnA  We  are 
both  aware  that  it  is  better  for  us  it  should 
be  so." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  Better  for  you  !  How 
can  it  be  better  for  yon?  Yon  are  two 
fools." 

"  Very  likely,  sir.  We  have  been  two  fools ; 
or,  at  any  rate,  I  have  been  one." 

Mr.  Bertram  sat  still  in  his  chair,  silent  for  a 
few  moments.  He  still  kept  rubbing  his  hands, 
but  in  meditation  rather  than  in  anger.  Though 
his  back  reached  to  the  back  of  his  chair,  his 
head  was  brought  forward  and  leaned  almost 
on  his  chest.  His  cheeks  had  fallen  in .  since 
George  had  seen  him,  and  his  jaw  hung  low, 
and  gave  a  sad,  thoughtful  look  to  his  face,  in 
which  also  there  was  an  expression  of  consider- 
able pain.  His  nephew  saw  that  what  he  had 
said  had  grieved  him,  and  was  sorry  for  it. 

"  George,"  he  said,  in  a  softer  voice  than  had 
ever  been  usual  with  him,  "  I  wish  you  to 
marry  Caroline.  Go  back  to  her,  and  make  it 
up.  Tell  her  that  I  wish  it,  if  it  be  necessary 
to  tell  her  anything." 

"Ah,  sir,  I  cannot  do  that.  I  should  not 
have  come  to  you  now  if  there  had  been  any 
room  for  doubt" 

"  There  must  be  no  room  for  doubt  This  is 
nonsense;  sheer  nonsense.  I  shall  send  to 
Mary."  George  had  never  before  heard  him 
call  Miss  Baker  by  her  Christian  name. 

"  It  cannot  be  helped,  sir.  Miss  Baker  can 
do  nothing  in  the  matter  now ;  nor  can  any  one 
else.  We  both  know  that  the  marriage  would 
not  suit  us." 
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"Not  suit  you  1  nonsense.  Two  babies  J  two 
fools  I  I  tell  you  it  will  suit  you;  it  will  suit 
me ! " 

Now  had  George  Bertram  junior  not  been  an 
absolute  ass,  or  a  mole  rather  with  no  eyesight 
whatever  for  things  above  ground,  he  would 
have  seen  from  this  that  he  might  not  only  have 
got  back  his  love,  but  have  made  sure  of  being 
his  uncle's  heir  into  the  bargain.  At  any  rate, 
there  was  sufficient  in  wbat  he  said  to  insure 
him  a  very  respectable  share  of  those  money- 
bags. How  would  Pritchett  have  rejoiced  had 
he  heard  the  old  man  speak  so  !  and  then  how 
would  he  have  sighed  and  wheezed  when  he 
s.iw  the  young  man's  indifference  1 

But  George  would  not  take  the  hint  He 
must  have  been  blind  and  dull,  and  dead  and 
senseless.  Who  before  had  ever  heard  Mr. 
Bertram  senior  speak  out  in  that  way?  "It 
will  suit  me  I"  And  that  &om  an  old  bache- 
lor, with  uncountable  money-bags,  to  his  only 
nephew  !  and  sucharequcst,  too, as  it  conveyed 
— that  he  would  again  make  himself  i^eeable 
to  a  beautiful  girl  whom  he  thoroughly  loved, 
and  by  whom  also  he  was  thoroughly  loved ! 
But  George  was  an  ass,  as  we  have  said  j  and  a 
mole,  a  blind  mole  ;  and  a  mule,  a  stiff-necked, 
stubborn  mule.  He  would  not  yield  an  inch  to 
his  uncle ;  nor  an  inch  lo  his  own  feelings. 

"  I  am  sorry  to  vex  you,  sir,"  he  said  coldly, 
"but  it  is  impossible." 

"  Oh,  very  well,"  said  the  uncle,  as  he  com- 
pressed his  lips,  and  moved  his  hands.  "  Very 
well."    And  so  Ibey  pailed. 

George  went  back  to  town  and  Qotnmeiiced 


Bidding  High  443 

his  preparations  for  Paris.  But  on  the  follow- 
ing day  he  received  the  unwonted  honour  of  a 
visit  from  Mr.  Pritchett,  and  the  honour  was 
very  pointed ;  in  this  wise,  Mr.  Pritchett,  not 
finding  him  at  home,  had  gone  to  a  neigh- 
bouring tavern  "  to  get  ^  bit  of  dinner/'  as  he 
told  the  woman  at  the  chambers ;  and  stated, 
that  he  should  go  on  calling  till  he  did  find 
Mr.  George.  And  in  this  way,  on  his  third  or 
fourth  visit,  Mr.  George  was  found. 

Mr.  Pritchett  was  dressed  in  his  best,  and 
was  very  sad  and  solemn.  "  Mr.  George,"  said 
he,  "your  uncle  wishes  to  see  you  at  Hadley, 
particular." 

'*  Why,  I  was  there  yesterday." 

"  I  kno^  you  was,  Mr.  George ;  and  that's 
just  it.  Your  uncle,  Mr.  George,  is  an  old 
man,  and  it  will  be  only  dutiful  you  should  be 
with  him  a  good  deal  now.  You'd  wish  to  be 
a  comfort  to  your  uncle  in  his  last  days.  I 
know  that,  Mr.  George.  He's  been  good  to 
you ;  and  you've  your  duty  to  do  by  him  now, 
Mr.  George;  and  you'll  do  it."  So  said  Mr. 
Pritchett,  having  thoroughly  argued  the  matter 
in  his  own  mind,  and  resolved,  that  as  Mr. 
George  was  a  wilful  young  horse,  who  would 
not  be  driven  in  one  kind  of  bridle,  another 
must  be  tried  with  him. 

"  But  has  my  uncle  sent  to  say  that  he  wants 
to  see  me  again  at  once  ?  " 

"  He  has,  Mr.  George ;  sent  to  say  that  he 
wants  to  see  you  again  at  once,  particular." 

There  was  nothing  of  course  for  Mr.  George 
to  do  but  to  obey,  seeing  that  the  order  was  so 
particular.    On  that  same  evening,  therefore, 


I 


444  I'lic ,  Uertraitis 

he  put  his  dressing- things  into  a  bag,  and  again 
went  down  to  Hadley. 

On  his  first  arrival  his  uncle  shook  hands 
with  him  with  much  more  than  ordinary  kind- 
ness, and  even  joked  with  him. 

"So  Pritchelt  came  to  you,  did  he?  and  sent 
you  down  at  a  moment's  notice  ?  ha  1  ha  !  He's 
a  solemn  old  prig,  is  Pritchett ;  bur  a  good  ser- 
vant ;  a  very  good  servant  When  I  am  gone, 
he'll  have  enough  to  live  on ;  but  he'll  want 
some  one  to  say  a  word  to  him  now  and  again. 
Don't  forget  what  I  say  about  him.  It's  not  so 
easy  to  find  a  good  servant," 

George  declared  that  he  always  had  had, 
and  would  have,  a  regard  for  Mr.  Pritchett ; 
"  though  I  wish  he  were  not  quite  so  sad." 

"  Poor  Pritchett !  well ;  yea,  he  is  sad,"  said 
the  uncle,  laughing;  and  then  George  went 
upstairs  to  get  ready  for  dinner. 

The  dinner,  considering  the  house  in  which 
it  was  spread,  was  quite  rechercM.  George  said 
to  himself  that  the  fat  fowls  which  he  saw  must 
have  come  from  Harcourt's  larder.  Roast 
mutton  and  boiled  beef — not  together,  but  one 
on  one  day  and  the  other  on  the  next — generally 
constituted  the  fare  at  Mr.  Bertram's  house 
when  he  did  not  sit  down  to  dinner  alone.  But 
now  there  was  quite  a  little  banquet.  During 
dinner,  he  made  sundry  efforts  to  be  agreeable ; 
pressed  his  nephew  to  eat,  and  drank  wine  with 
him  in  the  old-fashioned  affectionate  manner  cf 
past  days.  "Your  health,  George,"  he  said. 
"You'll  find  that  sherry  good,  I  think.  It 
ought  to  be,  if  years  can  make  it  so." 

It  was  good  j  and  George  was  very  sorry  to 
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find  that  the  good  wine  had  been  brought  out 
for  him.  He  felt  that  something  would  be 
required  in  return,  and  that  he  could  not  give 
that  something. 

After  dinner  that  something  was  soon  asked 
for.  "George,"  iSaid  the  old  man,  "I  have 
been  thinking  much  since  you  went  away  the 
other  day  about  you  and  Caroline.  I  have 
taken  it  into  my  stupid  old  head  to  wish  that 
you  two  should  be  married." 

•'  Ah,  sir ! " 

"  Now  listen  to  me*  I  do  wish  it,  and  what 
you  have  said  has  disturbed  me.  Now  I  do 
believe  this  of  you,  that  you  are  an  honest  lad ; 
and  though  you  are  so  fond  of  your  own  way,  I 
don't  think  you'd  wish  to  grieve  me  if  you 
could  help  it." 

**  Not  if  I  could  help  it,  sir ;  not  if  I  could 
help  it,  certainly." 

"  You  can  help  it  Now  listen  to  me.  An 
old  man  has  no  right  to  have  his  fancies  unless 
he  chooses  to  pay  for  them.  I  know  that  well 
enough.  I  don't  want  to  ask  you  why  you 
have  quarrelled  with  Caroline.  It's  about 
money,  very  likely  ?  " 

"  No,  sir,  no  ;  not  in  the  least" 

**Well,  I  don't  want  to  inquire.  A  small 
limited  income  is  very  likely  to  lead  to  mis- 
understandings. You  have  at  any  rate  been 
honest  and  true  to  me.  You  are  not  a  bit  like 
your  father." 

"  Sir  1  sir ! " 

"And,  and— I'll  teU  you  what  I'll .  do. 
Caroline  is  to  have  six  thousand  pounds,  isn't 
she  ?  " 
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"Pray  believe  nac,  sir,  that  money  has 
nothing  whatever  to  do  with  this  matter," 

"  Yes,  six,"  continued  Mr.  Bertram ;  "  four 
of  her  own,  and  two  from  me.  Now  I'll  tell 
you  what  I'll  do.  Let  me  see.  You  have  two 
hundred  a  year;  tliat's  settled  on  you.  And 
you  had  a  thousand  pounds  the  other  day.  Is 
that  all  gone  yet  ?  " 

"  I  am  in  no  want  of  money,  uncle ;  none 
whatever." 

"No,  not  as  a  bachelor;  but  as  a  married 
man  you  would  be.  Now  do  tell  ine — how 
much  of  that  thousand  pounds  did  the  colonel 
get  out  of  you  ? " 

"  Dear  uncle,  do  remember  that  he  is  my 
father." 

"  Well,  well ;  two  hundred  a  year,  and  Iwo 
fhousand  pounds,  and  one,  and  Pritchett's  ac- 
count, I'll  tell  you  what,  George,  I  should  like 
to  see  you  comfortable ;  and  if  you  and  Caroline 
are  married  before  next  October,  I'll  give 
you " 

"  I  can't  tell  you  how  you  pain  me,  sir." 

"  I'll  give  you I  wonder  how   much 

income  you  think  you'll  want  ?  " 

"  None,  sir ;  none.  As  our  marriage  is  out 
of  the  question,  we  shall  want  no  income.  As 
I  am,  and  am  hkely  to  remain  unmarried,  my 
present  income  is  suf5cient  for  me." 

"  I'll  give  you — let  me  see."  And  the  old 
miser — for  though  capable  of  generosity  to  a 
great  exlent,  as  he  had  certainly  shown  with 
reference  to  his  nephew's  early  years,  he  cer- 
tainly was  a  miser — the  old  miser  again  re- 
capitulated to  himself  all  that  he  had  already 
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done,  and  tried  to  calculate  at  what  smallest 
figure,  at  what  lowest  amount  of  ready  money  to 
be  paid  down,  he  could  purchase  the  object  which 
he  now  desired.  "  1*11  give  you  four  thousand 
pounds  on  the  day  you  are  married.  There,  that 
will  be  ten  thousand  beside  your  own  income, 
and  whatever  your  profession  will  bring  you." 

**  What  am  I  to  say^«ir  ?  I  know  how  genfcrous 
you  are ;  but  this  is  not  an  affair  of  money." 

"  What  is  it  then  ?  " 

"  We  should  not  be  happy  together.'' 

"  Not  happy  together  !  You  shall  be  happy, 
I  tell  you ;  you  will  be  happy  if  you  have 
enough  to  live  on.  Remember,  I  may  leave 
you  something  more  than  that  when  I  die  j  that 
is,  I  may  do  so  if  you  please  me.  You  will 
understand,  however,  that  I  make  no  promise." 

**  Dear  uncle,"  said  George,  and  as  he  spoke 
he  rose  from  his  seat,  and  crossing  over  to  his 
uncle,  took  the  old  man's  hand  in  his  own. 
"  You  shall  be  asked  for  no  promise ;  you  shall 
be  asked  for  nothing.  You  have  been  most 
liberal,  most  kind  to  me;  too  kind,  I  know, 
for  I  have  not  returned  it  by  that  attention 
which  you  deserved  from  me.  Btit,  believe  me, 
I  cannot  do  as  you  ask  me.  If  you  will  speak 
to  Miss  Waddington,  she  will  tell  you  the'same." 

"  Miss  Waddington  I    Pshaw  T' 

*'  Caroline,.  I  meaii.  It  is  impossible,  sir. 
And  it  adds  greatly  to  my  own  suffering — for  I 
have  suffered  in  all  this-^that  you  also  should 
be  grieved." 

"  Why,  you  were  so  much  in  love  NvWa.  \vet 
the  other  day  J    Mary  told  mc  that  yoM  -v^^^ 
dyjDg  for  her." 
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"I  cannot  explain  it  all.  But  she — Caroline 
—  doubtless  will.  However,  pray,  pray  take 
this  for  granted  :  the  engagement  between  us 
cannot  be  renewed," 

Old  Mr.  Bertram  still  kept  his  nephew's 
hand,  and  it  seemed  as  though  he  liked  to  hold 
it.  He  continued  to  look  up  into  George's  face 
as  though  striving  to  read  there  something 
dirferent  from  the  words  which  he  heard,  some- 
thing which  might  yet  give  him  some  consola- 
tion. He  had  said  that  George  was  honest,  and 
he  believed  it,  as  far  as  he  could  believe  in 
honesty.  But,  nevertheless,  he  was  still  medi- 
tating at  what  price  he  could  buy  over  his 
nephew  to  his  purpose.  After  such  a  struggle 
as  that  of  his  whole  lifetime,  could  he  have  any 
other  faith  but  that  money  was  omnipotent  f 
No ;  this  of  course,  this  necessarily  was  his 
belief.  As  to  the  sufficient  quantity — on  that 
point  it  was  possible  for  him  to  doubt.  His 
nephew's  manner  to  him  was  very  touching  j  the 
tone  of  his  voice,  the  look  of  his  countenance, 
the  grief  which  sat  on  his  brow,  did  touch  him. 
But  they  touched  him  in  this  manner;  they 
made  him  feel  that  a  few  thousands  were  not 
sufficient  He  had  at  last  a  desire  at  his  heart, 
a  family  domestic  warm  desire  ;  and  he  began 
to  feel  that  if  he  were  not  prepared  to  give  up 
his  desire,  he  must  bid  high  for  its  fulfil- 
ment. 

"  George,"  said  he,  "  after  all,  you  and  Caro- 
line are  the  nearest  relatives  I  have ;  the  nearest 
and  the  dearest." 

"  Caroline  is  your  own  child's  child,  sir." 

"  She  is  but  a  girl ;  and  it  would  all  go  to 
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some  spendthrift,  whose  very  name  would  be 
different  And,  I  don't  know,  but  I  think  I 
like  you  better  than  her.  Look  here  now. 
According  to  my  present  will,  nine-tenths  of 
my  property  will  go  to  build  a  hospital  that  shall 
bear  my  name.  You'll  not  repeat  that  to  any- 
body, will  you?" 

"  No,  sir ;  I  will  not." 

**  If  you'll  do  as  I  would  have  you  about  this 
marriage,  I'll  make  a  new  will,  and  you  and 

your  children  shall  have I'll  let  you  say 

yourself  how  much  you  shall  have ;  there — and 
you  shall  see  the  will  yourself  before  the  wedding 
takes  place." 

"  What  can  I  say  to  him  ?  what  can  I  say  to 
him  ? "  said  George,  turning  away  his  face. 
"  Sir,  it  is  quite  impossible.  Is  not  that  enough  ? 
Money  has  nothing  to  do  with  it>  can  have 
nothing  to  do  with  it." 

"  You  don't  think  I'd  deceive  you,  do  you, 
and  make  another  will  afterwards  ?  It  shall  be 
a  deed  of  gift  if  you  like,  or  a  settlement— to 
take  effect  of  course  after  my  death."  On  hearing 
this  George  turned  away  his  face.  "  You  shall 
have  half,  George ;  there,  by  G — you  shall  have 
half;  settled  on  you — there— lialf  of  it,  settled 
on  you."  And  then  only  did  the  unde  drop 
his  nephew's  hand.  He  dropped  it,  and  closing 
his  eyes,  began  to  meditate  on  the  tremendous 
sacrifice  he  had  made. 

There  was  something  terrible  in  thi*  to  young 
Bertram.    He  had  almost  ceased  to  think  of 
himself  in  watching  his  uncle's  struggles    \\. 
was  dreadful  to  see  how  terribly  axi^\o\3L:i  ^i)c\^ 
old  man  was,  and  moiQ  dreadful  sliW  to  mtcve^^ 
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the  nature  of  the  thoughts  which  were  running 
through  his  mind.  He  was  making  lavish 
teniJers  of  his  heaven,  his  god,  his  blessings;  he 
was  offering  to  part  with  his  paradise,  seeing 
tliat  nature  would  soon  imperatively  deraand 
that  he  should  part  with  it.  But  useless  as  it 
must  soon  be  to  him,  he  could  not  bring  himself 
to  believe  that  it  was  not  still  all-powerful  with 
others. 

"  Mr.  Bertram,  it  is  cleaily  necessary  that  we 
should  understand  each  other,"  said  George, 
with  a  voice  tliat  he  intended  should  be  firm, 
but  which  in  truth  was  stem  as  well  as  firm.  "  I 
thought  it  right  to  come  and  tell  you  that  this 
\  match  was  broken  off.  But  seeing  that  that 
\  has  once  been  told,  there  is  no  longer  room  for 
further  conversation  on  the  matter.  We  have 
made  up  our  rabds  to  part ;  and,  iiaving  done 
so,  I  can  assure  you  that  money  can  have  no 
elTect  upon  our  resolution." 

"  Then  you  want  it  all — all ! "  said  the  uncle, 
almost  weeping. 

"  Not  all,  nor  ten  times  all  would  move  me 
one  inch^not  one  inch,"  said  George,  in  a 
voice  that  was  now  loud,  and  almost  angry. 

Mr.  Bertram  turned  towards  the  table,  and 
buried  his  face  in  his  hands.  He  did  not  under- 
stand it  He  did  not  know  whence  came  all 
this  opposition,  .He  couid  not  conceive  what 
was  the  motive  power  which  caused  his  nephew 
thus  to  thwart  and  throw  him  over,  standing 
forward  as  he  did  with  thousands  and  tens  of 
thousands  in  his  hand.  But  he  knew  that  his 
request  was  refused,  and  he  felt  himself  degraded 
and  powerless. 
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**  Do  not  be  angry  with  me,  uncle,"  4Baid-  the 
nephew.  .1, 

"Go  your  own  way,  sir ;  go  ^your  ovm  wiq^," 
said  the  uncle.    "  I  hdve.done  with  you.    I  had 

thought — ^but  never  inind "  and  he  4ang 

the  bell  violently.  .  "  Saiah,  I  will  go  to  ^jjcdr^ 
are  my  things  ready?  Woman,  is  my  room 
ready,  I  say  ?"  and  then  he  had  himself  led 
pff,  and  George  saw  him  no  more  that  night.^ 

Nor  did  he  see  him  the  next  morning; -nop 
for  many  a  long  day  afterwards.  When  the 
morning  came,  he  sent  in  his  love,  with  a^4iope 
that  his  uncle  was  better.  Sarah,  coming  out 
with  a  long  face,  told  Gtorge  that  his  uncte^had' 
only  muttered  between  his  teeth — "  That  it  was^ 
nothing  to  him" — to  his  nephew,  namely— - 
"  whether  he  were  better  or  worse."  >  And  soj- 
having  received  this  last  message^be  vftat  hisr 
way,  and  returned  to  town.  J 


CHAPTER  XXV 

DOES   HE   KNOW  IT  YET?  •    . 

.  >  .    •  ..  ■ 

Almost  immediately  after  this  George  Bertram 
did  go  to  Paris ;  but  before  he  went  he  received 
a  letter  from  Arthur  Wilkinson,  begging  him  to 
go  down  to  Hurst  Staple.  This  was  Arthur's 
answer  to  the  letter  in  which  Bertram  had  com- 
municated the  last  news  fcom  Littlebath.  There- 
were  not  as  many  words  in  the  letter  as.  ihere 
had  been  in  that  from  Adela  to  Caroline;  bufe 
they  were  much  to  the  same  effect.     "This  is 
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.._]  important  step,  old  fellow ;  very :  pray-j 
pray  be  careful ;  for  your  own  sake  aod  her* 
I  am  not  good  at  letter- writing,  as  you  know  ; 
■but  come  down  here  and  tallc  it  over.  I  have 
other  things  of  my  own  I  want  to  talk  about. 
The  spare  bedroom  is  empty."  That  was  nearly 
Ihe  whole  of  it  In  answer  to  this,  Bertram  had 
'declared  his  intention  of  going  to  Paris,  but 
had  promised  to  go  down  to  Hurst  Staple  as 
soon  as  he  returned  home. 

At  this  time  the  popularity  of  Louis  Philippe 
was  on  the  wane.  The  grocers  of  Paris  were 
becoming  sick  of  their  paternal  citizen  king, 
who,  in  spite  of  his  quiet  family  costume  and 
citizen  umbrella,  seemed  to  think  as  much  as 
some  other  kings  of  crowds  of  soldiers,  of  forti- 
fications, and  war  taxes ;  wbo  seemed  to  think 
also  that  free-spoken  deputies  might  be  judi- 
ciously controlled,  that  a  paternally-royal  family 
might  be  judiciously  enriched,  and  that  a.  good 
many  of  the  old  crown  tenets  and  maxims  might 
■  again  be  judiciously  brought  to  bear  upon  the 
commonwealth.  Poor  grocers  !  too  much  pros- 
perity had  made  tliem  over-nice.  When  Mr. 
Smith  had  been  about  six  months  gone  from 
them,  how  gladly  would  they  have  had  him 
back  again  t 

But  they  are  again  satisfied.  The  grocer 
interest,  which  on  the  whole  may  perhaps  be 
looked  on  as  predominant  in  Paris,  is  once 
more  swathed  in  rose-leaves.  The  swathings 
certainly  are  somewhat  tight;  and  rose-leaves 
may  be  twisted  till  there  is  no  breaking  them. 
But  there  will  still  remain  the  fragrance,  the 
pot-pourri   odour   which   is   so   delectable    to 
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ancient  housewives,  the  oily  savour  of  plenteous- 
ness.  If  a  king  can  so  devise  that  chocolate 
shall  be  sold — and  paid  for — what  more  can  a 
grocer  interest  need?  What  more  than  this, 
that  having  sold  its  daily  quantum  of  chocolate, 
it  shall  have  a  theatre  to  go  to,  a  spectacle  to 
look  at,  ices,  coffee,  and  eau  sucrke!  Since  the 
world  began  to  open  its  young  eyes  and  look 
about  it  with  any  understanding,  what  else  has 
been  desirable  ?  What  does  a  man  and  a  grocer 
want  ?  Panan  et  circenses ;  soup  that  shall  not 
be  too  maigre;  and  a  seat  at  the  Porte  St. 
Martin  that  shall  not  be  too  dear.  Is  it  not  all 
written  in  that  ? 

England  a  naticm  of  shopkeepers  I  No,  let  us 
hope  not ;  not  as  yet,  at  any  rate.  There  have 
been  nations  to  whom  the  buying  and  selling 
of  bread  and  honey — especially  of  honey — has 
been  everything;  lost  nations — ^people  deadened, 
whose  souls  were  ever  sleeping,  whose  mouths 
only  and  gastric  organs  attested  that  life  was 
in  them.  There  were  such  people  in  the  latter 
days  of  ancient  Rome ;  there  were  such  also  in 
that  of  Eastern  Rome  upon  the  Bosphorus ; 
rich  and  thriving  people,  with  large  mouths  and 
copious  bellies,  wanting  merely  the  salt  of  life. 
But  let  us  hope  that  no  English  people  will  be 
such  as  long  as  the  roads  are  open  to  Australia, 
to  Canada,  and  New  Zealand. 

A  young  man  whose  life  was  to  be  spent  in 
writing  politico-religious  pamphlets  had  much 
to  learn  in  Paris  in  those  days.  Indeed,  Paris 
has  ever  been  a  school  for  such  writers  since 
men  began  to  find  that  something  was  wrong, 
even  under  the  reign  of  the  great  Dubarr^* 
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rSince  those  days  it  has  been  the  kboraloiyfl 
the  political  alchemist,  in  which  everythif^ 
hitherto  held  precious  has  been  reduced  to  a 
residuum,  in  order  that  from  the  aslies  might 
he  created  that  great  arcanum,  a  fitting  con- 
stitution under  which  thinking  men  may  live 
contented.  The  secret  had  been  hardly  solved 
in  those  latter  days  of  poor  Louis  Philippe. 
Much  had  certainly  been  done  when  a  citizeri 
king  was  thought  of  ond  set  agoing;  but  even 
a  citizen  king  required  to  be  wound  up,  and  the 
alchemist  was  still  at  his  crucibles. 

Now,  indeed,  the  work  has  been  finished. 
The  laboratory  is  closed.  TJie  philosopher, 
his  task  all  done,  has  retired  to  his  needed  rest. 
Thinking  men,  even  thinking  Frenchmen,  can 
hve  contented.  Chocolate  is  sold — and  paid 
for.  And  a  score  and  a  half  of  daily  theatres 
are  open  at  the  most  moderate  of  prices. 

Intent  on  sucJi  things,  and  on  his  coming 
volume,  our  young  broken-hearted  philosopher 
stayed  out  three  months  at  Paris.  We  need  not 
follow  him  very  closely  in  his  doings  there.  His 
name  was  already  sufficiently  known  to  secure 
his  admittance  amongst  those  learned  men  who, 
if  they  had  hitherto  established  little,  had  at 
any  rate  achieved  the  doubting  of  much.  While 
he  was  here  the  British  Ministry  went  out  of 
office.  Sir  Robert,  having  repealed  the  corn 
laws,  fell  to  the  ground  between  two  stools,  and 
the  number  of  the  Daily  Jupittr  which  gave  the 
first  authentic  list  of  the  members  of  the  new 
govenitnent,  contained,  among  the  few  new 
names  that  u-ere  mentioned,  ttiot  ol  Svi  'V^eai-j 
Marcoun  as  Her  Majesty's  soWdtot-^enwaX.    ^ 
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At  the  end  of  the  three  months  Bertram 
returned  to  England,  enriched,  by  many  new 
ideas  as  to  the  government  of  mankind  in 
general  His  volume  was  not  yet  finished.  So 
he  packed  up  his  papers  in  his  portmanteau 
and  took  them  down  with  him  to  Hurst  Staple. 
He  saw  no  one  as  be  passed  through  London. 
The  season  was  then  over,  and  his  friend  Sir 
Henry  was  refreshing  himself  with  ten  days' 
grouse-shooting  after  the  successful  campaign  of 
the  last  session.  But  had  he  been  in  London, 
Bertram  would  not  have  3een  him,  for  he  saw 
no  one.  He  asked  no  questions  about  Caroline, 
nor  any  about  his  uncle.  .He  did  not  even  call 
on  his  sincere  friend  Pritchett  Had  he  done 
so,  he  would  have  learned  that  Miss  Baker  and 
her  niece  were  both  staying  at  Hadley.  He 
might  also  have  learned  other  news,  which, 
however,  was  not  long  in  following  him. 

He  went  down  to  Hu];st  Staple,  merely  writing 
a  line  the  day  before  he.$tarted»  to  prepare  his 
friend  for  his  advent.  But  when  he  reached  the 
vicarage,  Arthur  WilkiQson  was  not  there.  He 
was  at  Oxford ;  but  had  left  word  that  he  was 
to  be  summoned  hom^e.  as  soon,  as  Bertram 
arrived.  The  ladies,  howevei;,,  eqcpected  him, 
and  there  would  haye  been  nothing  for  him  to 
remark  in  the  state  of  the  q\iiet  hooisehold  had 
there  not  been  another  visitor  in  the  house. 
Adela  Gauntlet  was  staying  there,  and  she  was 
dressed  in  the  deepest  mourning. 

The  story  was  sioOA  told  to  him..  Mr.  Gauntlet 
had  one  morning  been  found,  dead  in  his  dr&ssr 
ingfroom.  ,  The  goqd;old  manVia^  b^^ecwixi^ciL 
jre^us,  and  there  was  noihii\a  in^Mxii  Vc^  >^^ 
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death  but  its  suddenness.  But  sudden  death  is 
always  frightful.  Overnight  he  had  been  talking 
to  his  daughter  with  his  usual  quiet,  very  quiet, 
mirth;  and  in  the  morning  she  was  woke  with 
the  news  that  his  spirit  had  fled.  His  mirth  for 
this  world  was  over.  His  worldly  duties  were 
done.  He  had  received  his  daughter's  last  kiss, 
had  closed  for  the  last  time  the  book  which 
had  been  his  life's  guide,  had  whispered  to 
heaven  his  last  prayer,  and  his  soul  was  now 
at  rest. 

There  was  nothing  in  this  that  the  world 
need  regard  as  mournful.  There  was  no  pain, 
no  mental  pangs,  no  dire  remorse.  But  for 
Adela  the  suddenness  had  been  very  dreadful. 

Among  her  other  miseries  had  been  the 
great  misery  of  having  to  seek  a  home.  An 
Englishman's  house  is  his  castle.  And  a  rector's 
parsonage  is  as  much  the  rector's  castle,  his 
own  freehold  castle,  as  is  the  earl's  family 
mansion  that  of  the  earl.  But  it  is  so  with  this 
drawback,  that  the  moment  the  rector's  breath 
is  out  of  his  body,  all  right  and  claim  to  the 
castle  as  regards  his  estate  and  family  cease 
instantly.  If  the  widow  and  children  remain 
there  one  night,  they  remain  there  on  sufferance. 

Adeila's  future  home  would  now  necessarily 
be  with  her  aunt.  Miss  Penelope  Gauntlet; 
but  it  happened  most  unfortunately  that  at  the 
moment  of  her  brother's  death,  Miss  Gauntlet 
was  absent  with  other  relatives  in  Italy.  Nor 
was  her  address  accurately  known.  Her  party 
had  been  at  Rome ;  but  it  was  supposed  that 
tbey  had  left  the  holy  city  before  the  end  of 
May:  and  now,  at  the  end  of  Augusl, ^\v^tv \\« 
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presence  in  England  was  so  necessary,  Adela 
had  no  more  than  a  faint  belief  that  her  aunt 
was  at  the  baths  of  Lucca.  In  the  mean  time 
it  was  absolutely  necessary  that  she  should 
somewhere  find  a  resting-place  for  herself. 

Both  Caroline  Waddington  and  Miss  Baker 
wrote  to  her  at  once.  UnJfortunately  they  were 
at  Hadley ;  but  if  Adela  would  come  to  them, 
they  would  return  to  Littlebath.  They,  or  at 
any  rate,  one  of  them  would  do  so.  There  was 
much  that  was  really  generous  in  this  offer,  as 
will  be  seen  when  we  come  in.  the  next  page 
or  two  to  narrate  what  had  lately  occurred  at 
Hadley.  But  Adela  already  knew  what  had 
occurred;  and  much  as  she  then  longed  for  a 
home,  she  knew  that  she  could  not  allow  either 
of  them  to  go  to  Littlebath. 

Immediately  that  Mr.  Gauntlet's  death  was 
known  at  Hurst  Staple — and  it  was  known 
there  two  hours  after  Adela  knew  it  herself — 
Mrs.  Wilkinson  went  over  to  bring  her  to  the 
vicarage.  The  reader  will  know  that  there  were 
reasons  why  Adela  should  be  most  unwilling  to 

choose    that  house   as  hpr    temporary  r^ci/l^T*/*^ 

She  was  most  unwilling ;  and  for  a  day  or  two, 
much  to  Mrs.  Wilkinson's  surprise,  she  refused 
to  leave  West  Putford.  But  it  was  necessary 
that  she  should  leave  it.  She  could  not  remain 
alone  in  the  house  on  the  day  that  her  father's 
body  was  carried  to  his  grave ;  and  so  at  last 
she  submitted,  and  allowed  herself  to  be  taken 
over  to  Hurst  Staple. 

*'  It  is  provoking,  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Wilkinson 
to  her,  "  and  I  am  sure  you  m\\  XJwx^  ^^.  ^ w^ 
uncivil,  but  Arthur  went  off  to  Oxiox^^^'sX^^^^^' 
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And  it  was  uncivil.     I  am  sure  he  need  ni 
have  gone  at  this  very  moment" 

Then  Adela  felt  very  gratefu!  to  her  neighbour, 
and  acknowledged  in  her  heart  that  he  had 
been  kind  to  her. 

"  But  he  must  be  back  on  Saturday,"  con- 
tinued the  widow,  "  for  he  could  get  no  clergy- 
man to  take  his  duty.  Indeed,  he  has  to  take 
the  evening  service  at  West  Putford  as  well." 

Oa  the  day  following  this,  George   Berti 
arrived  at  the  vicarage. 

His  first  evening  ia  the  house  was  not 
bright,      Mrs.  Wilkinson    had  never    been 
bright  woman.     She  had  certain  motherly  good 
qualities,  which  had  been  exerted  in  George's 
favour  in  his  earliest  years ;  and  on  this  account 

»Bhe  was  still  able  to  speak  to  him  in  a  motherly 
way,  She  could  talk  to  him  about  his  breakfasts 
And  dinners,  and  ask  after  his  buttons  and  linen, 
and  allude  to  his  bachelor  habits.  And  in  such 
conversation  the  first  evening  was  chiefly  passed. 
Adela  said  almost  nothing.  The  Wilkinson 
girls,  who  were  generally  cheerful  themselves, 

nrora  doprooood  by  Adala's  sorrow — and  depressed 

also  somewhat  by  what  they  knew  of  Bertram's 
affairs.  On  this  matter  Mrs.  Wilkinson  was 
burning  to  speak ;  but  she  had  made  up  her 
mind  to  leave  it  in  silence  for  one  evening, 
She  confined  herself,  therefore,  to  the  button 
question,  and  to  certain  allusions  to  her  own 
griefs.  It  appeared  that  she  was  not  quite  so 
happy  with  reference  to  Arthur  as  one  would 
have  wished  her  to  be.  She  did  not  absolutely 
spesk  against  hm ;  but  she  sa\d  \\U\e  anuNibVa?. 
things  of  him,  and  seemed  to  ttatk.  \i\ta  ^^-j  tio 
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means  sufficiently  grateful  for  all  the  care  she 
took  of  him. 

That  night,  in  the  privacy  of  Adda's  own 
ropmi  something  was  said  about  George  Ber- 
tram.   "I  am  sure  he  does  not  know  it  yet/' 

said  Sophia. 

"Caroline  told  mo  she  would  write  to  him," 
said  Adela;  "she  would. ber  very  wrong  not  to 
do  sp — very,  wrong." 

"You  inay  be  sure  he  has  not  heard  it," 
repeated. the  other.  "Did  you  not  observe  the 
way  he  spoke  of  Mr.  Harcourt  ?  " 

"  Sir  Henry  Harcourt,"  said  Mary. 

'*!  did  not  hear  it,"  said  Adela. 

"  Oh,  he  did  speaJc  of  him.  He  said  some- 
thing about  his  great  good  fortune.  He  never 
would  have  spoken  in:,  that  way  had  he  known 
it.".. 

"  Do  you  know,"  said  Mary,  "  I  do  not  think 
he  would  have  him  come  down  here  had  he 
heard  it — not  yet,  at  least." 

The  next  morning  two  letters  were  laid  before 
George  Bertram  as  they  were  sitting  at  breakfast 
Then  he  did  know  it ;  then  he  did  learn  it,  and 
not  till  then.  It  was  now  the  end  of  August, 
and  in  the  coming  month  of  November — about 
the  end  of  November — Sir  Henry  Harcourt, 
Her  Majesty's  solicitor-general,  and  member 
for  the  Battersea  Hamlets,  was  to  lead  to  the 
hymeneal  altar  Miss .  Caroljuie  Waddington,  the 
granddaughter  and  presumed  heiress  of  the  great 
millionaire,  Mr.  Bertram.  Who  so  high  now  on 
the  ladder  of  fortune  as  the  fortunate  Sir  Henry 
Harcourt?  In  love  and  politics  and  iVn^x^-^^ 
of:Fliitus,  he  carried  all  bdoie  Vam.    X^^'S^s. 
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[  'Henry  Harcourt  was  the  coming  man.  Quid- 
nuncs at  the  clubs  began  to  say  lliat  he  would 
give  up  the  legal  side  of  politics  and  devote  him- 
self to  statesmanship.  He  would  be  the  very 
man  for  a  home  secretary.  Old  Bertram,  they 
observed,  was  known  to  be  dying.  Old  Bertram, 
they  also  observed,  had  made  a  distinct  promise 
to  Sir  Henry  and  his  granddaughter.  The 
marriage  was  to  take  place  at  Hadley,  from  the 
old  man's  house ;  the  old  man  was  delighted 
mth  the  match,  &c.,  &c.,  &c. ;  who  so  happy, 
who  so  great,  who  so  fortunate  as  Sir  Henry 
Harcourt  ? 

That  habit  of  bringing  in  letters  at  the  brealt- 
fasl-table  has  its  good  points,  certainly.  It  is 
well  that  one  should  have  one's  letters  before 
the  work  or  pleasure  of  the  day  commences  ; 
it  is  well  to  be  able  to  discuss  the  different 
little  subjects  of  mutual  interest  as  they  are 
mentioned.  "Eliza's  baby  has  got  her  first 
tooth :  it's  all  right.  There's  nothing  Uke 
Daffy's  Elixir  after  all."  "  My  dear,  the  guano 
win  be  here  to-day ;  so  the  horses  will  be 
wanted  all  the  week — remember  that."  "  What 
a  bore,  papa;  for  here's  a  letter  to  say  that 
Kate  Carnabie's  coming;  and  we  must  go  over 
to  the  Poldoodles.  Frank  Poldoodle  Is  quite 
smitten  with  Kate."  This  is  all  very  convenient ; 
but  the  plan  has  its  drawbacks.  Some  letters 
will  be  in  their  nature  black  and  brow-com- 
pelling. Tidings  will  come  from  time  to  lime 
at  which  men  cannot  smile.  There  will  be  news 
that  ruffles  the  sweetest  temper,  and  at  receipt 
of  which  c/ouds  will  darken  the  toosiHivUy  f*w 

One  would  faia  Tcceivs  suc\i\eUw5\!\^™a.\s;.; 
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Two  such  letters  Bertram  received  that 
morning,  and  read  while  the  eyes  of  the 
parsonage  breakfast-table  were — not  fixed  on 
him,  but  which  under  such  circumstances  i^ 
much  worse — were  purposely  turned  away.  He 
knew  well  the  handwriting  of  each,  and  would 
fain  have  escaped  with  them  from  the  room.- 
But  this  he  felt  to  be  cowardly ;  and  so  he  read 
them  both,  sitting  there  in  the  family  circle.  They 
were  from  Caroline  and  Sir  Henry.  We  will 
give  precedence  to  the  lady ;  but  Bertram  did 
not  so  read  them.  The  lady's  letter  was  the 
most  trying  to  his  nerves,  and  was  therefore 
taken  the  last  It  can  hardly  be  said  that  their 
contents  surprised  him.  When  they  both  came 
into  his  hands  together,  he  seemed  to  feel  by 
intuition  what  was  the  news  which  they  con- 
tained. That  from  Caroline  was  very  fairly 
written.  But  how  many  times  had  it  been  re- 
written before  that  fair  copy  was  prepared? 

"Hadley,  August,  184—. 
"  My  dear  Mr.  Bertram, — I  do  not  know 
whether  I  am  right  in  thinking  that  I  ought 
myself  to  tell  you  of  the  step  which  I  am  going 
to  take.  If  it  is  unnecessary,  I  know  you  will 
forgive  me,  and  will  be  certain .  that  I  have 
intended  to  do  what  is  right.  Sir  Henry  Har* 
court  has  proposed  to  me,  and  I  have  accepted 
him.  I  believe  we  shall  be  married  some  time 
before  Christmas."! 

"We  are  staying  here  with  grandpapa.     I 
think  he  approves  of  what  I  am  doing ;  but  yo^ 
know  that  he  is  not  very  comtnxjimcaKxN^     fe^ 
any  rate,  I  shall  be  married  Itota  \Xvs&  Vov^^i 


^^  The  Baujim 

Md  I  diiicAS  he  UaSt  a 

"Ido  dockaov  tfaat  I  aced  r 


■jtm  «d(3Te ;  xad  be  n  fa^pf  if  I 

jtm  baniiaaK.    I  pn^  tdb  al»  lo  fat^iv  ae 

-Mttat  in^urie*  I  msf  bnc  done  700. 

**  It  may  be  that  at  sone  fknre  tiine  «c  Aslt 
IDMt  at  fneodi  in  Loodon.  I  hope  «c  nay. 
It  i«  1  ixmifort  to  me  that  Sir  Henr;  Hucmn 
jcnomt  euctJy  all  that  there  has  been  tctveco 


"  Bslieve  me  to  be, 

"  Yours  most  sincerely, 

"Carouse  WAi>Di5fGT0i«.*il 


IlArcourt'B  letter  was  writlen  in  faster  stylef^ 
J^ind  a  more  running  hand.     Solicitors-general 
PtiBva  liarilly  time  to  stop  and  pick  their  woras. 
1  Hut  lhoii|{h  the  manner  of  it  was  free  and  ca»T. 
\'\\  nccmod   lo  Bertram   that  the   freedom  i 
RiliieM  were  but  affected. 

"  My  (Ittfir  llcrlrani, — I  hope  and  trust  t 
I  lh»  iititfn  1  Imvo  to  toll  you  will  be  no  intern  _ 
I  ittiu  til  iJiir  frJijnd.ihiik  I  am  sure  that  it  shoid 
\  Hut  lio,  aeolnu;  that  I  am  doing  you  no  injuij, 
[  Curolliio  Waddingion  and  I  have  agreed  to  pti*  ' 
[  Our  foilimes  into  the  same  boat.  We  shall  feel 
■.  munh  more  coinroriahle  on  the  seas  if  you  will 
■  be  gracious  enough  to  s:iy,  '  God  save  the  bark.' 

"  Caroline  has  of  course  told  me  all  that  has 
occurred;  as,  indeed,  you  hnd  done  previously. 
As  far  as  I  am  concerned,  I  wiuat.  ssi-j  sVe  'Vva 


f 
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greatly,  as  you  know;  though  of  course  till 
lately  I  never  thought  it  possible  I  should 
possess  what  I  so  much  admired. 

''  Speaking  plainly,  I  think  that  she  will  be 
happier  with  me  than  she  would  have  been  with 
you ;  and  that  I  shall  be  happier  with  her  than 
you  would  havd  been/  We  are  better  adapted 
to  each  other*  There  is  a  dash  of  worldliness 
about  us  both  from  Which  your  more  ethereal 
composition  is  happily  free. 

"God  bless  you,  old  fellow.  Pray  write  a 
line  in  answer,  saying  as  much  to  me.  Of 
course,  you  will  let  us  see  you  in  London, 
Caroline  wishes  it  particularly ;  and  so  do  L 

"  I  believe  I  shall  be  turned  off  in  iDecember; 
Such  a  mill-horse  as  I  am  cannot  x^oose  my 
time.  I  am  going  to  Scotland  for  ten  days,  and 
shall  then  be  hard  at  work  till  our  marriage. 
I  nrnst  of  course  be  back  when  the  session 
commences.  We  talk  of  going  to  Nice,  and 
thence  to  Genoa. 

"  The  old  gentleman  is  very  civil ;  but  there! 
has  been  no  word  of  money,  nor  wUl  theie  be 
a  word.     However,  thank  God,  I  dorft  want  it: 
"Always  your  sincerest  friend, 

**  Henry  Harcourt.    - 

"  Reform  Club— August,  184—." 

These  letters  did  not  take  long -in  the  read- 
ing. Within  five  minutes  Bertram  was  spreading 
the  butter  on  his  toast ;  and  within  two. minutes 
more  he  was  asking  what  news  there  was  from 
Arthur — ^when  would  he  be  home?  He  had 
received  a  grea,t  blow,  a  stuiitkm^  bVyw  \\n^V^ 
was  able  to  postpone  the  famtness  xftivfJa.  ^<3^^ 
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follow  it  till  he  should  be  where  no  eye  could 
see  hint. 

The  breakfast  passed  away  very  silently. 
They  all  knew  what  those  two  letters  contained. 
One  of  the  girls  had  had  them  in  her  hand,  and 
had  known  the  handwriting  of  one  and  guessed 
that  of  the  other.  But  even  without  this  they 
would  have  known.  Are  not  most  of  our  inner- 
most secrets  known  to  all  the  world? 

And  then  Bertram  skulked  off — or  endea- 
voured rather  to  do  so;  for  Mrs.  Wilkinson 
detected  him  in  the  act,  and  stopped  him.  She 
bad  said  nothing  hitherto  about  his  matrimonial 
or  Dou-matrimonial  affairs.  She  had  abstained 
with  wonderful  discretion ;  and  she  now  in- 
tended that  her  discretion  should  be  rewarded. 

"  George,  George,"  she  said,  as  he  turned 
from  the  breakfast-parlour  door  to  the  rack  in 
the  hall  on  which  his  hat  was  hanging,  "  I  want 
you  just  for  a  minute."  So  George  returned 
into  the  parlour  as  the  girls  passed  across  the 
hall  into  the  drawing-room. 

"  I'm  afraid  you'll  think  me  unkind  because 
I've  said  nothing  about  this  sad  affair  of  yours," 

"  Not  at  all,  aunt,"  he  said :  though  she  was 
no  aunt  of  his,  he  had  always  called  her  so 
when  he  had  been  at  Hurst  Staple  as  a  child. 
"  There  are  some  things  which  had,  perhaps, 
better  not  be  talked  about."  Mrs.  Wilkinson, 
however,  was  not  the  woman  to  be  deterred  by 
such  a  faint  repulse  as  this, 

"  Exactly  so  ;  except  among  intimate  famUy 
friends.  But  I  was  very  sorry  to  hear  about 
your  breaking  off  the  affair  Vwh  Ca.toXvut'^^A- 

I  ivas.  indeed;  vdj.    \\.'«QXv\'i.^w^ 


^^^gton. 
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been  so  suitable  as  regards  the  old  gentleman — 

I  know  all  about  that  you  know "  and  the 

lady  nodded  her  head,  as  ladies  will  do  some- 
times when  they  flatter  themselves  that  they 
know  more  about  such  things  than  their  neigh- 
bours. 

"It  was  necessary,"  said  Bertram. 

"  Necessary — ah,  yes  :  I  dare  say.  I  don't 
in  the  least  mean  to  blame  you,  George.  I  am 
sure  you  would  not  behave  badly  to  any  girl — 
and,  from  what  I  have  heard,  I  am  quite  sure — 
quite  sure  it  was  not  your  fault  Indeed,  I 
know  very  well—-"  and  in  lieu  of  finishing 
her  speech,  Mrs.  Wilkinson  again  nodded  her 
head. 

**  Nobody  was  to  blame,  aunt ;  nobody,  and 
it  is  much  better  to  say  nothing  about  it." 

"  That  is  very  good  of  you,  George ;  very. 
But  I  always  shall  say         " 

"Dear  aunt,  pray  say  nothing.  We  had 
thought  when  we  knew  little  of  each  other  that 
it  would  suit  us  to  live  together.  As  we  learnt 
each  other's  characters  more  thoroughly,  we 
found  that  we  had  been  wrong.  It  was  better 
for  us,  therefore,  to  part ;  and  we  did  part" 

*'  And  so  now  she  is  going  to  be  Lady  Har- 
court  ?  " 

"Yes;  it  seems  sa" 
\  "  Well,  at  any  rate  we  must  all  say  this  :  she 
hasn't  lost  any  time.    I  don't  know  what  Sic 
Henry  may  think  of  it;  but  it  certainly  does 
seem  to  me " 

"  Dear  aunt,  pray  do  not  talk  to  me^  about 
this.    I  think  Miss  Waddington  quite  n^X.  \.o 
accept  Sir  Henry  Harcourt.     That  is,  1  \VvcvV 


I 
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her  right  under  the  circumstances.  lie  is  a 
rising  man,  and  she  will  grace  any  station  in 
which  he  can  place  her.  I  do  not  at  all  blame 
her,  not  in  the  least;  it  would  be  monstrous  if 
1  did." 

"  Oh,  of  course — we  all  know  that  it  was  you 
broke  off  the  other  match ;  all  the  worid  knows 
that  But  what  I  want  to  speak  about  is  this. 
The  old  gentleman's  money,  George!  Now 
Sir  Henry  of  course  is  looking  to  that" 

"  He  has  my  permission." 

"And  of  course  he  will  get  some  of  it.  That's 
to  be  expected — she's  his  grandchild — of  course 
I  know  that,"  and  Mrs.  Wilkinson  again  nodded 
her  head.  "  But,  George,  you  must  look  very 
close  after  the  old  gentleman.  It  won't  at  all 
do  to  let  Harcourt  cut  you  out  altogether.  I 
do  hope  you  mean  to  be  a  good  deal  down  at 
Hadley.     It  won't  last  for  long,  you  know,'' 

Bertram  would  not  condescend  to  explain  to 
Mrs.  Wilkinson  that  he  had  no  intention  of 
going  near  his  uncle  again,  and  that  he  was  sick 
of  the  very  name  of  the  old  man's  money.  So 
he  hummed  and  hawed,  and  changed  the  con- 
versation by  saying  that  he  should  be  so  glad  to 
see  Arthur  on  his  return. 

"Yes,  I  am  sure  you  will.  Bat  you'll  find 
Arthur  much  changed— very  much."  And  it 
was  clear  from  the  tone  of  Mrs,  Wilkinson's 
voice  that  she  did  not  think  that  this  change  in 
her  son  was  for  the  better. 

"He  is  growing  older,  I   suppose;  like  the 
rest  of  ns,"  Said  Bertram,  attempting  to  laugh. 
"Oh,  yes )  lie's  growing  o\deT,o^QMX5ft.  "S.\*. 
jteople  should  grow  bette     "  '^        "^  ' 
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contented;  partieullkiy' when  they  have  every- 
thing about  them-that  they  can  possibly  want." 

^'Is  not  Arthur  contented? '  He  should  get 
married  then.    Look  at  Adela  Gauntlet  there  I " 

'^  Nonsense,  George ;  pray  don't  put  that  into 
his  head.  What  has  he  to  marry  on  ?  And  as 
for  Adela,  if  she  hais  fifteen  hundred  pounds  it 
will  be  every  farthii^  And  what's  tiiat  for  a 
family?" 

"But  Arthur  has  a  fiving." 

**  Now,  George,  don't  yo\i  be  talking  in  that 
way  to  him.  In  one  sense  he  has  a  living ;  for, 
situated  as  things  at  present  are,  of  course  I 
cannot  hold  it  in  my  own  hands.  But  in  real 
truth  he  has  not  a  living — ^not  of  his  own. 
Lord  Stapledean,  Whom  I  shall  always  regard 
as  the  very  first  nobleman  in  the  land,  and  a 
credit  to  the  whole  peerage,  expressly  gave  the 
living  to  me." 

"  To  you,  aunt  ?  " 

"Yes,  expressly  to  me.  And  now  I  fear 
Arthur  is  discontented  because  he  knows  that  I 
choose  to  remain  mistress  of  my  own  house.  I 
have  done  everythmg  I  can  to  make  the  house 
pleasant  to  him.  He  has  the  same  study  his 
dear  father  always  had;  and  he  has  his  own 
separate  horse  in  the  stable,  which  is  more  than 
his  father  had." 

"But  Arthur  has  his  fellowship." 

^'And  where  would  his  fellowship  be  if  he 
married  Adela  Gauntlet?  I  do  hope  youll  say 
something  to  him  to  make  him  more  contented. 
I  say  nothing  about  his  conduct  to  me.  I  don't 
suppose  he  means  to  be  undutiCuL" 

And  then  Bertram  did  rcvaxia?j^  X.^  «5.c^:^\ 
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and  taking  his  liat  lie  walked  away  along  that 
same  river-path  which  led  to  West  Putford — 
that  same  path  which  Arthur  Wilkinson  had 
used  to  lake  when  he  went  fishing  in  those 
happy  early  days  before  promotion  had  come  to 
him,  and  the  glories  of  manhood. 

But  George  was  not  thinking  now  of  Arthur 
or  of  Adela.  He  had  enough  of  sorrow  in  his 
own  breast  to  make  his  mind  selfish  for  the 
present — Caroline  Waddington  was  to  be  mar- 
ried !  to  be  married  so  soon  after  getting  quit 
of  her  former  bondage ;  to  be  married  to  Henry 
Harcourt.  There  was  no  chance  left  now,  no 
hope,  no  possibility  that  he  might  regain  the  rich 
prize  which  he  had  6ung  away. 

And  did  he  wish  to  regain  it?  Was  it  not 
now  clear  enough  that  she  had  never  loved  him  ? 
In  May,  while  the  fruits  were  filling,  they  had 
separated ;  and  now  before  ihey  were  well  ripe 
she  had  given  herself  to  another!  Love  him  ! 
no,  indeed.  Was  it  possible  that  she  should 
love  any  man?— that  siie,  who  could  so  redeem 
herself  and  so  bestow  herself,  should  have  any 
heart,  any  true  feeling  of  what  love  is  ? 

And  yet  this  was  not  the  worst  of  it  Such 
love  as  she  had  to  give,  had  she  not  given  it  to 
this  Harcourt  even  before  she  had  rescued  her- 
self from  her  former  lover  ?  Had  she  not  given 
this  man  her  preference,  such  preference  as  she 
bad  to  give,  then,  then  when  she  was  discussing 
with  him  how  best  to  delay  her  nuptials  with 
her  acknowledged  suitor?  This  successful, 
noisy,  pushing,  worldly  man  had  won  her  by  his 
success  and  his  woridliness.  'VVve  ^WvVft"!  q1  iKe 
£oId  had  caught  her,   and  ao  5\v&  'fe«i  \itKa 
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unhappy,  and  had  pined,  and  worn  herself  with 
grief  till  she  could  break  away  from  her  honest 
troth,  and  bind  herself  to  the  horn  of  the  golden 
calf. 

'Twas  thus  that  he  now  thought  of  her,  thus 
that  he  spoke  of  her  to  himself  out  loud,  now 
that  he  could  wander  alone,  with  no  eye  to 
watch  him,  no  ear  to  hear  him.  And  yet  he 
loved  her  with  a  strong  love,  with  a  mad  passion 
such  as  he  had  never  felt  before.  Much  as  he 
blamed  her,  thoroughly  as  he  despised  her  for 
being  so  venal ;  yet  he  blamed,  nay,  scorned, 
himself  more  vehemently  in  that  he  had  let  thb 
plausible  knave  with  his  silken  words  rob  from 
him  the  only  treasure  worth  his  having.  Why 
had  he  not  toiled  ?  Why  had  he  not  made  a 
name  for  himself?  Why  had  he  not  built  a 
throne  on  which  his  lady-love  might  sit  and 
shine  before  the  world  ? 


CHAPTER  XXVI 

HURST   STAPLE 

The  next  three  or  four  days  passed  by  heavily 
enough,  and  then  Arthur  Wilkinson  returned. 
He  returned  on  a  Saturday  evening ;  as  clergy- 
men always  do,  so  as  to  be  ready  for  their  great 
day  of  work.  There  are  no  Sabbath-breakers 
to  be  compared,  in  the  vehemence  of  their 
Sabbath-breaking,  to  hard-worked  parochial 
clergymen— unless,  indeed,  it  be  Sunda^-^cVvCiCiV 
children,  who  are  forced  on  thai  d^^^  X.oX^^xt^V^'^'^ 
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dark  collects,  and  stand  in  dread  catechismal 
row  before  their  spiritual  pastors  and  masters. 

In  the  first  evening  there  was  that  Bow  of 
friendship  which  always  exists  for  the  few  first 
liours  of  meeting  between  men  who  are  really 
fond  of  each  other.  And  these  men  were  fond 
of  each  other  ;  the  fonder  perhaps  because  each 
of  lliem  had  now  cause  for  sorrow.  Very  little 
was  said  between  Arthur  and  Adela.  There 
was  not  apparently  much  to  alarm  the  widow  in 
their  mutual  manner,  or  to  make  her  think  that 
Miss  Gauntlet  was  to  be  put  in  her  place. 
Adela  sat  among  the  other  yirls,  taking  even 
less  share  in  the  conversation  than  they  did ; 
and  Arthur,  though  he  talked  as  became  the 
master  of  the  house,  talked  but  little  to  her. 

On  the  following  morning  they  all  went  to 
church,  of  course.  Who  has  courage  to  remain 
away  from  church  when  staying  at  the  clergy- 
man's house?  No  one  ever;  unless  it  be  the 
clergyman's  wife,  or  perhaps  an  independent 
self-willed  daughter.  At  Hurst  Staple,  however, 
on  this  Sunday  they  all  attended.  Adela  was 
in  deepest  mourning.  Her  thick  black  vei! 
was  down,  so  as  to  hide  her  tears.  The  last 
Sunday  she  had  been  at  church  her  father  had 
preached  his  last  sermon. 

Bertram,  as  he  entered  the  door,  could  not 
but  remember  how  long  it  was  since  he  had 
joined  in  public  worship.  Months  and  months 
had  passed  over  him  since  he  had  allowed 
himself  to  be  told  that  the  Scriptures  moved 
him  in  sundry  places  to  acknowledge  and 
confess  his  sins.  And  yet  there  had  been  a 
liaie  when  he  iiad  eamesfty  poMiei  iciv&i.  \!m. 
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frequent  prayers  to  heaven;  a  time  not  long 
removed.  It  was  as  yet  hardly  more  than  three 
years  since  he  had  sworn  within  himself  on  the 
brow  of  Olivet  to  devote  himself  to  the  service 
of  his  Saviour.  Why  had  that  oath  been 
broken  ?  A  girl  had  ridiculed  it;  a  young  girl 
had  dissipated  all  that  by  the  sheen  of  ker 
beauty,  by  the  sparlde  of  her  eye,  by  the 
laughter  of  her  ruddy  Up.  He  had  promised 
himself  to  his  God,  but  the  rustling  of  silks  had 
betrayed  his  heart.  At  her  instance,  at  her 
first  word,  that  promise  had  been  whistled  down 
the  wind. 

And  to  what  had  this  brought  him  now  ?  As 
for  the  bright  eyes,  and  the  flashing  beauty,  and 
the  ruddy  lips,  they  were  made  over  in  fee- 
simple  to  another,  who  was  ready  to  go  further 
than  he  had  gone  in  seeking  this  world's  v&nities. 
Even  the  price  of  his  apostasy  had  vanished 
from  him. 

But  was  this  all?  was  this  nearly  all?  was 
this  as  anything  to  that  further  misery  which 
had  come  upon  him?  Where  wad  his  faith 
now,  his  true,  youthful,  ardent  faith ;  the  belief 
of  his  inner  heart ;  the  conviction  of  a  God  and  a 
Saviour,  which  had  once  been  to  him  the  source 
of  joy  ?  Had  it  all  vanished  when,  under  the  walls 
of  Jerusalem,  over  against  that  very  garden  of 
Gethsemane,  he  had  exchanged  the  aspirations 
of  his  soul  for  the  pressure  of  a  soft  white  hand  ? 

No  one  becomes  an  infidel  at  once.    A  man 
who  has  really  believed  does  not  lose  by  a 
sudden  blow  the  firm  convictions  of  his  souh 
But  when  the  work  has  been  otvce  coiMtiecLC^^^ 
when  the  first  step  has  been  tikeii^  >i)cA  \aK.^ 
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becomes  frightfully  fast  Three  years  since  his 
belief  had  been  like  the  ardour  of  young  love, 
and  now  what  were  his  feelings?  Men  said 
that  he  was  an  infidel;  but  he  would  himself 
deny  it  with  a  frigid  precision,  with  the  stiffest 
accuracy  of  language ;  and  then  argue  that  his 
acknowledgement  of  a  superhuman  creative 
power  was  not  infidelity.  He  had  a  God  of 
his  own,  a  cold,  passionless,  prudent  God ;  the 
same  God,  he  said,  to  whom  others  looked ; 
with  this  only  difference,  that  when  others  looked 
with  fanatic  enlhusiasm,  he  looked  with  well- 
balanced  reason.  But  it  was  the  same  God,  he 
said.  And  as  to  the  Saviour,  he  had  a  good 
deal  also  to  say  on  that  subject ;  a  good  deal 
which  might  show  that  he  was  not  so  far  from 
others  as  others  thought.  And  so  he  would 
prove  that  he  was  no  infidel. 

But  could  he  thus  satisfy  himself  now  that 
he  again  heard  the  psalms  of  his  youth  ?  and 
remembered  as  he  hstened,  that  he  had  lost  for 
ever  that  beauty  which  had  cost  him  so  dear? 
Did  he  not  now  begin  to  think— to  feel  perhaps 
rather  than  to  think — that,  after  all,  the  sound 
of  tbe  church  bells  was  cheering,  that  it  was 
sweet  to  kneel  there  where  others  knelt,  sweet 
to  hear  the  voices  of  those  young  children  as 
they  uttered  together  the  responses  of  the  ser- 
vice? Was  he  so  much  wiser  than  others  that 
he  could  venture  on  his  own  judgment  to  set 
himself  apart,  and  to  throw  over  as  useless  all 
that  was  to  others  so  precious  ? 

Such  were  his  feelings  as  he  sat,  and  knelt, 
and  stood  there — mec\ia,mca\\^  as  '^^  \iCTii,  «- 
membeiing  the  old  haVte.     Mii  v\\e,^ "aa  ^^ 
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to  pray.  But  praying  is  by  no  meatls  the  easiest 
work  to  which  a  man  can  set  himself.  Kneel- 
ing is  easy;  the  repetition  of  the  well-known 
word  is  easy ;  the  putting  on  of  some  solemnity 
of  mind  is  perhaps  not  difficult  But  to  re^ 
member  what  you  are  asking,  why  you  are 
asking,  of  whom  you  are  asking;  to  feel  sure 
that  you  want  what  you  do  ask,  and  that  this 
asking,  is  the  best  way  to  get  it ; — that  on  the 
whole  is  not  easy.  On  this  occasion  Bertram 
probably  found  it  utterly  beyond  his  capacity. 

He  declined  to  go  to  afternoon  church.  This 
is  not  held  to  be  de  rigueur  even  in  a  parson's 
house,  unless  it  be  among  certain  of  the  strictly 
low-church  clergymen.  A  very  high  churchman 
may  ask  you  to  attend  at  four  o'clock  of  a 
winter  morning,  but  he  will  not  be  grievously 
offended  if,  on  a  Sunday  afternoon,  you  prefer 
your  armchau:,  and  book — probably  of  sermons ; 
but  that  is  between  you  and  your  conscience. 

They  dined  early,  and  in  the  evening,  Bertram 
and  his  host  walked  out  Hitherto  they  had 
had  but  litde  opportunity  of  conversation,  and 
Bertram  longed  to  talk  to  some  one  of  what 
was  within  his  breast.  On  this  occasion,  how- 
ever, he  fiiiled.  Conversation  will  not  always 
go  exactly  as  one  would  have  it 

"  I  was  glad  to  see  you  at  church  to-day," 
said  the  parson.  **To  tell  you  the  truth,  I  did 
not  expect  it.  I  hope  it  was  not  intended  as 
a  compliment  to  me." 

"  I  rather  fear  it  was,  Arthur," 

"  You  mean  that  you  went  because  you  did 
not  like  to  displease  us  by  slayvtvg  2c^a:^"i'' 

** Something  like  it,"  said  B^iVt^xa,  ^^t.c&c^'^ 
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to  laugh.  "I  do  not  want  your  mother  and 
sisters,  or  you  either,  to  regard  me  as  an  ogre. 
In  England,  at  any  rate  in  the  country  in 
England,  one  is  an  ogre  if  one  doesn't  go  to 
church.  It  does  not  much  matter,  I  believe, 
what  one  does  when  one  is  there ;  so  long  as 
one  is  quiet,  and  lets  the  parson  have  his  say." 

"  There  is  nothing  so  easy  as  ridicule,  espe- 
cially in  matters  of  religion." 

"  Quite  true.  But  then  it  is  again  true  that 
it  is  very  hard  to  laugh  at  anything  that  is  not 
in  some  point  ridiculous." 

"And  God's  worship  is  ridiculous?" 

"No;  but  any  pretence  of  worshipping  God 
Is  so.  .  And  as  it  is  but  a  step  from  the  ridiculous 
to  the  sublime,  and  as  the  true  worship  of  God 
is  probably  the  highest  sublimity  to  which  man 
can  reach;  so,  perhaps,  is  he  never  so  abso- 
lutely absurd,  in  such  a  bathos  of  the  ridiculous, 
as  when  he  pretends  to  do  so." 

"  Every  effort  must  sometimes  fall  short  of 
success." 

"I'll  explain  what  I  mean,"  said  Bertram, 
attending  more  to  himself  than  his  companion. 
"  What  Idea  of  man  can  be  so  magnificent  as  that 
which  represents  him  with  his  hands  dosed,  and 
his  eyes  turned  to  that  heaven  with  which  he 
holds  communion?  But  imagine  the  man'so 
placed,  and  holding  no  such  communion?  Vou 
will  at  once  have  run  down  the  whole  gamut  of 
humanity  from  St.  Paul  to  Pecksniff." 

"  But  that  has  nothing  to  do  with  belief.  It  Is 
for  the  man  to  take  care  that  he  be,  if  possible, 
nearer  to  St.  Paul  than  Pecksniff." 
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it  i»  a  gauge,  the  only  gange  we  hare^  of -vbs: 
belief  a  man  has.  How  manr  of  ftosc  »'-o 
were  sitting  by  silently  while  yon  preached  rcal'T 
believed?" 

"  All,  I  hope ;  all,  I  trnst.  I  firmly  tnist  tha: 
they  are  all  believers ;  all,  including  yourself.^ 

**  I  wonder  whether  there  was  one ;  one 
believer  in  all  that  which  yon  called  on  us  to 
say  that  we  believed?  one,  for  instance,  who 
believes  in  the  communion  of  saints  ?  one  who 
believes  in  the  resurrection  of  the  body  ?" 

"And  why  should  they  not  believe  in  the 
communion  of  saints  ?    What's  the  difficulty  ?  '* 

"Very  little,  certainly;  as  their  belief  goes — 
what  they  and  you  call  belief.  Rumtunshid 
gara  shushabad  gerostophat.  That  is  the  shib- 
boleth of  some  of  the  Caucasian  tribes.  Do 
you  believe  in  Rumtunshid  ?  " 

"  If  you  will  talk  gibberish  when  talking  on 
such  a  matter,  I  had  rather  change  the  subject." 

"Now  you  are  unreasonable,  and  want  to 
have  all  the  gibberish  to  yourself.  That  you 
should  have  it  all  to  yourself  in  your  own  pulpit 
we  accede  to  you ;  but  out  here,  on  the  heath, 
surely  I  may  have  my  turn.  You  do  not  believe 
in  Rumtunshid?  Then  why  should  farmer 
Buttercup  be  called  on  to  believe  in  the  com- 
munion of  the  saints?  What  does  he  believe 
about  it?  Or  why  should  you  make  little  Flora 
Buttercup  tell  such  a  huge  fib  as  to  say,  that 
she  believes  in  the  resurrection  of  the  body?" 

"  It  is  taught  her  as  a  necessary  lesson,  and 
will  be  explained  to  her  at  the  proper  age." 

"J^o;  there  is  no  proper  age  foi\\..    \\.^'i\ 
never  be  explained  to  her,    'Ne\X\\^^Vii^^'^'^ 
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her  father  will  ever  understand  anything  abOut 
it.  But  they  will  always  believe  it.  Am  I  old 
enough  to  understand  it?  Explain  it  to  me. 
No  one  yet  has  ever  attempted  to  do  so;  and 
yet  my  education  was  not  neglected." 

Wilkinson  had  too  great  a  fear  of  his  friend's 
powers  of  ridicule  to  venture  on  an  explanation; 
so  he  again  suggested  that  they  should  change 
the  subjecL 

"  That  is  always  the  way,"  said  Bertram.  "I 
never  knew  a  clergyman  who  did  not  want  to 
change  the  subject  when  that  subject  is  the  one 
on  which  he  should  be  ever  willing  to  speak," 

"If  there  be  anything  that  you  deem  holy, 
you  would  not  be  willing  lo  hear  it  ridiculed." 

"  There  is  much  that  I  deem  holy,  and  for 
that  I  fear  no  laughter.  I  am  ready  to  defy 
ridicuie.  But  if  I  talk  to  you  of  the  asceticism 
of  Stylites,  and  tell  you  that  I  admire  it,  and 
will  imitate  it,  witl  you  not  then  laugh  at  me  ? 
Of  course  we  ridicule  what  we  think  is  false. 
But  ridicule  will  run  off  truth  like  water  from  a 
duck's  back.  Come,  explain  to  me  this  about 
the  resurrection  of  the  body." 

"Yet,  in  my  flesh,  shall  I  see  God,"  said 
Arthur,  in  a  solemn  tone. 

"But  I  say,  no.     It  is  impossible." 

"Nothing  is  impossible  with  God." 

"  Yes ;  it  is  impossible  that  his  own  great 
laws  should  change.  It  is  impossible  that  they 
should  remain,  and  yet  not  remain.  Your  body 
— that  which  we  all  call  our  body — that  which 
I'lora  Buttercup  believes  to  be  her  body  (for 
in  this  matter  she  does  beVieve")  wWV  Xwu  '«.?rfd, 
through  the  prolific  chegmW-j  o^  to-Vjic^^" 
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various  productive  gases  by  which  other  bodies 
will  be  formed.  With  which  body  will  you  see 
Christ?  with  that  which  you  now  carry,  or  that 
you  will  carry  when  you  die  ?  For,  of  course, 
every  atom  of  your  body  changes.** 

'*  It  little  matters  which.  It  is  sufficient  for 
me  to  believe  as  the  Scriptures  teach  me." 

"  Yes ;  if  one  could  believe.  A  Jew,  when 
he  drags  his  dying  limbs  to  the  valley  of 
Jehoshaphat,  he  can  believe.  He,  in  his  dark- 
ness^ knows  nothing  of  these  laws  of  nature. 
But  we  will  go  to  people  who  are  not  in  dark- 
ness. If  I  ask  your  mother  what  she  means 
when  she  says — *Not  by  confusion  of  sub- 
stance ;  but  by  unity  of  person,'  what  will  she 
answer  me?" 

'*  It  is  a  subject  which  it  will  take  her  some 
time  to  explain." 

"  Yes,  I  think  so ;  and  me  some  time  longer 
to  understand." 

Wilkinson  was  determined  not  to  be  led  into 
argument,  and  so  he  remained  silent  Bertram 
was  also  silent  for  awhile,  and  they  walked  on, 
each  content  with  his  own  thoughts.  But  yet 
not  content.  Wilkinson  would  have  been  con- 
tented to  be  let  alone  ;  to  have  liis  mind,  and 
faith,  and  hopes  left  in  the  repose  which  nature 
and  education  had  prepared  for  them.  But  it 
was  not  so  with  Bertram.  He  was  angry  with 
himself  for  not  believing,  and  angry  with  others 
that  they  did  believe.  They  went  on  in  this 
way  for  some  ten  minutes,  and  then  Bertram 
began  again. 

"Ah,  that  I  could  believe \    11  \\.  ^^^^  ^ 
thing  to  come  at,  as  a  man  w\s\ie^,  ^"^^  ^w\^ 
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doubt?  But  yon,  you,  ihe  priest,  the  teacher 
of  the  people,  you,  who  should  make  it  all  bo 
easy,  you  will  make  it  so  difficult,  so  impossible. 
Belief,  at  any  rate,  should  be  easy,  though 
practice  may  be  hard." 

"  You  should  look  to  the  Bible,  not  to  us." 

I         "  Yes ;  it  is   there   that  is   our  stumbliDg- 

I  block.  A  book  is  given  to  us,  not  over  well 
translated  from  various  languages,  part  of  which 
is  history  hyperbolically  told— for  all  Eastern 
language  is  hyperbolical ;  part  of  which  is 
prophecy,  the  very  meaning  of  which  is  lost 
to  us  by  the  loss  of  those  things  which  are 
intended  to  be  imaged  out ;  and  part  of  which 
is  thanksgiving  uttered  in  the  language  of  men 
who  knew  nothing,  and  could  understand 
nothing  of  those  rules  by  which  we  are  to  be 

I      governed." 

I  "  You  are  talking  of  the  Old  Testament  ?  " 

"  It  is  given  to  us  as  one  whole.  Then  we 
have  the  story  of  a  mystery  which  is  above,  or, 
at  least,  beyond  ihe  utmost  stretch  of  man's 
comprehension  ;  and  the  very  purport  of  which 
is  opposed  to  all  our  ideas  of  justice.  In  the 
jurisprudence  of  heaven  can  that  be  just  which 
here,  on  earth,  is  manifestly  unjust?" 

I  "  Is  your  faith  in   God  so  weak  then,  and 

your  reliance  on  yourself  so  firm,  that  you  can 
believe  nothing  beyond  your  own  compre- 
hension ?  " 

"  I  believe  much  that  I  do  not  understand. 

I  believe  the  distance  of  the  earth  from  the  sun. 

I  behcve  ihat  the  seed  of  a  man  is  carried  in  a 

woman,  and  then  brought  toiVhVoW^t,  a.  Vw'vtv'^ 

l)eing.    I  do  not  undeisUad  &e  ■jTmci'^j^t' 
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this  wondrous  growth.  But  yet  I  believe  it, 
and  know  that  it  is  from  God.  But  I  cannot 
believe  that  evil  is  good.  I  cannot  believe  that 
man  placed  here  by  God  shall  .receive  or  not 
receive  future  happiness  as  he  may  chance  to 
agree  or  not  to  agree  with  certain  doctors  who, 
somewhere  about  the  fourth  century,  or  perhaps 
later,  had  themselves  so  much  difficulty  in 
coming  to  any  agreement  on  the  disputed 
subject" 

"  I  thijik,  Bertram,  that  you  are  gcmg  into 
matters  which  you  know  are  not  vital  to  foith  in 
the  Christian  religion." 

"  Wh^t  is  vital,  and  what  is  not  ?  If  I  could 
only  learn  that !  But  you  always  argue  in  a 
curcle.  I  am  to  have  faith  because  of  the  Bible ; 
but  I  am  to  take  the  Bible  through  faith. 
Whence  is  the  first  spring.6f  my  faith  to  come  ? 
where  shall  I  find  the  fountain-head  ?  "  ' 
"  In  prayer  to  God." 

**But  can  I  pray  'without  faith?  Did  any 
man  ever  kneel  before  a  log,  and  ask  the  log 
that  he  might  believe  in  the  log  ?  Had  he  no 
faith  in  the  log,  could  it  be  possible  that  he 
should  be  seen  there  kneeling  before  it  ?  " 

^*  Has  the  Bible:  then  for.  yx)U  no  intrinsic 
evidence  of  its  truth?"  . . : . 

"Yes,  most  itrefragable  evid^ce ;' evidence 
that  no  thinking  man  can /pebbly  reject. 
Christ's  teachiiig,  the  words  thkt  I  ha\'«  there 
as  coming  from  his  mou^  are  irresistible 
evidence  of  his  fitnessto  teach,  l^rxt  you  will 
permit  me  to  use  no  such  'evidence.  ;  I  must 
take  it  all,  frofti  the  beginning  ol  tcv^  tix^^x, 
before  I  can  look  into  its  ihtrmsvc  \xv>X}a%     t^'sA. 
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I  jt  must  be  all  true  to  me :  the  sun  standliig  sl^| 

I  upon  Gibeon  no  less  thsn  the  divine  wisd^^f 

I  which  'showed  that  Cesar's  tribute  should  ^H 

I  paid  to  Cssar."  |H 

I  , .   "If  every  man  and  every  child  is   to  selC^H 

I  Jliow   shall   we   ever  liave  a  creed  ?  and  if  4N^ 

I  creed,  how  shall  we  have  a  church  ?"  I 

I,     "And    if    no    church,  how    then     parsons?    I 

I  Follow  it  on,  and  it  comes   to   that.      But,  in    I 

I  truth,  you  require  too  much  ;  and  so  yon  get — 

I  nothing.     Your  flocks  do  not  believe,  do  not 

K  fXay,  do  not  listen  to  you.    They  are  not  in 

r  earnest.     In    earnest !     Heavens !    if    a    man 

could  believe  all  this,  could  be  in  earnest  about 

it,  how  possibly  could  he  care  for  other  things? 

But  no  ;  you  pride  yourselves  on  faith  ;  but  you 

have  no  faith.    There  is  no  such  thing  left. 

In  liiese  days  men  do  not  know  what  faith  is." 

In  the  evening,  when  the  ladies  had  gone  to 

their   rooms,  they    were   again   together;   and 

^  Bertram  thought  that  he  would  speak  of  Caro- 
line, But  he  was  again  foiled.  There  had 
J>een  some  little  bickering  on  the  part  of  Mrs. 
Wilkinson.  She  had  been  queralouF,  and  had 
not  cared  to  hide  it,  though  George  and  Adela 
were  sitting  there  as  guests.  This  had  made 
her  son  unhappy,  and  he  now  spoke  of  it. 

"I  am  sorry  you  should  hear  my  mother 
speak  in  that  way,  George,  I  hope  I  am  not 
harsh  to  her.  I  try  to  refrain  from  answering 
her.  But  unless  I  go  back  to  my  round  jackets, 
and  lake  my  food  from  her  hand  hke  a  child,  I 
cannot  please  her." 

"  Perhaps  you  are  too  careful  to  please  her. 
/  think  you  should  \et  V\«  Vtui's  \\ia.\i  w.  ». 
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certain  extent,   you  must  be  master  in  your 
own  house." 

"  Ah !  I  have  given  that  up  long  since.  She 
has  an  idea  that  the  house  is  hers..  I  do  not  care 
to  thwart  her  in  that  Perhaps  I  should  have 
done  it  at  first;  but  it  is  too  late  now.  To-night 
she  was  angry  with  me  because  I  would  not  read 
a  sermon." 

"  And  why  then  didn't  you  ?  " 

' '  I  have  preached  two  to-day."  And  the  young 
clergyman  yawned  somewhat  wearily.  "She 
used  to  read  them  hersel£  I  did  put  a  stop  to 
that.'* 

"  Why  so  ?  why  not  let  her  read  them  ? '' 

**  The  girls  used  to  go  to  sleep,  always — and 
then* the  servants  slept  also.  I  don't  think  she 
has  a  good  voice  for  sermons.  But  I  am  sure  of 
this,  George — she  has  never  forgiven  me." 

"  And  never  will." 

**  Sometimes,  I  almost  think  she  would  wish  to 
take  my  place  in  the  pulpit." 

"  The  wish  is  not  at  all  unnatural,  my  dear 
fellow." 

**  The  truth  is,  that  Lord  Stapledean's  message 
to  her,  and  his  conduct  about  the  living,  has  quite 
upset  her.  I  cannot  blame  Lord  Stapledean. 
What  he  did  was  certainly  kind.  But  I  do  blame 
myself.  I  never  should  have  accepted  the  living 
on  those  terms — ^never,  never.  I  knew  it  when  I 
did  it,  and  I  have  never  since  ceased  to  repent  it." 
And  so  saying  he  got  up  and  walked  quickly 
about  the  room.  "  Would  you  believe  it  now ; 
my  mother  takes  upon  herself  to  tell  me  in  what 
way  I  should  read  the  absolution',  andi^^V^^^ 
self  injured  because  I  do  not  compV^l:'' 
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"  1  can  tell  you  but  of  one  remedy,  Arthur ; 
but  I  can  tell  you  of  one," 

"  What  remedy  ?  " 

"Take  a  wife  to  yourself;  one  who  will  not 
mind  in  what  way  you  read  the  absolution  to  her." 

"A  wife  !  "  said  Wilkinson,  and  he  uttered  a 
long  sigh  as  he  continued  his  walk. 

"  Yes,  a  wife ;  why  not  ?  People  say  that  a 
country  clergyman  should  never  be  without  a 
wife ;  and  as  for  myself,  I  firmly  think  that  they 
are  right." 

"  Every  curate  is  to  marry,  then  ?  " 

"  But  you  are  not  a  curate." 

"  I  should  only  have  the  income  of  a  curate. 
And  where  should  I  put  a  wife  ?  The  house  is 
full  of  women  already.  Who  would  come  to 
such  a  house  as  tliis  ?  " 

"  There  is  Adela ;  would  not  she  come  if  you 
asked  her  ? " 

"  Adela  I  "  said  the  young  vicar.  And  now  his 
walk  had  brought  him  to  the  further  end  of  the 
table ;  and  there  he  remained  for  a  minute  or 
two,     "  Adela !  " 

"Yes,  Adela,"  said  Bertram. 

"  What  a  life  my  mother  would  lead  her  1  She 
is  fond  of  her  now ;  very.  But  in  that  case  I 
know  that  ehe  would  hate  her." 

"  If  I  were  you,  I  would  make  my  wife  the 
mistress  of  my  house,  not  my  mother." 

"  Ah  !  you  do  not  understand,  George." 

"  But  perhaps  you  do  not  like  Adela — perhaps 
you  could  not  teach  yourself  to  love  her?" 

"Perhaps  not,"  said  Wilkinson.  "And  per- 
baps  she  could  not  teach  \^eiseU  \.'a  VOni  ma. 
Bat,  ab  t  thflt  is  out  of  the  t^iicsUoti:' 
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**  There  is  toothing  between  you  and  Adela 
then?"  asked  Bertram. 

"Oh,  no;  nothing." 

"  On  your  honoiMr,  nothing  ?.*' . 

"  Nothing  at  alL  It  is  quite  out  of  the  quesr 
lion.     My  marrying,  indeed ! ." 

And  then  they  took  their  bedroom  candle- 
sticks, and  went  to  their  own  rooms.  . . 


CHAPTER  XXVII:    .. 

THE  WOUNDED  ,P0E 

It  was  a  weary,  melancholy  household  just;  then, 
that  of  Hurst  Staple,  and  one  may  almost  wonder 
that  Bertram  should  have  remained  there :  but 
still  he  did  remain.  He  had  been  there  a  fort- 
night, when  he  learnt  that  in  three  days'  time 
Adela  was  to  go  to  Littlebath. .  She  was  to  go 
down  with  Miss  Baker ;  and  was  to  remain  jthere 
with  her,  or  with  Miss  Todd  if  Miss  Baker  should 
go  back  to  Hadley,  till  her  own  aunt  should  have 
returned. 

"  I  don't  know  why  you  should  be  in  such  a 
hurry  to  get  to  Littlebath,"  said  Mrs.  Wilkinson. 
**  We  have  been  very  glad  to  h^ve  you ;  and  I 
hope  we  have  shown  it."  As  Arthur  had  evinced 
no  symptoms  of  making  love  to  Miss  Gauntlet^ 
the  good  lady  had  been  satisfied,  and  now.  she 
felt  somewhat  slighted  that  her  hospitality  was 
not  more  valued. 

But  Adela  explained  in  hex  o^iv  ^cA\.  Tccwxasx, 
that  it  would  be  better  foi  Yiet  to  V:aN^.  nJs^^x 
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neighbourhood ;  that  her  heart  was  sore  there ; 
that  her  sorrow  for  her  father  would  be  lighter  if 
she  were  away.  What  hypocrites  women  are! 
Even  OpheUa  in  her  madness  would  pretend  that 
she  raved  for  her  murdered  father,  when  it  was 
patent  to  all  the  world  that  she  was  mad  for  love 
for  Hamlet.  And  now  Adela  must  leave  Hurst 
Staple  because,  forsooth,  her  poor  old  father 
lay  buried  at  West  Putford.  Would  not  ten 
words  have  quieted  that  ghost  for  ever?  But 
then,  what  is  the  use  of  a  lady's  speech  but  to 
conceal  her  thoughts? 

Bertram  had  spoken  to  Arthur  about  Caroline's 
marriage,  but  he  had  as  yet  said  no  word  on  the 
subject  to  any  one  else.  Mrs.  Wilkinson  liad 
tried  him  once  or  twice,  but  in  vain.  He  could 
not  bare  his  bosom  to  Mrs.  Wilkinson. 

"So  you  are  going,  Adela?"  he  said  the 
morning  he  had  heard  the  news.  They  had  all 
called  her  Adela  in  that  house,  and  he  had 
learned  to  do  as  others  did.  These  intimacies 
will  sometimes  grow  up  in  five  days,  though  an 
acquaintance  of  twenty  years  will  often  not  pro- 
duce them. 

"Yes,  Mr.  Bertram.  I  have  been  a  great 
trouble  to  them  here,  and  it  is  time  that  I  should 
be  gone." 

"  '  Welcome  the  coming,  speed  the  parting 
guest'  Had  I  a  house,  I  should  endeavour  to 
act  on  that  principle.  I  would  never  endeavour 
to  keep  a  person  who  wished  to  go.  But  we  shall 
all  regret  you.  And  then,  Littlebath  is  not  the 
place  for  you.  You  will  never  be  happy  at 
Littlebath." 

"Why  not?" 
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**  Oh,  it  is  a  wretched  place ;  full  of  horse- 
jockeys  and  hags — of  card-tables  and  false  hair," 

**I  shall  have  nothing  to  do  with  the  card- 
tables,  and  I  hope  not  with  the  false  hair — ^nor 
yet  much,  I  suppose,  with  the  horse-jockeys." 

"  There  will  still  remain  the  worst  of  the  four 
curses." 

"Mr.  Bertram,  how  can  you  be  so  evil- 
minded?  I  have  had  many  happy  days  at 
Littlebath."  And  then  she  paused,  for  she 
remembered  that  her  happy  days  th^re  had  all 
been  passed  with  Caroline  Waddington. 

*•  Yes,  and  I  also  have  had  happy  days  there,*' 
said  he ;  "  very  happy.  And  I  am  sure  of  this— 
that  they  would  have  been  happy  still  but  for 
the  influence  of  that  wretched  piace." 

Adela  could  make  no  answer  to  this  at  the 
moment,  so  «he  went  on  hemming  at  her  collar. 
Then,  after  a  pause,  she  said,  "I  hope  it  will  have 
no  evil  influence  on  me." 

**  I  hope  not — I  hope  not.  But  you  are 
beyond  such  influences.  It  seems  to  me,  if  I 
may  say  so,  that  you  are  beyond  all  influences." 

'^  Yes ;  as  a  fool  is,"  she  said,  laughing. 

"  No ;  but  as  a  rock  is,  I  will  not  say  as  ice, 
for  ice  will  always  melt." 

"  And  do  I  never  melt,  Mr.  Bertram  ?  Has 
that  which  has  made  you  so  unhappy  not  moved 
me?  Do  you  think  that  I  can  love  Caroline 
as  I  do,  and  not  grieve,  and  weep,  and  groan 
in  the  spirit  ?  I  do  grieve ;  I  have  wept  for  it 
I  am  not  stone." 

And  in  this  also  there  has  been  some  craft. 
She  had  been  as  it  were  forced  to  guard  the 
thoughts  of  her  own  heart ;  and  had,  therefore^ 
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turned  the  river  of  the  converBation  right 
through  the  heart  of  her  companion. 

"  For  whom  do  you  weep  ?  for  which  of  us  do 
you  weep  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  For  both  ;  that,  having  so  much  lo  enjoy, 
you  should   between    you    have  thrown   it    all 

"She  will  be  happy.  That  at  any  rate  is  a 
consolation  to  me.  Though  you  will  hardly 
believe  that" 

"  I  hope  she  will.  I  hope  she  will.  Bat,  oh  ! 
Mr.  Bertram,  it  is  so  fearful  a  risk.  What — 
what  if  she  should  not  be?  What  if  she  shall 
find,  when  the  time  will  be  too  late  for  finding 
anything — what  if  she  shall  then  find  that  she 
cannot  love  him  ?  " 

"Love  him  !"  said  the  other  with  a  sneer, 
"  You  do  not  know  her.  What  need  is  there 
for  love  ?  " 

"  Ah !  do  not  be  harsh  to  her ;  do  not  you  be 
harsh  to  her." 

"Harsh,  no;  I  will  not  be  harsh  to  her.  I 
will  be  all  kindness.  And  being  kind,  I  ask 
what  need  is  there  for  love  ?  Looking  at  it  in 
any  light,  of  course  she  cannot  love  him," 

"  Cannot  love  him  !  why  not  ?  " 

"  How  is  it  possible  ?  Had  she  loved  me, 
could  she  have  shaken  ofif  one  lover  and  taken 
up  another  in  two  months  ?  And  if  she  never 
loved  me;  if  for  three  years  she  could  go  on, 
never  loving  me — then  what  reason  is  ihere  to 
think  she  should  want  such  excitement  now?" 

"But  you — could  you  love  her,  and  yet  cast 
her  from  you  ?  " 

"yesj^could  do  it.  -  I-didj  do  it — and  wejt 
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it  to  dp  again,  it  should  be  done  again.  I  did 
love  her.  If  I  know  what  love  is,  if  I  can  at 
all  understand  it,  I  did  Ipve  her  with  all  my 
heart.  And  yet— I  will  not  say  I  cast  her  oflf ; 
it  would  be  unmanly  as  well  as  false;  but  I  let 
her  go." 

"  Ah !  ypu  did  morethaij  that,  Mr,  Bertram." 

"  I  gave  her  back  her  troth ;  and  she  accepted 
it; — as  it  was  her  duty  to  do,  seeing  that  her 
wishes  were  then  ch$u^;e^. ,  \  did  no  more  thaix 
that." 

"  Women,  Mr,  BerCir^m,  well  know  that  when 
married  they  muist  sometimes  bear  a  sharp  word. 
But  the  shsgrp  word  before  marriage;  that  is 
very  hard  to  be  borne;"  _ 

**  I  measure  my  words.  ■  But  why  shpuld  I 
defend  myself?.  Of  cotM^se  your  verdict  will  be 
on  your  ifnend's;  side. .  I  shpuld  hate  you  if  it 
were  not  so.  But,  oh !  Adela,  if  I  have  sinned, 
I  have  been  punished.  I  have  been  punished 
heavily.  Indeed,  u^di^ed,  I  have  beea  punished." 
And  sitting  dpwxi,  he  bowed  himself  on  the  table, 
and  hid.hiji  fjEu:e  within  his  hands. 

This  was  ya  this .  4rawing-room,  and  before 
Adela  could  venture  to  /Q)eak  to  him  again,  one 
of  the  girls  c^me.  ii}ktp  tl^e  rponi. 

**  Adela,"  said  she,  "  Wl8  pu:p  -waiting  for  ypu  to 
go  down  to  the  school"    .      >      . 

^'I  am  coming  directtly/';^kl  Adela,  jumjung 
up,  and  still  hoping  that  Mary  would  go  on,  so 
as  to  leave  her  one.  moment  alone  with  Bertram. 
But  Mary  showed  np^s^g^  <>jf  moving  without 
het  friend.  Instead,  of  .dpij?Ekg  .^Oj  she  asked  her 
cousin  whether  he  had  a  headache  ?    .  . 

**  Not  atL  all,"  saW  he,  Ipcfcking  up ;  "but  I  am 
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half  asleep.    This  Hurst  Staple  is  a  sleepy  plal 
I  think.    Where's  Arthur? 

"  He's  in  the  study." 

"Well,  I'll  go  into  the  study  also.  One  can 
always  sleep  there  without  being  disturbed." 

"You're  very  civil,  master  George."  And 
then  Adela  followed  her  friend  down  to  the 
school. 

But  she  could  not  rest  while  the  matter  stood 
in  this  way.  She  felt  that  she  had  been  botit 
harsh  and  unjust  to  Bertram.  She  knew  that 
the  fault  had  been  with  Caroline;  and  yet  she 
had  allowed  herself  to  speak  of  it  as  though  he, 
and  he  only,  had  been  to  blame.  She  felt, 
Tuoreover,  an  inexpressible  tenderness  for  his 
sorrow.  When  he  declared  how  cruel  was  his 
punishment,  she  could  willingly  have  given  him 
the  sympathy  of  her  tears.  For  were  not  their 
cases  in  many  points  the  same  ? 

She  was  determined  to  see  him  again  before 
she  went,  and  to  tell  him  that  she  acquitted 
him ; — that  she  knew  the  greater  fault  was  not 
with  hira.  This  in  itself  would  not  comfort 
him  ;  but  she  would  endeavour  so  to  put  it  that 
he  might  draw  comfort  from  it. 

"I  must  see  you  for  a  moment  alone,  before 
I  go,"  she  said  to  him  that  evening  in  the 
drawing-room,  "  I  go  very  early  on  Thursday 
morning.  ^\'lien  can  I  speak  to  you?  You  are 
never  up  early,  I  know," 

"  But  I  will  be  to-morrow.  Will  you  be 
afraid  to  come  out  with  me  before  breakfast  ?  " 

"  Oh  no  I  she  would  not  be  at  all  afraid,"  she 
said  :  and  so  the  appointment  was  made. 

*'J  know  you'll  think  me  very  foolish  for 
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giving  this  trouble,"  she  began,  in  rather  a 
confused  way,  *'  and  making  so  much  about 
nothing." 

'^  No  man  thinks  there  is  much  ado  about 
nothing  when  the  ado  is  about  himself,"  said 
Bertram,  laughing. 

'*  Well,  but  I  know  it  is  foolish.  But  I  was 
unjust  to  you  yesterday,  and  I  could  not  leave 
you  without  confessing  it." 

"How  unjust,  Adela?" 

"  I  said  you  had  cast  Caroline  off." 

"Ah,  no  I  I  certainly  did  not  do  that." 

"She  wrote  to  me,  and  told  me  everything. 
She  wrote  very  truly,  I  know ;  and  she  did  not 
say  a  word — not  a  word  against  you." 

"Did  she  not ?  Well — ^no — I  know  she  would 
not.  And  remember  this,  Adela :  I  do  not  say 
a  word  against  her.  Do  tell  her,  not  from  me, 
you  know,  but  of  your  own  observation,  that  I 
do  not  say  one  word  against  her.  I  only  say 
she  did  not  love  me." 

"  Ah  !  Mr.  Bertram." 

"That  is  all;  and  that  is  true.  Adela,  I 
have  not  much  to  give ;  but  I  would  give  it  all 
— all — everything  to  have  her  back— to  have 
her  back  as  I  used  to  think  her.  But  if  I,  could 
have  her  now-^s  I  know  her  now — by  raising 
this  hand,  I  would  not  take  her.  But  this 
imputes  no  blame  to  her.  She  tried  to  love  me, 
but  she  could  not." 

"  Ah !  she  did  love  you." 

"Never!"  He  almost  shouted  as  he  said 
this ;  and  as  he  did  so,  he  stood  across  his  com* 
panion's  path.  "Never  !  She  never  loved  me. 
I  know  it  now.    What  poor  vile  wretches  we 
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are)    It  is  this   I   think   that  most  tormel 
ine."  ■  * 

And  then  they  walked  on.  Adela  had  come 
there  expressly  to  speak  to  him,  but  now  she 
was  almost  afraid  to  speak.  Her  heart  had 
been  full  of  what  it  would  utter,  but  now  all 
utterance  seemed  to  have  left  her.  She  had 
intended  to  console,  but  she  did  not  dare  to 
attempt  it.  Tliere  was  a  depth,  almost  a 
sublimity  about  his  grief  which  kept  her  silent. 

"  Oh  !  Adela,"  he  said,  "  if  you  knew  what  it 
is  to  have  an  empty  heart — or  rather  a  heart  not 
empty — that  would  fain  be  empty  that  you  might 
again  refill  it.  Dear  Adela ! "  And  he  put  out 
his  hand  to  take  her  own.  She  hardly  knew 
why,  but  she  let  him  take  her  hand.  "  Dear 
Adela  I  have  you  never  sighed  for  the  comfort  of 
an  empty  heart?  You  probe  my  wounds  to  the 
bottom ;  may  I  not  search  your  own  ? " 

She  did  not  answer  him.  Was  it  possible 
that  she  should  answer  such  a  question?  Her 
eyes  became  suffused  with  tears,  and  she  was 
unable  to  raise  them  from  the  ground.  She 
could  not  recall  her  hand — not  at  that  moment. 
She  had  come  there  10  lecture  him,  to  talk  to 
him,  to  comfort  him  ;  and  now  she  was  unable 
to  say  a  vrord.  Did  he  know  the  secret  of  her 
heart;  that  secret  which  once  and  but  once 
had  involuntarily  broken  from  out  her  lips? 
Had  Caroline  told  him?  Had  she  been  so 
false  to  friendship— as  fake  to  friendship  as  she 
had  been  to  love? 

"  Adela  !  Adela  1  I  would  that  wc  had  met 
earlier  in  our  lives.  Yes,  you  and  I."  These 
Jmt  words    he  added  after  she  had  quickly 
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rescued  her  hand  from  his  grasps  Very  quickly 
she  withdrew  it  now. :  As  quickly  she  lifted  up 
her  face,  all  covered. as  it  was  with  tears,  and 
enduj:ed  die  fuil  weight  of  his  gaze.  What! 
>yas  it  possible  that  ho  knew  how  she  had  loved, 
and  thought  that  her  love  had  been  for  him ! 

"Yes,  you  and  I,"  he  continued,  "Even 
though  your  eyes  flash  upon  me  so  sternly. 
You  mean  to!  say  that  had  it  been  ever  so  early, 
th^t  prize  would  have  been  imp^sible  for  me. 
Speak  out,  Adela.    That  is  what  you  mean?" 

"Yes;  it  would  have  been  impossible;  im- 
possible evety  way ;  impossibly  that  is,  on  both 
sides."* 

**  Then  you  have  not  that  empty  hearty-  Adela  ? 
What  else  should  make- it  impossible?^ 
;  i.^' Mr.. Bertram, '^when  I  came  here,  I  had  no 
wish,  no  intention  to  talk  about  myself.'^ 

"  Why  not  of  yourself  as  well  as  of  me?  I 
say  again,  I  would  we  bad  both  met  earlier.  It 
might  have  been  that  I  should  have  been  saved 
from*  this  shipwreck.  I  will  speak  openly  to 
you,  Adela.  Why  not  ?  "  he  added,  seeing  that 
she. shrunk  from  him,  and  seemed  as  though  she 
would  move  on  quickly-^-^way  frpm  his  words. 

'^  Mr.  Bertram,  do  not  say  that  which  it  will 
be  useless  for  you  to  have  said." 
-  •"  It  shall  not  be  useless.  You  are  my  friend, 
and  friends  should  understand  each'  other. 
You  know  how  I  have  loved  Caroline.  You 
believe: that  I  have  loved  her,  do  you  not?" 

**  Oh,  yes ;  I  do  believe  that," 
. .  '^  Well,  you  may ;  that  at  any  rate  is  true.     I 
have  loved  her.    She  will  now  be  that  man's 
property,  and  I  must  love  her  no.longear^" 
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"  No ;  not  with  that  sort  of  love." 

"That  sort!  Are  there  two  sorts  on  which 
a  man  may  run  the  changes,  as  he  may  from 
one  room  to  another?  I  must  wipe  her  out  of 
my  mind^out  of  my  heart^or  bum  her  out. 
I  would  not  wish  to  love  anything  that  he 
possesses." 

"No!"  said  she,  "not  his  wife." 

"  Wife  !  she  will  never  be  his  wife.  She  will 
never  be  bone  of  his  bone,  and  flesh  of  his 
flesh,  as  I  would  have  made  her.  It  will  be  but 
8  partnership  between  them,  to  be  dissolved 
when  they  have  made  the  most  of  their  world's 
trading," 

"  If  you  love  her,  Mr.  Bertram,  do  not  be  so 
bitter  in  speaking  of  her." 

"  Bitter  I  I  teli  you  that  I  think  her  quite 
right  in  what  she  does.  If  a  woman  cannot 
love,  what  better  can  she  do  than  trade  upon 
her  beauty  ?  But,  there ;  let  her  go ;  I  did  not 
wish  to  speak  of  her." 

"  I  was  very  wrong  in  asking  you  to  walk 
with  me  this  morning." 

"  No,  Adela,  not  wrong  ;  but  very,  very  right, 
TherC)  well,  I  will  not  ask  you  for  your  hand 
again,  tliough  it  was  but  in  friendsliip." 

"  In  friendship  I  will  give  it  you,"  and  she 
stretched  out  her  hand  to  him.  It  w.is  un- 
gloved, and  very  while  and  fair;  a  prettier  hand 
than  even  Caroline  could  boast. 

"  I  must  not  take  it.  I  must  not  lie  to  you, 
Adela.  I  am  broken-hearted.  I  have  loved  ; 
1  have  loved  that  woman  with  all  ray  heart, 
with  my  very  soul,  wilh  the  utmost  strength  of 
my  whole  being — and  now  it  has  come  to  thia.i 
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If  I  know  what  a  broken  heart  means,  I  have  it 
here.  But  yet — yet — yet.  Oh,  Adela !  I  would 
fain  try  yet  once  again.  I  can  do  nothing  for 
myself;  nothing.  If  the  world  were  there  at 
my  feet,  wealth,  power,  glory,  to  be  had  for  the 
stooping,  I  would  not  stoop  to  pick  them,  if  I 
could  not  share  them  with — a  friend.  Adela, 
it  is  so  sad  to  be  alone  1 " 

"Yes,  it  is  sad.  Is  not  sadness  the  lot  of 
many  of  us  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  but  nature  bids  us  seek  a  cure  when 
a  cure  is  possible." 

**  I  do  not  know  what  you  wish  me  to  under- 
stand, Mr.  Bertram  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Adela,  you  do ;  I  think  you  do.  I 
think  I  am  honest  and  open.  At  any  rate,  I 
strive  to  be  so.  I  think  you  do  understand 
me.'' 

"  If  I  do,  then  the  cure  which  you  seek  is 
impossible." 

"Ah!" 

"  Is  impossible.'* 

"You  are  not  angry  with  me?  " 

"  Angry ;  no,  not  angry." 

"  And  do  not  be  angry  now,  if  I  speak  openly 
again.  I  thought — I  thought.  But  I  fear  that 
I  shall  pain  you." 

"I  do  not  care  for  pain  if  any  good  can 
come  of  it." 

"  I  thought  that  you  also  had  been  wounded. 
In  the  woods  the  stricken  harts  lie  down  to- 
gether and  lick  each  other's  wounds  while  the 
herd  roams  far  away  from  them." 

"Is  it  so?  Why  do  we  hear  then  'of  the 
poor  sequestered  stag,  left  and  abandoned  of 
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his  velvet  friend  ? '     No,  Mr.  Bertram,  grief,  I 
fear,  must  still  be  solitary," 

"  And  so,  unendurable." 
.  "  God  still  tempers  the  wind  to  the 
lamb,  now  as  he  has  ever  done.  But  there 
Ho  sudden  cute  for  these  evils.  The  time 
come  when  all  this  will  be  remembered,  not 
without  sorrow,  but  with  a  calm,  quiet  mourning 
iJiat  will  be  endurable ;  when  your  heart,  now 
not  broken  as  you  say,  but  tortured,  will  be  able 
to  receive  other  images.  But  that  time  cannot 
come  at  once.  Nor,  I  think,  is  it  well  that  we 
diould  wish  it.  Those  who  have  course  to, 
love  should  have  courage  to  suffer." 

"  Yes,  yes,  yes.     But  if  the  courage  be 
ing?  if  one  have  it  not?     One  cannot  ha' 
such  court^e  for  the  asking." 

"  The  first  weight  of  the  blow  will  stun  the 
sufferer.  I  know  that,  Mr.  Bertram.  But  that 
dull,  dead,  deathly  feeling  will  wear  off  at  last. 
You  have  but  to  work ;  to  read,  to  write,  to 
study.  In  that  respect,  you  men  are  more 
fortunate  than  we  are.  You  have  that  which 
must  occupy  your  thoughts." 

"  And  you,  Adela •?" 

'  "  Do  not  speak  of  me.     If  you  are  generous, 
you  will  not  do  so.     If  I    have  in   any  way 
seemed  to  speak  of  myself,  it  is  because  you 
have  made  it  unavoidable.     What   God 
given  me  to  bear  is  bearable ; —though  I  w 
that  he   could   have  spared  my  poor  fathei 
And,  so  saying,  Adela  at  last  gave  way  to  tears. 
On  that  subject  she  might  be  allowed  to  weep. 

Bertram  said  nothing  to  disturb  her  till  they 
were  nejti  the-  houe,  and  tten  -be  agun  held 
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out  his  hand  to. her.  ''As  a  true  friend;  I 
hope  as  a  dear  friend.    Is  it  not  so  ?  "  said  be. 

"Yes,**  she  answered,  in  hex  lowest  voice, 
"  as  a  dear,  friend.  But  remember  that  I 
expect  a  friend's  generosity  and  a  friend's 
forbearance."  And  so  she  made  her  way  back 
to. her  own  room,  and  appeared  at  breakfast 
in  her  usual  sober  guise,  but  with  eyes  that  told 
no  tales. 

On  the  next  morning  she  took  her  departure. 
The  nearest  station  on  the  railway  by  which  she 
was  to  go  tolittlebath.was  distant  about  twelve 
miles,  and  it  was  proposed  that  she  should  be 
sent  thither  in  Mrs.  Wilkinson's  phaeton.  This, 
indeed,  except  the  farm-yard  cart,  was  the  only 
vehicle  which  bdonged  to  the  parsonage,  and 
was  a  low  four-wheeled  carriage,  not  very  well 
contrived  for  the  accommodation  of  two  mode- 
rate-sized people  in  front,  and  of  two  immo- 
derately-small people  on  the  hind  seat  Mrs. 
Wilkinson  habitually  drove  it  herself,  with  one 
of  her  daughters  beside  her,  and  with  two  others 
— ^those  two  whose  legs  had  been  found  by 
measurement  to  be  the  shortest — ^in  durance 
vile  behind;  but  when  so  packed,  it  was  clear 
to  all  men  that  the  capacity  of  the  phaeton  was 
exhausted.  Now  the  first  arrangement  proposed 
was,  that  Arthur  should  drive  the  phaeton,  and 
that  Sophy  should  accompany  Adela  to  the 
station.  But  Sophy,  in  so  arranging,  had  for*- 
gotten  that  her  friend  had  a  bag,  a  trunk,  and 
a  bonnet-box,  the  presence  of  which  at  Little- 
bath  would  be  indispensable ;  and,  therefore,  at 
the  last  moment,  when  the  phaeton  came  to  the 
door  with  the  luggage  fastened  on  the  hinder 
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seat,  it  was  discovered  for  the  first  time  tbt 
Sophy  must  be  left  behind. 

Arthur  Wilkinson  would  willingly  have  given 
up  his  position,  and  George  Bertram  would 
willingly  have  taken  it.  Adela  also  would  have 
been  well  pleased  at  such  a  change.  But 
though  all  would  have  been  pleased,  it  could 
not  be  effected.  The  vicar  could  not  very  well 
proclaim  that,  as  his  sister  was  not  to  accom- 
pany him  and  shield  him,  he  would  not  act  as 
charioteer  to  Miss  Gauntlet ;  nor  could  the  lady 
object  to  be  driven  by  her  host.  So  at  last 
they  started  from  the  vicarage  door  with  many 
farewell  kisses,  and  a  large  paper  of  sandwiches. 
Who  is  it  that  consumes  the  large  packets  of 
sandwiches  with  which  parting  guests  are  always 
laden?  I  imagine  that  station-masters'  dogs 
are  mainly  fed  upon  them. 

The  first  half-mile  was  occupied,  on  Wilkinson's 
part,  in  little  would-be  efforts  to  make  his  com- 
panion more  comfortable.  He  shifted  himself 
about  into  the  furthest  corner  so  as  to  give  her 
more  room ;  he  pulled  his  cloak  out  from  under 
her,  and  put  it  over  her  knees  to  guard  her  from 
the  dust;  and  recommended  her  three  times  to 
put  up  her  parasol.  Tlien  he  had  a  word  or 
two  to  say  to  the  neighbours;  but  that  only 
lasted  as  long  as  he  was  in  his  own  parish. 
Then  he  came  to  a  iiill  which  gave  him  an 
opportunity  of  walking ;  and  on  gelling  in  again 
he  occupied  half  a  minute  in  taking  out  his 
watch,  and  assuring  Adela  that  she  would  not 
be  too  late  for  the  train. 

But  when  all  this  was  done,  the  necessity  for 
conversation  still  remained.    Tbey  had  hardly 
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n  together — thrown  for  conversation  on  each 

ler  as  they  now  were — since  that  day  when 
.rthur  had  walked  over  for  the  last  time  to 
V^est  Putford.  Reader,  do  you  remember  it? 
lardly ;  for  have  not  all  the  fortunes  and  mis- 
ortunes  of  our  more  prominent  hero  intervened 
since  that  chapter  was  before  you  ? 

"  I  hope  you  will  find  yourself  comfortable  at 
Littlebath,"  he  said  at  last. 

"  Oh,  yes ;  that  is,  I  shall  be  when  my  aunt 
comes  home.  I  shall  be  at  home  then,  you 
know." 

" But  that  will  be  some  time?" 

*^  I  fear  so ;  and  I  dread  greatly  going  to  this 
Miss  Todd,  whom  I  have  never  seen.  But  you 
see,  dear  Miss  Baker  must  go  back  to  Hadley 
soon,  and  Miss  Todd  has  certainly  been  very 
good-natured  in  offering  to  take  me.*' 

Then  there  was  ^mother  silence,  which  lasted 
for  about  half  a  mile. 

"  My  mother  would  have  been  very  glad  if 
you  would  have  stayed  at  the  parsonage  till 
your  aunt's  return ;  and  so  would  my  sisters — 
arid  so  should  I." 

"You  are  all  very  kind — too  kind,"  Said 
Adela. 

Then  came  another  pause,  perhaps  for  a 
quarter  of  a  mile,  but  it  was  up-hill  work,  and 
the  (quarter  of  a  mile  passed  by  very  slowly. 

'^  It  seems  so  odd  that  you  should  go  away 
from  us,  whom  you  have  known  so  long,  to  stay 
with  Miss  Todd,,  whom  you  never  have  even 
seen." 

"  I  think  change  of  scene  N<ii\\  \ie  %oo^  iot 
jne,  Mr,  Wilkinson," 


49^  The  Bertrams 

"  Well,  peiiiaps  so,"  And  then  the  other 
qunrtcr  of  a  mile  made  xway  viih  itsdf.  "  Come, 
Ijti  along,  Dumpling."  This  was  said  to  the  fat 
£tccd ;  for  they  had  now  risen  to  level  ground, 

*'  Our  house,  I  know,  must  be  very  stupid  for 
^»u.  It  is  much  changed  from  what  it  was ;  is 
U  not?" 

"Oh,  I  don't  know," 

"Yes,  it  is.     There  is  neither  the  same  spirit, 

itiw  same  good-will.     We  miss  my  father 

I  can  feel  for  you  there.     It  is  a 
1  It  pent  loss." 

"i  sometimes  think  it  unfortunate  that  my 
4ni)th«r  should  have  remained  at  the  vicarage 
filer  Kiv  father's  death." 

"  You  have  been  very  good  to  her,  I  know." 

"I  have  done  my  best,  Adela."  It  was  the 
fli«  lime  she  had  distinctly  heard  him  call  her 
by  het  Chtisiian  name  since  she  had  come  to 
)tay  with  them.  "But  I  have  failed.  She  is 
not  bappy  there ;  nor,  indeed,  for  that  matter, 
•tn  1." 

"  A  man  should  be  happy  when  he  does  his 
duty.' 

"  We  none  of  us  do  that  so  thoroughly  as  to 
require  no  other  source  of  happiness.  Go  on, 
Dumpling,  and  do  your  duty." 

"I  see  that  you  are  very  careful  in  doing 
yours." 

"Perhaps  you  will  hardly  believe  me,  but 
I  wish  Lord  Stapledean  had  never  given  me 
the  living." 

-■    "Well;  it  is  difficult  to  believe  that    Think 
what  it  has  been  for  your  sisters." 
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"I  know  we  should  hare  been  very  poor,  but 
we  should  not  have  starred  I  had  my  fellow- 
ship, and  I  could  have' taken  pufHts. ,  I  iim  sure 
we  should  have  been  happier.    And  then  ■  ■>  " 

''And  then-^irell?^  saidAdela;  and  as  she 
spoke^  her  heart  was  not  quite  at  rest  within 
her  breast 

''Then  I  should  have  been  free.  Sin<:e  I 
took  that  living,  I  have  been  a  slave."  Again 
he  paused  a  moment,  and  whipped  the  horse ; 
but  it  was  only  now  for  a  moment  that  he  was 
silent.  "Yes,  a  slave..  Do  you  not  see  what 
a  life'I  liv^?  I  could  be  content  to  sacrifice 
myself  to  my  mother  if  the  sacrifice  were  under- 
stood. But  you  see' how  it  isikrith  her.  Nothing 
that  I  can  do  will  satisfy  her  j  and  yet  for  her 
I  have  sacrificed  everything-'-^-everything." 

"A  sacrifice  it  no  sacrifice  if  it  be  agreeable. 
The  sacrifice  consists  in  its  being  painfuL" 

"Well,  I  suppose  so.  I  say  that  to  myself 
so  often.     It  is  the  only  consc^tion  I  have.'* 

'^  Not  that  I  think  your  home  should  be  made 
uncomfortable  to  you. :  There  is  no  reason  why 
it  should  be.  At  least,  I  should  thmk  not"  She 
spoke  with  little  spasmodic  efforts,  which,  how- 
ever, did  not  betray  themselves  to  her  com- 
panion, who  seemed  to  her  to  be  almost  more 
engaged  with  Dumpling  than  with  the  conver- 
sation. It  certainly  had  been  through  no  wish 
of  hers  that  they  were  thus  talking  of  his  house- 
hold concerns;  but  as  they  were  speaking  of 
them,  she  was  forced  into  a  certain  amount  of 
hypocrisy.  It  was  a  subject  on  which  she  could 
not  speak  openly. 

There  was  then  another  hill  to  be  walked  tip, 
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and  Adela  thought  there  would  be  no  r 
it.  The  matter  had  come  up  by  accident,  and 
would  now,  probably,  drop  away.  But  no. 
Whether  by  design,  or  from  chance,  or  because 
no  other  topic  presented  itself,  Arthur  went  back 
to  the  subject,  and  did  so  now  in  a  manner  that 
was  peculiarly  startling  to  Miss  Gauntlet. 

"  Do  you  remember  my  calling  once  at  West 
Putford,  soon  after  1  got  the  living?  It  is  a 
long  time  ago  now,  and  I  don't  suppose  you  do 
remember  it." 

"  Yes,  I  do ;  very  well." 

"And  do  you  remember  what  I  told  you 
then?" 

"  What  was  it  ?  "  said  Adela.  It  clearly  is  the 
duty  of  a  young  lady  on  very  many  occasions 
to  be  somewhat  hypocritical. 

"  If  there  be  any  man  to  whose  happiness 
marriage  is  more  necessary  than  to  that  of 
another,  it  is  a  country  clergyman." 

"  Yes,  I  can  believe  that.  That  is,  if  there 
be  not  ladies  of  his  own  family  living  with  him." 

"  I  do  not  know  that  that  makes  any  differ- 
ence." 

"Oh,  yes;  it  must  make  a  difference.  I 
think  that  a  man  must  be  very  wretched  who 
has  no  one  to  look  after  his  house." 

"  And  is  that  your  idea  of  the  excellence  of  a 
wife?  I  should  have  expected  something  higher 
from  you,  Adela.  I  suppose  you  think,  then, 
that  if  a  man  have  his  linen  looked  after,  and 
his  dinner  cooked,  that  is  sufficient,"  Poor 
Adela !  It  must  be  acknowledged  that  this  was 
hard  on  her. 

"  No,  I  do  not  think  that  sufficient." 
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"  It  would  seem  so  from  what  you  say." 

"  Then  what  I  said  belied  my  thoughts.  It 
seems  to  me,  Mn  WilkinsoD,  since  you  drive 
me  to  speak  out,  that  the  matter  is  very  much 
in  your  own  hands.  You  are  certainly  a  free 
agent  You  know  better  than  I  can  tell  you 
what  your  duty  to  your  mother  and  sisters  re- 
quires. Circumstances  have  made  them  depen- 
dent  on  you,  and  you  certainly  are  not  the  man 
to  disacknowledge  the  burden." 

"  Certamly  not." 

'*  No,  certainly  not.  But,  having  made  up 
my  mind  to  that,  I  would  not,  were  I  you,  allow 
myself  to  be  a  slave." 

"But  what  can  I  do?" 

"  You  mean  that  you  would  be  a  poor  man, 
were  you — were  you  to  give  up  your  fellowship 
and  at  the  same  time  take  upon  yourself  other 
cares  as  well.    Do  as.  other  poor  men  do." 

"  I  know  no  other  man  situated  as  I  am/' 

"But  you  know  men  who  are  much  worse 
situated  as  regards  thcu:  worldly  means.  Were 
you  to  give  your  mother  the  half  of  your  income, 
you  would  still,  I  presume^  be  richer  than  Mr. 
Young."  Mr.  ifoung  was  the  curate  of  a  neigh- 
bouring parish,  who  had  lately  married  on  his 
curacy. 

It  will  be  said  by  my  critics,^  especially  by  my 
female  critics,  that  in  saying  this,  Adela  went  a 
long  way  towards  teaching  Mr.  Wilkinson  the 
way  to  woo.  Indeed,  she  brought  that  accusa- 
tion against  herself,  and  not  lightly.  But  she 
was,  as  she  herself  had  expressed  it,  driven  in 
the  cause  of  truth  to  say  what  she  had  said. 
Nor  did  she,  in  her  heart  of  hearts,  believe  that 
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Mr.  Wilkinson  had  any  thought  of  her  in  saying 
what  she  did  say.  Her  mind  on  that  matter 
had  been  long  made  up.  She  knew  herself  to 
be  "the  poor  sequestered  stag,  left  and  aban- 
doned by  his  velvet  friend."  She  had  no  feeling 
in  the  matter  which  amounted  to  the  slightest 
hope.  He  had  asked  her  for  her  counsel,  and 
slie  had  given  him  the  only  counsel  which  she 
honestly  could  give. 

Therefore,  bear  lightly  on  her,  oh  my  critics  ! 
Bear  lightly  on  her  especially,  my  critics  fenii- 
niae.  To  the  worst  of  your  wrath  and  scom  I 
willingly  subject  the  other  lovers  with  whom  tny 
tale  is  burthened. 

"Yes,  I  should  be  belter  off  than  Young," 
said  Wilkinson,  as  though  he  were  speaking  to 
himself.  "  But  that  is  not  the  point.  I  do  not 
know  that  I  have  ever  looked  at  it  exactly  in 
that  light  There  is  the  house,  the  parsonage, 
I  mean.  It  is  full  of  women" — 'twas  thus 
irreverently  that  he  spoke  of  liis  mother  and 
sisters — "  what  other  woman  would  come  among 
them?" 

"  Oh,  that  is  the  treasure  for  which  you  have 
to  search" — this  she  said  laughingly.  The 
bitterness  of  the  day  was  over  with  her ;  or  at 
least  it  then  seemed  so.  She  was  not  even 
thinking  of  herself  when  she  said  this, 

"  Would  you  come  to  such  a  bouse,  Adela? 
You,  you  yourself?" 

"You  mean  to  ask  whether,  if,  as  regards 
other  circumstances,  I  was  minded  to  marry,  I 
would  then  be  deterred  by  a  mother-in-law  and 
sister-in-law?" 

"  Yes,  juBt  so,"  said  Wilkinson,  timidly. 


The  Wounded  Doe       503 

*^  Well,  that  would  depend  mtu:h  upon  how 
well  I  might  like  the  gentlieman;  something 
also  upon  how  much  I  might  Hke  the  lidies/' 

'^  A  man's  wife  should  always  be  mistress  in 
his  own  house."  -^ 

"  Oh  yey,  of  tourse*^' 

''  And  my  mother  is  determined  to  be  ittistress 
in  that  house." 

"Well,  I  will  not  recommtod  you  to  rebel 
against  your  mother.  Is  that  the  station^  Mr. 
Wilkinson?" 

"  Yes — that's  the  station.  Dear  me^  we  have 
forty  minutes  to  wait  yet  1 " 

"Don't  mind  me,  Mr.  Wilkinson.  I  shall 
not  in  the  least  dislike  waiting  by  n^elf.'''   ' 

*^  Of  course,  I  shall  see  you  o&  Dumpling 
won't  run  away;  you  may  be  sure  of  that 
There-  is  very  little  of  the  runaway  class  to  be 
found  at  Hurst  Staple  Parsonage;  except  you, 
Adela." 

"  You  don't  call  me  a  runaway,  I  hope  ?  '^ 

"You  run  away  from  us  just: as  we,  are  be- 
ginning to  feel  the  comfort  of  your  being  with 
us.  There,  he  won't  catch  cold  now  |"  and.  so 
having  thrown  a  mg  over  Dumpling's  back,  he 
followed  Adela  into  the  station.      .  * 

I  don't  know  anything  so  tedious  as  waiting 
at  a  second-class  station  for  a  train.  There  is 
the  ladies'  waiting-room,  into  which  gentlemen 
may  not  go,  and  the  gentlemen's  waiting-^ 00m, 
in  which  the  porters  generally  smoke,  and  the 
refreshment  room,  with  its  dirty  counter  covered 
with  dirtier  cakes.  And  there  is  the. platform, 
which  you  walk  up  and  down  till  you  are  tired. 
You  go  to  the  ticket-window  half  a  dozen  times 
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for  your  ticket,  haviog  been  warned  by  tlie 
company's  bills  that  you  must  be  prepared  to 
start  at  least  tea  minutes  before  the  train  is  due. 
But  the  man  inside  knows  better,  and  does  not 
open  the  litile  hole  to  which  you  have  to  stoop 
your  head  till  two  minutes  before  the  time 
named  for  your  departure.  Then  there  are  five 
fat  farmers,  three  old  women,  and  a  butcher  at 
the  aperture,  and  not  finding  yourself  equal  to 
struggling  among  them  for  a  place,  you  make 
up  your  mind  to  be  left  behind.  At  last,  how- 
ever, you  do  get  your  ticket  just  as  the  train 
comes  up ;  but  hearing  that  exdung  sound,  you 
nervously  cram  your  change  into  your  pocket 
without  counting  it,  and  afterwards  feel  quite 
convinced  that  you  have  lost  a  shilling  ia  the 
transaction. 

'Twas  somewhat  in  this  way  that  the  forty 
minutes  were  passed  by  Wilkinson  and  Adela. 
Nothing  of  any  moment  was  spoken  between 
them  till  he  took  her  hand  for  the  last  lime. 
"Adela,"  he  then  whispered  to  her,  "I  shall 
think  much  of  ivliat  you  have  said  to  rae,  very 
much.  I  do  so  wish  you  were  not  leaving  us. 
I  wonder  whether  you  would  be  surprised  if  I 
were  to  write  to  you  ? "  But  the  train  was  gone 
before  she  had  time  to  answer. 

Two  days  afterwards,  Bertram  also  left  them. 
"Arthur,"  he  said,  as  he  took  leave  of  the  vicar, 
"if  I,  who  have  made  such  a  mess  of  it  myself, 
may  give  advice  on  such  a  subject,  I  would  not 
leave  Adela  Gauntlet  long  at  Littlebath  if  -i 
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CHAPTER  XXVIII 

THE  SOLICITOR-GENERilL  IN  LOVE 

Caroline  Waddington  was  at  Hadlcy  when 
she  received  and  accepted  the  proposal  made 
to  her  by  Sir  Henry  Harcourt    It  may  be  con- 
ceived that  the  afifair  was  arranged  without  any 
very  great   amount  of  romance.    Sir  Henry 
indeed  was  willing,  in  a  hurried  manner,  to 
throw  himself  at  the  lady's  feet,  to  swear  by  her 
fair  hand  that  he  loved  her  as  man  never  had 
loved,  and  to  go  to  work  in  the  fashion  usually 
most  approved  by  young  ladies.     In  a  hurried 
manner,  I  say ;  for  just  at  this  moment  he  was. 
being  made  solicitor-general,  and  had  almost 
too  many  irons  in  the  fire  to  permit  of  a  pro- 
longed dallying.    But  Caroline  would  have  none 
of  it,  either  hurried  or  not  hurried.    Whatever 
might  be  the  case  with  Sir  Henry,  she  had  gone 
through  that  phase  of  life,  and  now  declared 
to  herself  that  she  did  not  want  any  more 
of  it 

Sir  Henry  did  not  find  the  task  of  gainmg 
his  bride  very  difficult  He  had  succeeded  in 
establishing  a  sort  of  intimacy  with  old  Mr. 
Bertram,  and  it  appeared  that  permission  to  run 
down  to  Hadley  and  run  back  again  had  already 
been  accorded  to  him  before  Miss  Baker  and 
Caroline  arrived  there.  He  never. slept,  though 
he  sometimes  dined  in  the  house;  but  he  had 
always  something  to  talk  about  when  an  excuse 
for  going  to  Hadley  was  required. .  Mr.  Bertram 
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lad  asked  him  somethiag  about  some  lay 
ment,  and  he  had  found  out  this  something ; 
he  wanted  to  aslt  Mr.  Bertram's  advice  on  some 
question  as  to  his  political  career.  At  this 
period  he  was,  or  professed  to  be,  very  much 
guided  in  his  public  life  by  Mr,  Eerlrani's 
opinion, 

And  thus  he  fell  in  with  Caroline.  On  the 
first  occasion  of  his  doing  so,  he  contrived  to 
whisper  to  her  his  deep  sympathy  with  her 
sorrow ;  on  his  second  visit,  he  spoke  more  of 
himself  and  less  of  Bertram ;  on  his  third,  he 
alluded  only  to  her  own  virines ;  on  his  fourth, 
he  asked  her  to  be  Lady  Harcourt.  She  told  him 
that  she  would  be  Lady  Harcourt ;  and,  as  far 
as  she  was  concerned,  there  was  an  end  of  it  for 
the  present. 

Then  Sir  Henry  proposed  that  the  day 
should  be  named.  On  this  subject  also  he 
found  her  ready  to  accommodate  him.  She  had 
no  coy  scruples  as  to  the  lime.  He  suggested 
that  it  should  be  before  Christmas.  Very  well ; 
let  it  be  before  Christmas.  Christmas  is  a  cold 
lime  for  marrying ;  but  this  was  to  be  a  cold 
marriage.  Christmas,  however,  for  the  fortunate 
is  made  warm  with  pudding,  ale,  ahd  spiced 
beef.  They  intended  to  be  among  the  fortunate, 
the  fortunate  in  place,  and  money,  and  rank; 
and  tliey  would,  as  best  they  might,  make  them- 
selves warm  with  the  best  pudding,  ale,  and 
spiced  beef  which  the  world  could  afford  them.' 

Sir  Henry  was  alive  to  ihe  delight  of  being' 
I  the  possessor  of  so  many  charms,  and  was  some- 
what cliagrined  that  for  the  present  he  was  so 
lUetly  debarred  from  any  past  of  his  legitimate' 
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enjoyment  Though  he  was  a  solicitor-general, 
he  could  have  heeiv  content  to  sit  f6r  ten 
minutes  with  his  arm  round  (Proline's  waist; 
and— in  spite  of  the  energy  with  which  he  was 
preparing  a  bill  for  the  regulation  of  County 
Courts,  as  to  which  he  knew  that  he  should 
have  that  terrible  demi^god,  Lord  Boanerge?, 
down  upon  his  Bhbulder6>«~still  he  would  fain 
have  stolen  a  kiss  or  twa  &ut  Caroline's  waist 
and  Caroline's  kisses  were  to  be  his  only  after 
Christmas  J  and  to  be  his  only  as  payment 
accorded  for  her  new  rank;  Mid  for  her  fine  new 
house  in  Eaton  Square. 

How  is  it  that  girls  are  so  potent  to  refuis^ 
such  favours  at  one  time,  and  so  impotent  in 
preventing  their  exaction  at  another?  Sir 
Henry,  we  may  say,  had  every  right  to  demand 
some  trifling  pa3rment  in  advance ;  but  he  could 
not  get  a  doit.  Should  we  be  violating  secrecy 
too  much  if  we  suggested  that  George  Bertram 
had  had  some  slight  partial  success  even  when 
he  had  no  such  positive  claim — some  success 
which  had  of  course  been  in  direct  opposition 
to  the  lady's  will  ? 

Miss  Baker  had  now  gone  back  to  Littlebath, 
either  to  receive  Adela  Gauntlet,  or  because 
she  knew  that  she  should  be  more  comfortable 
in  her  own  rooms  than  in  her  uncle's  dismal 
house — or  perhaps  because  Sir  Lionel  was 
there.  She  had,  however,  gone  back,  and 
Caroline  remained  mistress  for  the  time  of  her 
grandfather's  household. 

The  old  man  now  seemed  to  have  dropped 
all  mystery  in  the  matter.  He  generally,  indeed, 
spoke  of  Caroline  as  Miss  Waddington ;  but  he 
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heard  her  talked  of  a.s  his  granddaughter  with- 
out expressing  anger,  and  with  Sir  Henry  he 
himself  so  spoke  of  her.  He  appeared  to  be 
quite  reconciled  to  the  marriage.  In  spite  of 
all  his  entreaties  to  George,  all  his  attempted 
bribery,  his  broken-hearted  sorrow  when  he 
failed,  he  seemed  to  be  now  content.  Indeed, 
he  had  made  no  opposition  to  the  match. 
When  Caroline  had  freely  spoken  to  him  about 
it,  he  made  some  Httle  snappish  remark  as  to 
the  fickleness  of  women;  but  he  at  the  same 
time  signified  that  he  would  not  object 

Why  should  he?  Sir  Henry  Harcourt  was 
in  every  respect  a  good  match  for  his  grand- 
daughter. He  had  often  been  angry  with 
George  Bertram  because  George  had  not 
prospered  in  the  world.  Sir  Henry  had 
prospered  signally — would  probably  prosper 
much  more  signally.  Might  it  not  be  safely 
predicated  of  a  man  who  was  solicitor^geneia! 
before  he  was  thirty,  that  he  would  be  lord- 
chancellor  or  lord  chief-justice,  or  at  any  rate 
some  very  bigwig  indeed  before  he  was  fifty? 
So  of  course  Mr.  Bertram  did  not  object. 

But  he  had  not  signified  his  acquiescence  in 
any  very  cordial  way.  Rich  old  men,  when 
they  wish  to  be  cordial  on  sucli  occasions,  liave 
but  one  way  of  evincing  cordiahty.  It  is  not 
by  a  pressure  of  the  hand,  by  a  kind  word,  by 
an  approving  glance.  Their  embrace  conveys 
no  satisfaction;  their  wannest  words,  if  un- 
supported, are  very  cold.  An  old  man,  if  he 
intends  to  be  cordial  on  such  an  occasion,  must 
speak  oi  thousands  of  pounds.  "My  dear  young 
fellow,  I  approve  altogether.    She  shall  have 
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twenty  thousofid  founds  the  day  she  becomes 
yours."  Then  is  the  hand  shaken  with  true 
fervour;  then  is  real  cordiality  expressed  and  felt. 
**  What  a  dear  old  man  grandpapa  is  !  Is  there 
any  one  like  him?  Dear  old  duck!  He  is 
going  to  be  so  generous  to  Harry." 

But  Mr.  Bertram  said  nothing  about  twenty 
thousand  pounds,  nothing  about  ten,  nothing 
about  money  at  all  till  he  was  spoken  to  on  the 
subject  It  was  Sir  Henry's  special  object  not 
to  be  pressing  on  this  point,  to  show  that  he 
was  marrying  Caroline  without  any  sordid  views, 
and  that  his  admiration  for  Mr.  Bertram  had  no 
bearing  at  ail  on  that  gentleman's  cash-box. 
He  did  certainly  make  little  feints  at  Mr. 
Pritchett;  but  Mr.  Pritchett  merely  wheezed 
and  said  nothing.  Mr.  Pritchett  was  not  fond 
of  the  Harcourt  interest ;  and  seemed  to  care 
but  little  for  Miss  Caroline,  now  that  she  had 
transferred  her  affections. 

But  it  was  essentially  necessary  that  Sir 
Henry  Harcourt  should  know  what  was  to  be 
done.  If  he  were  to  have  nothing,  it  was 
necessary  that  he  should  know  that.  He  had 
certainly  counted  on  having  something,  and  on 
having  something  immediately.  He  was  a 
thoroughly  hard-working  man  of  business,  but 
yet  he  was  not  an  economical  man.  A  man 
who  lives  before  the  world  in  London,  and  lives 
chiefly  among  men  of  fortune,  can  hardly  be 
economical.  He  had  not  therefore  any  large 
sum  of  money  in  hand.  He  was  certainly  in 
receipt  of  a  large  income,  but  then  his  expenses 
were  large.  He  had  taken  and  now  had  to 
furnish  an  expensive  house  in  Eaton  Square, 
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and  a  few  thousand  pounds  in  ready  money 
were  almost  indispensable  to  him. 

One  Friday — this  was  after  his  return  to  town 
from  the  ten  days'  grouae-shooting,  and  occurred 
at  the  time  when  he  was  most  busy  with  the 
County  Courts — he  wrote  to  Caroline  to  say 
that  he  would  go  down  to  Hadley  on  Saturday 
afternoon,  slay  there  over  the  Sunday,  and  return 
to  town  on  the  Monday  morning;  that  is  to 
say,  he  would  do  so  if  perfectly  agreeahle  to 
Mr,  Bertram. 

He  went  down,  and  found  everything  pre- 
pared for  him  that  was  suitable  for  a  solicitor- 
general.  They  did  not  put  before  him  merely 
roast  mutton  or  boiled  beef.  He  was  not  put 
to  sleep  in  the  back  bedroom  without  a  carpet 
Such  treatment  had  been  good  enough  for 
George  Bertram ;  but  for  the  solicitor-general 
all  the  glories  of  Hadley  were  put  forth.  He 
slept  in  the  best  bedroom,  which  was  damp 
enough  no  doubt,  seeing  that  it  was  not  used 
above  twice  in  the  year ;  and  went  through  at 
dinner  a  whole  course  oi  entrees,  such  as  entries 
usually  are  in  the  suburban  districts.  This  was 
naturally  gratifying  to  him  as  a  solicitor-general, 
and  fortified  him  for  the  struggle  he  was  to  niaka 

He  had  some  hope  that  he  should  have  nfito 
d-tite  with  Caroline  on  the  Saturday  evening. 
But  neither  fate  nor  love  would  favour  him. 
He  came  down  just  before  dinner,  and  there 
was  clearly  no  lime  then  :  infirm  as  the  old  man 
was,  he  sat  at  the  dinner-table  ;  and  though  Sir 
Henry  was  solicitor-general,  there  was  no 
second  room,  no  with  drawing-room  prepared 
fw  his  reception. 
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Grandpapa  does  not  like  moving/'  said 
Caroline,  as  she  got  up  to  leave'  the  room  after 
dinner;  '^  so  perhaps.  Sir  Henry,  you  will  allow 
me  to  come  down  to  tea  here?  We  always  sit 
here  of  an  evening." 

'*  I  never  could  bear  to  live  in  two  rooms," 
said  the  old  man;  f^  When  one  is  just  warm 
and  comfortable^  one  has  io  go  out  into  all  the 
draughts  of  the  house.  That's  the  fashion,  I 
know.  But  I  hope  you'll  excuse  me.  Sir  Henry, 
for  not  liking  it." 

Sir  Heniy  of  course  did  excuse  hinu  There 
was  nothing  he  himself  liked  so  much  as  sitting 
cOsy  over  a  dining-room  fire.  .    . 

In  about  an  hour  Caroline  did  come  down 
again ;  and  in  another.hour^  before  the  old  man 
went,  she  again  vanished  for  the  night  Su: 
Henry  had  made  up  his  mind  not  to  speak  to 
Mr.  Bertram  about  money. that  evening;  so  he 
also  soon  followed  Caroline,  and  sat  down  to 
work  upon  the  County  Courts  in  his  own  bed- 
room. 

On  the  next  morning  Sir  Henry  and  Caroline 
went  to  church.  All  the  Hadleyians  of  course 
knew  of  the  engagement,  an^i  were  delighted  to 
have  an  opportunity  of  staring  at  the  two  turtle* 
doves.  A  solicitor-general  in  love  is  a  sight  to 
behold;  and  the  clergyman  had  certainly  no 
right  t<)  be  angry  if. the: attention  paid  to  his 
sermon,  was  something  less  fixed  than,  usual 
Before  dinner,  there  was  luncheon;  and  then 
Sir  Henry  asked  his. betrothed  if  she  would  take 
a  wAlk  with  him«  '^  Oh,  certainly,  she  would 
be  delighted."  Her  church-^goirig.  bonnet  was 
still  .on^  and  she  was  quite,  ready.    Sir  .Henry 
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also  was  ready ;  but  as  he  left  the  room  he 
stooped  over  Mr.  Bertram's  chair  and  whispered 
to  him,  "  Could  I  speak  to  you  a  few  words 
before  dinner,  sir;  on  business?  1  know  i 
ought  to  apologize,  this  being  Sunday." 

"Oh,  I  don't  care  about  Sunday,"  said  (he 
stubborn-minded  old  man.  "I  shall  be  here 
till    I    go    to    bed,   I   suppose,  if   you  want 

And  then  they  started  on  their  walk.  Oh, 
those  lovers'  rambles  !  A  man  as  he  grows  old 
can  perhaps  teach  himself  to  regret  but  few  of 
the  sweets  which  he  is  compelled  to  leave  behind 
him.  He  can  learn  to  disregard  most  of  his 
youth's  pleasures,  and  to  live  contented  though 
he  has  outlived  them.  The  polka  and  the  waltz 
were  once  joyous ;  but  he  sees  now  that  the 
work  was  warm,  and  that  one  was  often  com- 
pelled to  perform  it  in  company  for  which  one 
did  not  care.  Those  picnics  too  were  nice ; 
but  it  may  be  a  question  whether  a  good  dinner 
at  his  own  dinner-table  is  not  nicer.  Though 
fat  and  over  forty  he  may  still  ride  to  hounds, 
and  as  for  boating  and  cricketing,  after  all  they 
were  but  boy's  play.  For  those  things  one's 
soul  does  not  sigh.  But,  ah  !  those  lovers' 
walks,  those  loving  lovers'  rambles.  Tom  Moore 
is  usually  somewhat  sugary  and  mawkish ;  but 
in  so  much  lie  was  right.  If  there  be  an 
Elysium  on  earth,  it  is  this.  They  are  done 
and  over  for  us,  oh,  my  compatriots !  Never 
again,  unless  we  are  destined  to  rejoin  ourhouris 
in  heaven,  and  to  saunter  over  fields  of  asphodel 
in  another  and  a  greener  youth — never  again 
shall  those  Joys  be  ours  I    And  what  can  ever 
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equal  them  ?  'Twas  then,  between  sweet  hedge- 
rows, under  green  oaks,  with  our  feet  rustling 
on  the  crisp  leaves,  that  the  world's  cold  reserve 
was  first  thrown  off,  and  we  found  that  those  we 
loved  were  not  goddesses  made  of  buckram  and 
brocade,  but  human  beings  like  ourselves,  witli 
blood  in  their  veins,  and  hearts  in  their  bosoms — 
veritable  children  of  Adam  like  ourselves. 

"  Gin  a  body  meet  a  body  comin'  through  the 
rye."  Ah,  how  delicious  were  those  meetings  ! 
How  convinced  we  were  that  there  was  no 
necessity  for  loud  alarm  I  How  fervently  we 
agreed  with  the  poet  I  My  friends,  born  to- 
gether with  me  in  the  consulship  of  Lord  Liver- 
pool, all  that  is  done  and  over  for  us.  We  shall 
never  gang  that  gait'  again. 

There  is  a  melancholy  in  this  that  will  tinge 
our  thoughts,  let  us  draw  ever  so  strongly  on 
our  philosophy.  We  can  still  walk  with  our 
wives; — ^and  that  is  pleasant  too,  very — of  course. 
But  there  was  more  animation  in  it  when  we 
walked  with  the  same  ladies  under  other  names. 
Nay,  sweet  spouse,  mother  of  dear  bairns,  who 
hast  so  well  done  thy  duty ;  but  this  was  so, 
let  thy  brows  be  knit  never  so  angrily.  That 
lord  of  thine  has  been  indifferently  good  to 
thee,  and  thou  to  him  hast  been  more  than  good. 
Up-hill  together  have  ye  walked  peaceably 
labouring  ;  and  now  arm-in-arm  ye  shall  go 
down  the  gradual  slope  which  ends  below  there 
in  the  green  churchyard.  'Tis  good  and  salutary 
to  walk  thus.  But  for  the  full  cup  of  joy,  for 
the  brimming  spring-tide  of  human  bliss,  oh, 

give  me  back,  give  me  back !    Well, 

well,  well,  it  is  nonsense ;  I  know  it ;  but  may 
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I  not  a  man  dream  now  and  again  in  his  evening 
Dap  and  yet  do  no  harm? 

Vici  ptttUU  nupir  idonms,^  d  militavi.  How 
well  Horace  knew  all  about  it  I  But  that  hang- 
ing up  of  the  gittern — .  One  would  fain  have 
put  it  off,  had  falling  hairs,  and  marii age-vows, 
and  obesity  have  permitted  it.  Nay,  is  it  not 
so,  old  friend  of  the  grizzled  beard?  Dost  thou 
not  envy  that  smirk  young  knave  with  his  five 
lustrums,  though  it  goes  hard  with  him  to  pur- 
chase his  kid-gloves?  He  dines  for  one-and- 
twopencc  at  an  eating-house ;  but  what  cares 
Maria  where  he  dines?  He  rambles  through 
the  rye  with  his  empty  pockets,  and  at  the  turn 
of  the  field-path  Maria  will  be  there  to  meet 
him.  Envy  him  not ;  thou  hast  had  thy  walk  ; 
but  lend  him  rather  that  thirty  shillings  that  he 
asks  of  thee.  So  shall  Maria's  heart  be  glad  as 
she  accepts  his  golden  brooch. 

But  for  our  friend  Sir  Henry  every  joy  was 
present.  Youth  and  wealth  and  love  were  all 
his,  and  his  all  together.  He  was  but  eight- 
and-twenty,  was  a  member  of  Parliament,  soli- 
citor-general, owner  of  a  house  in  Eaton  Square, 
and  possessor  of  as  much  well-trained  beauty  as 
was  to  be  found  at  that  time  within  the  magic 
circle  of  any  circumambient  crrnohne  within  the 
bills  of  mortality.  Was  it  not  sweet  for  him  to 
wander  through  the  rye?  Had  he  not  fallen 
upon  an  Elysium,  a  very  paradise  of  earthly 
joys  ?  Was  not  his  spring-tide  at  the  full 
flood? 

And  so  they  started  on  their  walk.  It  was  the 
first  that  they  had  ever  taken  together.  What 
Sir  Henry  may  have  done  before  in  that  Line  this 
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history  says  not.  A  man  who  is  solicitor-general 
at  eight-and-twenty  can  hardly  have  had  time  for 
much.  But  the  practice  which  he  perhaps  wanted, 
Caroline  had  had.  ■  There  had  been  walks  as  well 
as  rides  at  Littlebath ;  and  walks  also,  though 
perhaps  of  doubtful  joy,  amidst  those  graves 
below  the  walls  of  Jerusalem. 

And  so  they  started.  There  is— or  perhaps 
we  should  say  was ;  for  time  and  railways,  and 
strangling  new  suburban  villas,  may  now  have 
destroyed  it  all ;  but  there  is,  or  was,  a  pretty 
woodland  lane,  running  from  the  back  of  Hadley 
church,  through  the  last  remnants  of  what  once 
was  Enfield  Chase.  How  many  lovers'  feet  have 
crushed  the  leaves  that  used  to  lie  in  autumn 
along  that  pretty  lane  !  Wqll,  well ;  there  shall 
not  be  another  word  in  that  strain.  I  speak, 
solely  now  of  the  time  here  present  to  Sir  Henry ; 
all  former  days  and  former  roamings  there  shall 
bq  clean  forgotten.  The  solicitor-general  now 
thither  wends  his  way,  and  love  and  beauty 
attend  upon  his  feet.  See  how  he  opens  the 
gate  that  stands  by  the  churchyard  paling? 
Does  it  stand  there  yet,  I  wonder  ?  Well,  well ; 
we  will  say  it  does. 

^'  It  is  a  beautiful  day  for  a  walk,''  said  Sir 
Henry. 

"  Yes,  very  beautiful,"  said  Caroline. 

"There  is  nothing  I  am  so  fond  of  as  a  long 
walk,"  said  the  gentleman. 

"It  is  very  nice,"  said  the  lady.  **But  I  do 
not  know  that  I  care  for  going  very  far  to-day. 
I  am  not  quite  strong  at  present." 

"Not  strong?"  And  the  solicitor-general 
put  on  a  look  of  deep  alarm. 
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'  Oh,  there  is  nothing  the  matter  witl 
but  I  am  not  quite  strong  for  walking, 
out  of  practice ;  and  my  boots  are  not  quite  of 
the  right  sort." 

"  They  don't  hurt  you,  I  hope." 

"  Oh,  no ;  they  don't  actually  hurt  me 
They'll  do  very  well  for  to-day."  And  then 
there  was  a  short  pause,  and  they  got  on  ihe 
green  grass  which  runs  away  into  the  chase  in 
front  of  the  parsonage  windows.  1  wonder 
whether  wickets  are  ever  standing  there  now  on 
the  summer  afternoons  1 

They  were  soon  as  much  alone — or  nearly  so 
— as  lovers  might  wish  to  be ;  quite  enough  so 
for  Caroline.  Some  curious  eyes  were  still 
peeping,  no  doubt,  to  see  how  the  great  lawyer 
looked  when  he  was  walking  with  the  girl  of  his 
heart;  to  see  how  the  rich  miser's  grand- 
daughter looked  when  she  was  walking  with  the 
man  of  her  heart.  And  perhaps  some  voices 
were  whispering  that  she  had  changed  her  lover ; 
for  in  these  rural  seclusions  everything  is  known 
by  everybody.  But  neitJier  the  peepers  nor  the 
whisperers  interfered  with  the  contentment  of 
the  fortunate  pair. 

"I  hope  you  are  happy,  Caroline?"  said  Sir 
Henry,  as  he  gently  squeezed  the  hand  that  was 
so  gently  laid  upon  his  arm. 

"  Happy  I  oh  yes — I  am  happy.  I  don't 
believe,  you  know,  in  a  great  deal  of  very  ecstatic 
happiness,     I  never  did." 

"  But  I  hope  you  are  rationally  happy — not 
discontented — at  any  rate,  not  regretful  ?  I 
hope  you  believe  that  I  shall  do  my  best,  my 
'  best,  to  make  yon  happy?" 
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"Oh,  yes;  I  quite  believe  that  We  must 
each  think  of  the  other's  comfort.  After  all, 
that,  I  take  it,  is  the  great  thing  in  married 
life." 

"  I  don't  expect  you  to  be  passionately  in  love 
with  me — not  as  yet,  Caroline." 

"No.  Let  neither  of  us  expect  that,  Sir 
Henry.  Passionate  love,  I  take  it,  rarely  lasts 
long,  and  is  very  troublesome  while  it  does  last. 
Mutual  esteem  is  very  much  more  valuable." 

"But,  Caroline,  I  would  have  you  believe  in 
my  love." 

"Oh,  yes;  I  do  believe  in  it.  Why  else 
should  you  wish  to  marry  me?  I  think  too 
well  of  myself  to  feel  it  strange  that  you  should 
love  me.  But  love  with  you,  and  with  me  also 
for  the  future,  will  be  subordinate  to  other 
passions." 

Sir  Henry  did  not  altogether  like  that  refer- 
ence to  the  past  which  was  conveyed  in  the 
word  future ;  but,  however,  he  bore  it  without 
wincing. 

"  You  know  so  thoroughly  the  history  of  the 
last  three  years,"  she  continued,  "  that  it  would 
be  impossible  for  me  to  deceive  you  if  I  could. 
But,  if  I  know  myself,  under  no  circumstances 
would  I  have  done  so.  I  have  loved  once,  and 
no  good  has  come  of  it.  It  was  contrary  to  my 
nature  to  do  so — to  love  in  that  mad  passionate 
self-sacrificing  manner.  But  yet  I  did.  I  think 
I  may  say  with  certainty  that  I  never  shall  be 
so  foolish  again." 

"  You  have  suffered  lately,  Caroline ;  and  as 
the  sore  still  smarts,  you  hardly  yet  know  what 
happiness  may  be  in  store  for  you." 
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5 ;  I  have  suffeied,"  and  he  felt  from  t] 
I  touch  on  his  arm  that  her  whole  body  shudderec 
He  walked  on  in  silence  for  awhile  considering 
within  himself.  Why  should  he  marry  this  girl, 
rejected  of  her  former  lover,  who  now  hung  upon 
his  arm  ?  He  was  now  at  the  very  fullest  tide 
of  his  prosperity;  he  had  everything  to  offer 
which  mothers  wish  for  their  daughters,  and 
which  daughters  wish  for  themselves.  He  had 
income,  rank,  name,  youth,  and  talent,  Wiiy 
should  he  fling  his  rich  treasures  at  the  feet  of  a. 
proud  minx  who  in  taking  tliem  swore  that  she 
could  not  love  him?  Would  it  not  be  better 
for  him  to  recede  ?  A  word  he  well  knew  would 
do  it;  for  her  pride  was  true  pride.  He  felt  in 
Ills  heart  that  it  was  not  assumed.  He  had  only 
to  say  that  he  was  not  contented  with  this  cold 
lack  of  love,  and  she  would  simply  desire  him 
to  lead  her  back  to  her  home  and  leave  her 
there.  It  would  be  easy  enough  for  him  to  get 
his  head  from  out  the  noose. 

But  it  was  this  very  easiness,  perhaps,  which 

made  him  hesitate.     She  knew  her  own  price, 

and  was  not  at  all  anxious  to  dispose  of  herself 

I  a  cheap  bargain.     If  you,  sir,  have  a  horse  to 

Lsell,  never  appear  anxious  for  the  sale.     That 

I'CUle  is  well  understood  among  those  who  deal 

<    ia  horses.     If  you,  madam,  have  a  daughter  to 

sell,  it  will  be  well  for  you  also  to  remember 

this.     Or,  my  young  friend,  if  you  have  yourself 

to  sell,  the  same  rule  holds  good.     But  it  is 

I  hard  to  put  an  old  head  on  young  shoulders. 

"Hard  as  the  task  is,  however,  it  would  seem 

have    been    effected  as  regards    Caroline 

^  'ijington. 
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Arid  (heii  Sir  Henry  looked  at  Her.  Not 
exactly  with  his  present  eyesight  as  tiien  iat  that 
moment  existing ;  for  seeing  that  she  was  walk- 
ing by  his  side,  he.  could  not  takfe  the  comprd- 
hensive  view  which  his  taste  and  mind  required. 
But  he  looked  at  her  searchingly  with  the  eye- 
sight of  his  memory,  and  found  that  she. exactly 
tallied  with  what  his  judgment  demanded.  That 
she  was  very.beautiful,  no  man  had  ever  doubted. 
That  she  was  now  in  the  full  pride  of  her  beauty 
was  to  him  certain.  And  then  her  beauty  was 
of  that  goddess  class  which  seems  for  so  long  a 
period  to  set  years  at  defiance.  It  was.  pro- 
duced by  no  girlish  soilness,  by  no  perishable 
mixture  .of  white  and  red ;  it  was  not  born  of  a 
sparkling  eye,.'anda.  ripe  lip,  and  a  cherry  cheek. 
To  her  face,  belonged^  hues  of  contour,  severe, 
lovely,  and  of  ineradicable  grace.. >  It  -was  not 
when  she  smiled  and  laughed  that  she  most 
pleased.  Shedid  not  charm  only  when  she 
spoke ;  though,  indeed,  the  expression  of  her 
speaking  face  was  perfect.  .  But  she  had  the 
beauty  of  a  marble  bust.  .It  would  not  be  easy 
even  for  Sir  Henry  Harcourt,  even  for  a  young 
solicitor-general,  to  find  a  ^e  more  beautiful 
with  which  to  adorn  his  drawing-room. 

And  then  she  had  that  air  of  faslhiotl,:  that 
look  of  being  able  to  look  down  the  unfashionr 
able,  which  was  so  much  in  the  eye§  of  Sir 
Henry;,  though  in  those  of  George  Bertram  it 
had  been  almost  a  demerit  With  CaroUne, 
as  with  many  women,  this  was  an  appearance 
rather  than  a  reality.  Shfe  had  not  moved 'much 
among  high  people;  she  had  Hot  taught  herself 
to  despise  those  of  her  own  class,  the  women 
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of  Liltlebath,  the  Todds  and  the  Adela  Gai 
lets;  but  she  looked  as  though  she  would 
able  to  do  so.    And  it  was  fitting  she  should 
have  such  a  look  if  ever  she  were  to  be  the  wife 
of  a  solicitor-general. 

And  then  Sir  Henry  thought  of  Mr.  Bertram's 
coffers.  Ah  !  if  he  could  only  he  let  into  that 
secret,  it  might  be  easy  to  come  to  a,  decision. 
That  the  old  man  had  quarrelled  with  bis 
nephew,  he  was  well  aware.  That  George,  in 
his  pig-beaded  folly,  would  make  no  overtures 
towards  a  reconciliation ;  of  that  also  he  was 
sure.  Was  it  not  probable  that  at  any  rate  a 
great  portion  of  that  almost  fabulous  wealth 
would  go  to  the  man's  granddaughter  ?  There 
was  doubtless  risk;  but  then  one  must  run 
some  risk  in  everytbitig.  It  might  be,  if  he 
could  play  his  cards  wisely,  that  he  would  get 
it  all — that  he  would  be  placed  in  a  position 
to  make  even  the  solicitor-generalship  beneath 
his  notice. 

And  so,  in  spite  of  Caroline's  coldness, 
resolved  to  persevere. 

Having  thus  made  up  his  mind,  he  tumi 
the  conversation  to  another  subject. 

"You  liked  the  house  on  the  whole;  did 
you?"  Caroline  during  the  past  week  had 
been  up  to  see  the  new  house  in  Eaton  Square. 

"Oh,  yes;  very  much.  Nothing  could  be 
nicer.  Only  I  am  afraid  it's  expensive."  This 
was  a  subject  on  which  Caroline  could  talk 

"  Not   particularly,"  said  Sir   Henry.      "  Oi 

course  one  can't  get  a  house  in  London  for 

"^Wg.    I  shall  have  rather  a  bargain  of  that 
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if  I  can  pay  the  money  down.  The  great  thing 
is  whether  you  like  it." 

"  I  was  charmed  with  it.  I  never  saw  prettier 
drawing-rooms — never.  And  the  bedrooms  for 
a  London  house  are  so  large  and  airy." 

"  Did  you  go  into  the  dining-room  ?  " 

"  Ob,  yes ;  I  went  in." 

**  There's  room  for  four-and-twenty,  is  there 
not?" 

"  Well,  I  don't  know.  I  can't  give  an  opinion 
about  that  You  could  have  three  times,  that 
number  at  supper." 

"  I'm  not  thinking  of  suppers ;  but  I'm  sure 
you  could.     Kitchen's  convenient,  eh  ?  " 

"  Very — so  at  least  aunt  Mary  said." 

"And  now  about  the  furniture.  You  can 
give  me  two  or  three  days  in  town,  can't  you  ?  " 

**0h,  yes;  if  you  require  it.  But  I  would 
trust  your  taste  in  all  those  matters." 

"  My  taste !  I  have  neither  taste  nor  time. 
If  you  won't  mind  going  to " 

And  so  the  conversation  went  on  for  another 
fifteen  minutes,  and  then  they  were  at  home. 
Caroline's  boots  had  begun  to  tease  her,  and 
their  walk,  therefore,  had  not  been  prolonged 
to  a  great  distance. 

Ah,  me !  again  I  say  how  pleasant,  how 
delightful  were  those  lovers'  walks ! 

Then  Caroline  went  up  to  her  bedroom,  and 
Sir  Henry  sat  himself  down  near  Mr.  Bertram's 
chair  in  the  dining-room. 

"I  wanted  to  speak  to  you,  sir,"  said  he, 
rushing  at  once  into  the  midst  of  his  subject, 
"about  Caroline's  settlement.  It  is  time  that 
all  that  should  be  arranged.     I  would  have 
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Imade   my  lawyer   see    Pritchett;    but    I    da( 
r  know  that  Ptitchett  has  any  authority  to  act  fi 

you  in  such  matters." 

"Act  for  me!     Pritchett  has  no  authority  to 

act — nor  have  I  either."     This  little  renuncia- 

»Uon  of  his  granddaughter's  affairs  was  no  more 
than  Sir  Henry  expected.  He  was,  therefore, 
ocither  surprised  nor  disgusted, 
"Well!  I  only  want  to  know  who  has  the 
authority.  I  don't  anticipate  any  great  diffi- 
culty. Caroline's  fortune  is  not  very  large ;  but 
of  course  it  must  be  settled.  Six  thousand 
pounds,  I  believe." 

"  Four,  Sir  Henry.     That  is,  if  I  am  rightly 

"  Four,  is  it  ?  I  was  told  six — I  think,  by 
George  Bertram  in  former  days.  1  should  of 
coarse  prefer  six ;  but  if  it  be  only  four,  why  we 
must  make  the  best  of  it." 

"She  has  only  four  of  her  own,"  said  the  old 
man,  somewhat  mollified. 

"Have  you  any  objection  to  my  telling  j 
what  I  would  propose  to  doP" 

"  No  objection  in  life,  Sir  Henry."  

"  My  income  is  lai^e ;  but  I  want  a  little 
re.ady  money  at  present  to  conclude  the  pur- 
diase  of  my  liouse,  and  to  furnish  it.  Would 
you  object  to  the  four  thousand  pounds  being 
paid  into  my  liands,  if  I  insure  my  life  for  six 
for  her  benefit?  Were  her  fortune  larger,  I 
should  of  course  propose  that  my  insurance 
should  be  heavier." 

Sir  Henry  was  so  very  reasonable  that  Mr. 
Bertram  by  degrees  thawed.  He  would  make 
his  gianddaughter's  fortune  six  thousand,  as  he 
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bad  always  intended.  This  should  be  settled 
on  her,  the  income  of  cwirse  going  to  hfer 
husband.  He  should  insure  his  life  for  four 
thousand  more  on  her  behalf;  and  Mr.  Bertram 
would  lend  Sir  Henry  three  thousand  for  his 
furniture. 

Sir  Henry  agreed  to  this,  saying  to  himself 
that  such  a  loan  from  Mr.  Bertram  was  equal 
to  a  gift.  Mr.  Bertram  himself  seemed  to  look 
at  it  in  a  different  light.  "Mind,  Sir  Heniy, 
I  shall  expect  the  interest  to  the  day;  I  will 
only  charge  you  four  per  cent  And  it  must 
be  made  a  bond  debt." 

"  Oh,  certainly,"  said  Sir  Henry. 
.    And  so  the  affair  of.  the   settlement  was 
arranged. 


CHAPTER  XXTX 

MRS.    LEAKE   of  mSSBURY 

Adela.  Gauntlet  reached  Littlebath  without 
any  adventures,  and  at  the  station  she  met  Miss 
Baker  ready  to  take  her  and  her  boxes  in 
charge.  She  soon  learned  what  was  to  be  her 
fate  for  that  autumn.  It  was  imperatively  neces- 
sary that  Miss  Baker  should  go  up  to  town  in 
a  week  or  two.  '*  Tbere  are  such  hundreds  of 
things  to  be  done  about  furniture  and  all  that, 
you  know,"  said  Miss  Baker,  looking  rather 
grand  as  she  spoke  of  her  niece's  great  match ; 
and  yet  doing  so  with  the  least  possible  amount 
of  intentional  pride  or  vanity.   Adela,  of  course^ 
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acknowledged  that  tliere  must  be  hundreds  of 
things,  and  expressed  her  deepest  regret  that 
she  should  be  so  much  in  the  way.  Perhaps 
she  almost  wished  that  she  had  rem.iined  at 
Hurst  Staple. 

"  Not  at  all  in  the  way,  my  dear,"  said  Miss 
Baker;  "I  shall  be  back  again  in  a.  week  at 
the  furthest,  and  Miss  Todd  will  be  delighted 
to  have  you  for  that  time.  Indeed,  she  would 
be  very  much  disappointed  now,  and  offended 
too  if  you  did  not  go.  But  all  the  same,  I 
would  not  leave  you,  only  that  Sir  Henry  insists 
that  Caroline  should  choose  all  the  things  her- 
self; and  of  course  he  has  not  time  to  go  with 
her — and  then  the  responsibility  is  so  great. 
Why,  I  suppose  she  will  have  to  lay  out  about 
two  thousand  pounds ! " 

"  But  what  sort  of  a  person  is  Miss  Todd  ? " 
asked  Adela. 

"  Oh,  an  extremely  nice  person  ;  you'll  like 
her  amazingly — so  lively,  so  good-natured,  so 
generous ;  and  very  clever  too.  Perhaps,  for 
her  age,  she's  a  little  too  fond " 

"  Too  fond  of  what  ?  You  were  going  to  say 
dress,  I  suppose." 

"  No,  indeed.  I  can't  say  that  there's  any- 
thing to  biame  her  for  in  that.  She  dresses 
very  handsomely,  but  always  plain.  No  ;  what 
I  was  going  to  say  is,  that  perhaps  for  a  woman 
of  her  age — she  is  a  little  too  fond  of  gentle- 
men's attention." 

"  Caroline  told  me  that  she  was  the  most 
confirmed  old  maid  she  knew — an  old  maid 
who  gloried  in  being  an  old  maid." 

"  I  don't  know  about  that,  my  dear ;  but  if  a 
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certain  gentleman  were  to  ask  her,  I  don't  think 
she'd  glory  in  it  much  longer.  But  she's  a  very 
nice  person,  and  you'll  like  her  very  much." 

Miss  Baker  did  go  up  to  town,  leaving  Adela 
to  Miss  Todd's  hospitality.  She  did  go  up, 
but  in  doing  so  resolved  to  return  as  soon  as 
possible.  Sir  Lionel  was  now  in  the  Paragon 
nearly  every  other  day.  To  be  sure,  he  did 
generally  call  in  Montpellier  Terrace  on  the 
alternate  days.  But  then  there  was  a  reason 
for  that.  They  had  to  talk  about  George  and 
Caroline.  What  possible  reason  could  there  be 
for  his  going  to  the  Paragon  ? 

Adela  was  rather  frightened  when  she  found 
herself  left  at  Miss  Todd's  lodgings;  though 
that  lady's  manner  to  her  was  not  such  as  need 
have  inspired  much  awe. 

"Now,  my  dear,"  she  said,  "don't  mind  me 
in  the  least.  Do  just  whatever  you  like.  If  I 
only  knew  what  you  did  like,  you  should  have 
it  if  I  could  get  it.  What  are  you  fond  of 
now?  Shall  I  ask  some  young  people  here 
to-night  ?  " 

"  Oh,  no,  Miss  Todd ;  not  for  me.  I  have 
never  been  much  in  society,  and  certainly  do 
not  wish  for  it  at  present" 

*'  Well,  society  is  not  a  bad  thing.  You  don't 
play  cards,  I  suppose  ?  " 

**  I  don't  know  one  card  from  another." 

"  You'd  just  suit  Mr.  O'Callaghan  then.  Are 
you  fond  of  young  clergymen?  There's  one 
here  might  just  suit  you.  All  the  young  ladies 
are  dying  for  him." 

"  Then  pray  don't  let  me  interfere  with  them, 
Miss  Todd." 
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"Perhaps  you  like  officers  better.  There  are 
heaps  of  them  here.  I  don't  know  where  they 
come  from,  and  they  never  seem  to  have  any- 
thing to  do.  The  young  ladies,  however — those 
who  don't  Tun  afier  Mr.  O'Callaghan — seem  to 
think  them  very  nice." 

"Oh,  Miss  Todd,  I  don't  want  clergymen  or 
officers." 

"Don't  you?  Well  then,  we'll  get  some 
novels  from  the  circulating  library.  At  three 
o'clock  I  always  drive  out,  and  we'll  go  to  tlie 
pastrycook's.  Oh,  I  declare,  here's  Sir  Lionel 
Bertram,  as  usual,  You  know  Sir  Lionel,  don't 
you  ?  " 

Adela  said  that  she  had  met  Sir  Lionel  at 
Miss  Baker's. 

"  What  a  pity  that  match  should  have  gone 
off,  isn't  it?  I  mean  dear  Miss  Waddington. 
But  though  that  match  is  off,  another  may  come 
on.  I  for  one  should  be  very  happy.  You 
don't  know  anything  about  it,  I  see,  I'll  tell 
you  some  of  these  days.  How  do,  Sir  Lionel  ? 
You  mustn't  stay  long,  because  Miss  Gauntlet 
and  I  am  going  out.  Or  I'll  tell  you  what. 
You  shall  take  care  of  us.  It's  a  beautiful  day  ; 
and  if  Miss  Gauntlet  likes,  we'll  walk  instead 
of  having  the  fly."  Miss  Todd  never  aped 
grandeur,  and  always  called  her  private  carriage 
a  fly,  because  it  had  only  one  horse. 

Sir  Lionel,  having  made  his  salutations  to 
Miss  Gauntlet,  declared  th.tt  he  should  be  most 
happy  to  be  trusted  with  their  custody  through 
the  streets  of  Littlebath, 

"  But  we  can't  walk  either,  Miss  Gauntlet, 
to-day,  because  I  must  call  on  old  Mrs.  Leake, 
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at  Rissbury.    I  quite  forgot  Mrs.  Leake.  So  you 
see,  Sir  Lionel  we  shan't  want  you  after  all" 

Sir  Lionel  declared  that  this  last  decision 
made  him  quite  miserable. 

"  You'll  be  recovered  by  dinner-time,  I  don't 
doubt,"  said  Miss  Todd.  "And  now  I'll  go 
upstairs  and  put  my  bonnet  on.  As  Miss 
Gauntlet  has  got  h^rs,  you  can  stay  and  talk 
to  her." 

"  Charming  creature,  Miss  Todd ;  isn't  she  ?  " 
said  Sir  Lionel,  before  the  door  was  well  closed. 
"Such  freshness  of  character,  so  much  bon- 
horamie — sl  little  odd  sometimes."  These  last 
words  were  not  added  till  Miss  Todd's  foot- 
steps, heavier  than  Camilla's,  were  heard  well 
up  the  stairs. 

"  She  seems  to  be  a  very  good-natured  person. 
I  never  saw  her  before  t<>day." 

"  Did  you  not  ?  We  knew  her  very  intimately 
in  the  Holy  Land  " — as  if  any  land  ever  was  or 
could  be  holy  to  Sir  Lionel  and  such  as  he. 
"That  is,  George  and  I,  and  Caroline.  Of 
course,  you  know  all  about  that  Miss  Wadding- 
ton." 

Adela  signified  to  him  that  she  did  know  the 
circumstances  to  which  he  alluded. 

"  It  is  very  sad,  is  it  not?  and  then  the  con- 
nection between  them  being  so  near;  and  their 
being  the  joint-heirs  to  such  an  enormous 
property  1  I  know  the  people  here  take  Caro- 
line's part,  and  say  that  she  has  been  hardly 
used.  But  I  cannot  say  that  I  blame  George ; 
I  cannot,  indeed." 

"It  is  one  of  those  cases  in  which  no  one 
should  be  blamed." 
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Exactly — that   is    just    what    I   say. 

advice  to  George  was  this.     Don't  let  moi 

influence  your  conduct  in  any  way.  Thank 
God,  there's  enough  of  that  for  all  of  us ! 
What  you  have  to  think  of,  is  her  happiness 
and  your  own.  That's  what  I  said ;  and  I 
believe  he  took  my  advice.  I  don't  tbink 
had  any  sordidviewswith  reference  to  Carolii 
fortune." 

"  I  am  sure  he  had  not." 

"  Oh,  no,  never.  What  Sir  Henry's  views 
may  be,  I  don't  pretend  to  know.  People  here 
do  say  that  he  has  been  ingratiating  himself 
with  my  brother  for  some  time  past.  He  has 
my  leave,  Miss  Gauntlet.  I  am  an  old  man, 
old  enough  to  be  your  father" — the  well-pre- 
served old  beau  might  have  said  grandfather — 
"and  my  experience  of  life  is  this,  that  money 
is  never  worth  the  trouble  that  men  lake  to  get 
it.  They  say  my  brother  is  fond  of  it ;  if  so, 
I  think  he  has  made  a  mistake  in  life — a  great 
mistake." 

All  this  sounded  very  nice,  but  even  to 
Adela's  inexperienced  ears  it  was  not  like  the 
ring  of  genuine  silver.  After  all,  mock  virtue 
imposes  on  but  few  people.  The  man  of  the 
world  is  personally  known  for  such ;  as  also  are 
known  the  cruel,  the  griping,  the  avaricious, 
the  unjust.  That  which  enables  the  avaricious 
and  the  unjust  to  pass  scatheless  through  the 
world  is  not  the  ignorance  of  the  world  as  to 
their  sins,  but  the  indifference  of  the  world 
whether  they  be  sinful  or  no. 

"And  now,  Sir  Lionel,  you  may  just  put  us 
into  the  fly,  and  then  we  won't  keep  you  any 
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longer,"  said  Miss  Todd,  as  «te  r^^utefefl  tbe 
room  with  her  bovmet  and  sihavl 

Mrs.  Leake,  who  lived  at  RisriMor, 
deaf  old  lady,  not  very  popolar  among 
old  ladies  at  Littlebatfa.  All  the  woM,  d 
course,  knows  that  tiie  Tillage  of  Ristnar  is 
hardly  more  than  a  sobnrb  of  littlelnth,  bang 
distant  from  the  High  Street  not  above  a  aile 
and  a  half.  It  will  be  remembered  that  the 
second  milestone  on  Hinchcombe  Road  is  alto- 
gether beyond  the  village,  just  as  you  begin  to 
ascend  the  hill  near  the  turnpike. 

Mrs.  Leake  was  not  very  popular,  seeing  that 
though  her  ear  was  excessively  dull,  her  tongue 
was  peculiarly  acute.  She  had  the  repute  of 
saying  the  most  biting  things  of  any  lady  in 
Littlebath — ^and  many  of  the  ladies  of  Little- 
bath  were  apt  to  say  biting  things.  Then  Mrs. 
Leake  did  not  play  cards,  nor  did  she  give 
suppers,  nor  add  much  in  any  way  to  the 
happiness  of  the  other  ladies,  her  compatriots; 
But  she  lived  in  rather  a  grand  house  of  her 
own,  whereas  others  lived  in  lodgings ;  she 
kept  a  carriage  with  a  pair  of  horses,  whereas 
others  kept  flies ;  and  she  had  some  mysterious 
acquaintance  with  the  countyocracy  which  went 
a  long  way  with  the  ladies  of  Littlebath ;  though 
what  good  it  even  did  to  Mrs.  Leake  herself 
was  never  very  apparent. 

It  is  a  terrible  bore  to  have  to  talk  to  people 
who  use  speaking-trumpets,  and  who  are  so 
fidgety  themselves  that  they  won't  use  their 
speaking-trumpets  properly.  Miss  Todd  greatly 
dreaded  the  speaking-trumpet ;  she  did  not 
usually  care  one  straw  for  Mrs.  Leake's  tongue, 
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nor  much  for  her  carriage  and  horses,  or  coi^ 

standing;  but   the    Litllebath  world  called,,! 

Mrs.  Leake ;  and  Miss  Todd  being  at  Rome 
did  as  Romans  do. 

"I'll  take  her  for  five  minutes,"  said  Miss 
Todd,  as,  driving  through  the  village  of  Rissbury, 
she  finished  her  description  of  the  lady ;  "  and 
then  do  you  take  her  up  for  five  more;  and 
dien  I'll  go  on  again;  and  then  we'll  go  away." 
Adela  agreed,  though  with  a  heavy  heait;  for 
what  subject  of  conversation  could  she  find  on 
which  to  dilate  to  Mrs.  Leake  through  a  speak- 
ing-trumpet for  five  minutes  ? 

"Miss  who?"  said  Mrs.  Leake,  putting  her 
trumpet  down  from  her  ear  that  she  might  stare 
the  better  at  Adela.  "Oh,  Miss  Gaunt — very 
well — I  hope  you'll  like  Littlebath,  Miss  Gaunt." 

"  Miss  Gaunt-let  1 "  shouted  Miss  Todd,  with 
a.  voice  that  would  have  broken  the  trumpet 
into  shivers  had  it  not  been  made  of  the  very 
best  metal. 

"Never  hollo,  my  dear.  When  you  do  that 
I  can't  hear  at  all.  It  only  makes  a  noise  like 
a  dog  barking.  You'll  find  the  young  men 
about  Littlebath  very  good-natured,  Miss  Gaunt. 
They  are  rather  empty-headed — but  I  think 
young  ladies  generally  like  them  all  the  better 
for  that." 

Adela  felt  herself  called  on  to  make  no 
answer  to  this,  as  it  was  not  her  turn  at  the 
trumpet. 

"What  news  have  you  heard  lately,  Mrs. 
Leake?"  asked  Miss  Todd.  The  great  thing 
was  to  make  Mrs.  Leake  talk  instead  of  having 
'    'bJk  to  her. 
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**  Amuse !  No,  I  don't  think  they  do  amuse 
any  one  very  much.  But  then  that's  not  their 
line.  I  suppose  they  jcan  dance,  most  of  them  ; 
and  those  who've  got  any  money  may  do  for 
husbands — as  the  wodd  goes.  We  mustn't  be 
too  particular ;  must  we.  Miss  Gaunt?  " 

''Miss  Gaunt — let^"  whispered  Miss  Todd 
into  the  trumpet,  separating  the  sounds  weU,  so 
that  they  should  not  dash  on  the  unsusceptifai^ 
tympanum  of  her  friend's  ear. 

''  Let,  let,  let !  I  think  I  can  hear  anybodj 
almost  better  than  I  can  you.  Miss  Todd.  I 
don't  know  how  it  is,  but  I  never  can  hear  the 
people  out  of  the  town  as  well  as  I  can  my  owt^ 
set     It's  habit,  I  take  it" 

"The/re  used  to  deaf  people  in  the  coimtry,. 
I  suppose,"  said  Miss  Todd,  who,  with  aH  her 
good  nature,  didn't  choose  to  be  over  much  put 
upon. 

"Ah,  I  can't  hear  you»"  said  Mrs.  LesiM;. 
She  had,  however,  heard  this.  ^Btit  I  vasxt 
you  to  tell  me  something  about  this  Caroline 
Waddington.  Isn't  it  true  she's  got  asolber 
lover  already  ?  " 

"  Oh,  quite  true ;  she's  going  to  be  married.'* 

«  Wants  to  be  married.  Yes,  I  don't  doubt 
she  wants  to  be  married.  Thaf  s  what  they  all 
want,  only  some  are  not  able  to  manage  it* 
Ha  !  ha  I  ha !  I  beg  your  pardon.  Miss  Gaunt ; 
but  we  old  women  must  have  our  joke  about 
the  young  ones;  mustn't  we.  Miss  Todd?" 
Mrs.  Leake,  be  it  noticed,  was  past  seventy, 
whereas  our  dear  Miss  Todd  was  only  just 
forty-four. 

"  Miss  Gauntlet  can  tell  you  all  about  Miss 
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Waddington,"  said  Miss  Todd,  in  her  veiy 
plainest  voice.  "  They  are  very  great  friends, 
and  coirespond  with  each  other."  So  Miss 
Todd  handed  over  the  spout  of  the  trumpet, 

"  She  was  corresponding  witli  another  !  I 
dare  say  she  was ;  with  half  a  dozen  at  once. 
Do  you  know  anything  about  it,  Miss  Gaunt  ?  " 

Poor  Adela  !  what  was  she  to  say  or  do  ? 
Her  hand  absolutely  trembled  as  she  put  it 
lightly  to  the  instrument.  Thrice  she  bent  her 
head  down  before  she  was  able  to  say  anything, 
and  thrice  she  lifted  it  up  in  despair, 

"Is  it  the  lady  or  the  gentleman  that  is  a 
friend  of  yours,  ray  dear  ?  or  which  of  the 
gentlemen  ?  I  hope  she  has  not  robbed  you  of 
a  beau." 

"  Miss  Waddington  is  a  very  dear  friend 
mine,  ma'am." 

"Oh;  she  is,  is  she?" 

"And  I  know  Mr,  Bertram  also." 

"  Is  he  a  dear  friend  too  ?  Well,  I  suppo! 
he's  disengaged  now.  But  ihey  tell  me  he's 
got  nothing,  eh  ?  " 

"I  really  don't  know," 

"It's  very  hard  to  know;  very.  I  don't 
much  admire  such  jilts  myself,  but " 

"  Miss  Waddington  did  not  jilt  him,  madam." 

"Then  he  jilted  her.  That's  Just  what  I 
want  to  come  at  I'm  very  much  obliged  to 
you,  my  dear.  I  see  you  can  tell  me  ail  about 
it.     It  was  about  money,  wasn't  it  ?  " 

"  No,"  shouted  Adela,  with  an  energy  that 
quite  surprised  herself.  "  Money  had  nothing 
to  do  with  iL" 

"I did  not  say  you  had  anything  to  do  with 
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it  But  don't  take  up  that  habit  of  holloing 
from  Miss  Todd.  I  suppose  the  truth  was  that 
he  found  out  what  he  wasn't  meant  to  find  out 
Men  shouldn't  be  too  inquisitive ;  should  they, 
Miss  Todd?  You  are  quite  righ^  Miss  Gaunt, 
don't  have  anything  to  do  with  it;  it's  a  bad 
affair." 

"  I  think  you  are  very  much  mistaken, 
madam,"  said  Adela,  again  shouting.  But  it 
was  all  thrown  away.  "I  can't  hear  a  word, 
when  you  hollo  in  that  way,  not  a  word,"  said 
Mrs.  Leake.  And  then  Adela,  with  an  im- 
ploring look  at  Miss  Todd,  relinquished  her 
seat. 

Miss  Todd  rose  with  the  usual  little  speech 
about  leave-taking.  She  had,  as  we  have  seen, 
intended  to  have  gone  in  for  a  second  innings 
herself,  but  all  hope  of  winning  the  game  against 
Mrs.  Leake  was  over;  even  her  courage  was 
nearly  upset;  so  making  a  little  whisper  to 
Adela,  she  held  out  her  hand  to  the  old  lady, 
and  prepared  to  depart. 

"  Dear  me,  you  are  in  a  great  hurry  lo  go,'* 
said  Mrs.  Leake. 

"  Yes ;  we  are  rather  in  a  hurry  this  morning," 
said  Miss  Todd,  neglectful  of  the  trumpet,  "  we 
have  so  many  people  to  see." 

"  Well,  good-bye ;  I'm  very  much  obliged  to 
you  for  coming,  and  Miss  Todd" — and  here 
Mrs.  Leake  affected  to  whisper;  but  her  whisper 
would  have  been  audible  to  a  dozen,  had  a 
dozen  been  there — "I  mustn't  forget  to  wish 
you  joy  about  Sir  Lionel.  Good  morning  to 
you,  Miss  Gaunt,"  and  then  Mrs.  Leake  dropt 
an  old-fashioned  gracious  curtsy. 
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To  say  thai  Miss  Todd  blushed  woiJd  be  to 
belie  the  geoeral  rosiness  of  that  lady's  com- 
plexion. She  was  all  blusli  always.  Over  her 
lace  colour  of  tlie  highest  was  always  flying.  It 
was  not  only  that  her  cheeks  carried  a  settled 
brilliant  tint,  but  at  every  smile — and  Mhs 
Todd  was  ever  smiling — this  tint  would  saffass 
her  forehead  and  her  neck ;  at  every  peal  of 
laughter — and  her  peals  of  laughter  were  in- 
numerable—  it  would  become  brighter  and 
brighter,  coming  and  going,  or  rather  ever 
coming  fresh  and  never  going,  till  the  reflection 
from  her  countenance  would  illumine  the  whole 
room,  and  light  up  the  faces  of  all  around  her. 
But  now  she  almost  blushed  black.  She  had 
delighted  hitherto  in  all  the  little  bits  of  libellous 
tittle  tattle  to  which  her  position  as  a  young  old 
majd  had  given  rise,  and  had  affected  always  to 
assist  their  propagation ;  but  there  was  a  poison 
about  this  old  female  snake,  a  sting  in  the  tongue 
of  this  old  adder  which  reached  even  her. 

"  The  old  fool  1 "  said  Miss  Todd,  by  no 
means  sei/o  voa. 

Mrs.  Leake  heard  her  though  the  speaking 
trumpet  was  not  in  action.  "  No,  no,  no,"  she 
said,  in  her  most  good-natured  voice,  "  I  don'i 
think  he's  such  a  fool  at  all.  Of  course  he  is 
old,  and  in  want  of  an  income,  no  doubt.  But 
then  he's  a  knight  you  know,  my  dear,  and  a 
colonel  J "  and  then  the  two  ladies,  wailing  for 
no  further  courtesies,  went  back  to  their  fly. 

Miss  Todd  had  quite  regained  her  good- 
humour  by  the  time  she  was  seated.  "  Well," 
said  she,  "what  do  you  think  of  my  friend,  Mrs. 
.Leake?" 
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'*What  makes  her  so  very  spiteful?."  asked 
Adela.  ^ 

*'Why,  you  see,  my  dear,  she'd  be  nothiog 
if  she  wasn't  spiteful.  If  s  her  fete.  She's  very 
old,  and  she  lives  there  by  herself,  and  she 
doesn't  go  out  much,  and  she  has  nothing  to 
amuse  her.  If  she  didn't  do  that,  she  couldn't 
do  anything.     I  rather  like  it  myself."         : 

''Well,  I  can't  say  I  like  it,"  said  Adela;  and 
then  they  sat  silent  for  a  time.  Miss  Todd  the 
while  reflecting  whether  she  would,  in  any  way, 
defend  herself  from  that  imputation  about  Sir 
Lionel. 

"  But  you  see  what  $ort  of  a  woman  she  is. 
Miss  Gauntlet;  and,  of  course,  you  must  not 
believe  a  word  that  she  says." 

"  How  very  dreadful ! " 

"  Oh  j  it  does  not  mean  anything.  I  call  all 
those  white  lies.  Nobody  notices  them.  But 
what  she  said  about  Sir  Lionel,  you  know " 

"  I  really  shall  not  think  of  anything  she 
said." 

"  But  I  must  explain  to  you,"  said  Miss  Todd, 
in  whose  mind,  in  spite  of  her  blushing,  a 
certain  amount  of  pleasure  was  mixed  with  the 
displeasure  which  Mrs.  Leake's  scandal  had 
caused  her.  For  at  this  moment  Sir  Lionel 
was  not  a  little  thought  of  at  Littlebath,  and 
among  the  Lucretias  there  asbseiQbled,  there  was 
many  a  one  who  would  have  felt  but  small 
regret  in  abandoning  her  maiden  meditations  at 
the  instance  of  Sir  Lionel  Bertram. 

"But  I  must  explain  to  you.  Sir  Lionel 
does  come  to  see  me  very  often ;  and  I  should 
think  there  was  something  in  it — or,  rather^  I 
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shouldn't  be  surprised  at  others  thinking  so — 
only  that  I  am  quite  sure  that  he's  thinkinj 
somebody  else." 

"  Is  he  ? "  asked  Adela,  perhaps  not  wU 
great  deal  of  animation. 

"Yesj  and  I'll  tell  you  who  that  somel 
else  is.     Mind,  I  shouldn't  say  anything  about 
it  if  I  wasn't  sure ;  that  is,  almost  sure ;  for  one 
never  can  be  quite  sure  about  anything." 

"  Then  1  don't  think  one  ought  to  talk  about 
people." 

"  Oh,  that" s  all  very  well.  But  then,  at  such 
a  place  as  Littlebath,  one  would  have  to  hold 
one's  tongue  altogether,  I  let  people  talk  of 
me,  and  so  I  talk  about  them.  One  can't  live 
without  it,  my  dear.  But  I  don't  say  things 
like  Mrs.  Leake." 

"  I'm  sure  you  don't" 

"  But  now  about  Sir  Lionel ;  can't  you  guess 
who  it  is  ? " 

"  How  should  I,  Miss  Todd  ?  I  don't  know 
a  person  in  Littlebath  except  you  and  Miss 
Baker. 

"There;  now  you  have  guessed  it;  I  knew 
you  would.     Don't  say  I  told  you." 

"  Miss  Baker  marry  Sir  Lionel !  " 

"  Yes,  Miss  Baker  marry  Sir  Lionel !  and  why 
not?  Why  shouldn't  she?  and  why  shouldn't 
he?  I  think  it  would  be  very  wise.  I  think 
those  sort  of  marriages  often  make  people  very 
happy." 

"Do  you  think  he  loves  her?"  said  Adela, 
whose  ideas  of  marriage  were  of  very  primitive 
description, 

"  Well,  I  don't  see  wiiy  he  shoaldn't ;  that  is. 
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in  a  sort  of  a  way.  He  won't  write  poetry  about 
her  eyebrows,  if  you  mean  that  But  I  think 
he'd  like  her  to  keep  his  house  for  him ;  and 
now  that  Caroline  is  going  away,  I  think  she'd 
like  to  have  some  one  to  live  with.  She's  not 
born  to  be  a  solitary  wild  beast  as  I  am.'' 

Adela  was  surprised,  but  she  had  nothing  to 
say.  She  was  aware  of  no  reason  which  it  suited 
her  to  allege  why  Miss  Baker  should  not  marry 
Sir  Lionel  Bertram.  Had  she  been  asked  before, 
she  would  have  said  that  Miss  Baker  seemed 
settled  in  her  maiden  life;  and  that  she  was 
but  little  likely  to  be  moved  by  the  civil  speeches 
of  an  old  mOitary  beau.  But  silence  was  per- 
haps the  more  prudent,  and,  therefore,  she  said 
nothing. 

Her  fortnight  with  Miss  Todd  passed  without 
much  inconvenience  to  her.  She  had  to  sit 
out  one  or  two  card  parties ;  and  to  resist,  at 
last  with  peremptory  decision,  her  host's  attempts 
to  take  her  elsewhere.  But  Miss  Todd  was  so 
truly  kind,  so  generous,  so  fond  of  making 
others  happy,  that  she  won  upon  Adela  at  last, 
and  they  parted  excellent  friends. 

*'  I  am  so  fond  of  Miss  Baker,"  Miss  Todd 
said,  on  the  last  morning;  ''and  I  do  so  truly 
hope  she'll  be  happy ;  but  don't  you  say  a  word 
about  what  I  was  saying.  Only  you  watch  if 
it  isn't  true.  You'll  see  quite  as  much  of  Sir 
Lionel  there  as  you  have  here:"  and  so  they 
parted,  and  Adela  was  transferred  over  to 
Montpellier  Terrace. 

There  had  been  some  probability  that  Caro- 
line would  return  to  Littlebath  with  her  aunt ; 
but  such  was  not  the  case.    The  autumn  was 
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advancing  to  its  close.  It  was  now  November, 
and  haidly  a  month  remained  before  that — may 
we  say  happy  day  ? — on  which  Miss  Waddington 
was  to  become  Lady  Harcourt.  There  was,  as 
Miss  Baker  said,  so  much  to  do,  and  so  little 
time  to  do  it !  It  had  therefore  been  decided 
that  Caroline  should  not  return  to  LitHebath. 

"And  you  have  come  back  only  on  my 
account?"  said  Adela. 

"Not  at  all;  I  should  have  come  back  any 
way,  for  many  reasons.  I  like  to  see  Mr. 
Bertram  from  lime  to  time,  especially  now  that 
he  has  acknowledged  Caroline;  but  it  would 
kill  me  to  stay  long  at  that  house.  Did  you 
see  much  of  Sir  Lionel  while  you  were  at  Miss 
Todd's?" 

"Yes,  a  good  deal,"  said  Adela,  who- could 
liardly  keep  from  smiling  as  she  answered  the 
(]uestion. 

"He  is  always  there,  I  believe.  My  idea  is, 
that  they  mean  to  make  a  match  of  it.  It  is, 
indeed." 

"  Oh,  no ;  1  don't  think  thaL" 

"Don't  you  now?  Well,  you  have  been  in 
.the  house,  and  must  have  seen  a  great  deal. 
But  what  else  can  bring  him  there  so  much  ?  " 

"Miss  Todd  says  he's  always  talking  about 

"About  me;  what  nonsense!".  And  Miss 
Baker  went  up  to  her  room  ratlier  better  pleased 
than  she  bad  been. 

Caroline,  as  will  be  remembered,  had  written 

to  Adela  with  the  tidings  of  her  new  engage- 

Adela  had  answered  that .  letter   affec- 

[  JJonately,  but  shortJy;  wishing  her  friend  ereiy 


Mrs,  Leake  of  Rissbury    539 

happiness,  and  saying  what  little  in  the  dieerful 
vein  she  could  allow  herself  to  say  on  such  an 
occasion.  The  very  shortness  of  her  letter  had 
conveyed  condemnationy  hut  that  Adela  could 
not  help. 

Caroline  had  expected  condemnation.  She 
knew  that  she  would  be  condemned,  either  by 
words  or  by  the  lack  of  them;  it  was  nearly 
equal  to  her  by  which.  Her  mind  was  in  that 
state,  that  having  half-condemned  herself,  she 
would  have  given  anything  for  a  cordial  acquittal 
from  one  she  loved  and  valued*  But  she  did 
not  expect  it  from  Adela,  and  she  did  not 
receive  it. 

She  carried  herself  with  a  brave  face,  how- 
ever. To  her  grandfather,  to  Miss  Baker,  and 
to  her  betrothed,  she  showed  no  sign  of  sorrow, 
no  sign  of  repentance;  but  though  there  was, 
perhaps,  no  repentance  in  her  heart,  there  was 
much  sorrow  and  much  remorse,  and  she  could 
not  keep  herself  wholly  silent. 

She  wrote  again  to  Adela,  almost  imploring 
her  for  pity.  We  need  not  give  the  whole 
letter,  but  a  portion  of  it  will  show  how  the  poor 
girl's  mind  was  at  work,  "  I  know  you  have 
judged  me,  and  found  me  guilty,"  she  said.  "  I 
can  tell  that  from  the  tone  of  your  letter,  though 
you  were  generous  enough  to  endeavour  to 
deceive  me.  But  you  have  condemned  me 
because  you  do  not  know  me.  I  feel  sure  that 
what  I  am  doing  is  prudent,  and,  I  tliink  I  may 
say,  right  Had  I  refused  Sir  Henr/s  offer,  or 
some  other  such  offer — and  any  offer  to  me 
would  have  been,  and  must  have  been  open  to 
the  same  objections — what  should  I  have  done? 
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what  would  have  been  my  career  ?  I  am  nol 
now  speaking  of  happiness.  But  of  what  use 
could  I  have  been  to  any  one  ? 

"You  will  say  that  I  do  not  love  Sir  Henry. 
I  have  told  him  that  in  the  usual  acceptation  of 
the  word,  I  do  not  love  him.  But  I  esteem  his 
high  qualities ;  and  I  shall  marry  him  with  the 
full  intention  of  doing  my  duty,  of  sacrificing 
myself  to  him  if  needs  be,  of  being  useful  in  the 
position  in  which  he  will  place  me.  What 
better  can  I  do  than  this  ?  Vou  can  do  better, 
Adela.  I  know  you  will  do  better.  To  have 
loved,  and  married  for  love  the  poorest  gentle- 
man on  God's  earth  would  be  to  have  done 
belter.  But  I  cannot  do  that  now.  The  power 
of  doing  that  has  been  taken  from  me.  The 
question  with  me  was,  whether  I  should  be 
useful  as  a  wife,  or  useless  as  an  unmarried 
woman  ?  For  useless  I  should  have  been,  and 
petulant,  and  wretched.  Employment,  work, 
duty,  will  now  save  me  from  that.  Dear  Adela, 
try  to  look  at  it  in  this  way  if  it  be  possible. 
Do  not  throw  me  over  without  an  attempt  Do 
not  be  unmerciful.  •  •  •  At  any  rate," 
she  ended  her  letter  by  saying — "  At  any  rale 
you  will  come  to  me  in  London  in  the  early, 
early  spring.  Say  that  you  will  do  so,  or  I 
shall  think  that  you  mean  to  abandon  me 
altogether  1 " 

Adela  answered  this  as  sweetly  and  as  deli- 
cately as  she  could.  Natures,  she  said,  were 
different,  and  it  would  be  presumptuous  in  her 
to  set  herself  up  as  judge  on  her  friend's  con- 
duct. She  would  abstain  from  doing  so,  and 
would  pray  to  God  that  Caroline  and  Sir  Ueorj' 
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might  be  happy  together.  And  as  to  going  to 
London  in  the  spring,  she  would  do  so  if  her 
aunt  Penelope's  plans  would  allow  of  it.  She 
must  of  course  be  governed  by  her  aunt  Pene^ 
lope,  who  was  now  hurrying  home  from  Italy  on 
purpose  to  give  her  a  home. 

Nothing  further  occurred  this  year  at  Little- 
bath  sufficiently  memorable  to  need  relation, 
unless  it  be  necessary  further  to  relate  Miss 
Baker's  nervous  apprehensions  respecting  Sir 
Lionel.  She  was,  in  truth,  so  innocent  that  she 
would  have  revealed  every  day  to  her  young 
friend  the  inmost  secrets  of  her  heart  if  she  had 
had  secrets.  But,  in  truth,  she  had  none.  She 
was  desperately  jealous  of  Miss  Todd,  but  she 
herself  knew  not  why.  She  asked  all  manner 
of  questions  as  to  his  going  and  coming,  but 
she  never  asked  herself  why  she  was  so  anxious 
about  it.  She  was  in  a  twitter  of  sentimental 
restlessness,  but  she  did  not  understand  the 
cause  of  her  own  uneasiness.  On  the  days  that 
Sir  Lionel  came  to  her,  she  was  happy,  and  in 
good  spirits ;  when,  however,  he  went  to  Miss 
Todd,  she  was  fretful.  Sometimes  she  would 
rally  him  on  his  admiration  for  her  rival,  but 
she  did  it  with  a  bad  grace.  Wit,  repartee,  and 
sarcasm  were  by  no  means  her  forte.  She 
could  not  have  stood  up  for  five  minutes  against 
deaf  old  Mrs.  Leake ;  and  when  she  tried  her 
liand  on  Sir  Lionel,  her  failure  was  piteous.  It 
merely  amounted  to  a  gentle  rebuke  to  him  for 
going  to  the  Paragon  instead  of  coming  to 
Montpellier  Terrace.  Adela  saw  it  all,  and 
saw  also  that  Sir  Lionel  was  in  no  way  sincere. 
But  what  could  she  do,  or  what  could  she  say  ? 
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I  hope  Miss  Todd  was  quite  well  ^esterdtj 
Sir  Lionel?"  Miss  Baker  would  say. 

"I  don't  think  there  was  much  the  matter 
with  her,"  Sir  Lionel  would  answer.  "  She  was 
talking  a  great  deal  about  you  while  I  was  with 

-   "  About  me ;  he  1   he  !   he !     I'm  sure  j 
had  something  better  dian  me  to  talk  of," 

"  There  could  be  nothing  better,"  the  galls 
■colonel  would  say, 

"  Oh,  couldn't  ihere?  and  when  is  it  to 
Adela  here  is  most  anxious  to  know." 

"How  can  you  say  so,  Miss  Baker? 
tnow  I  am  not  anxious  at  all." 

"  Well,  if  you're  not,  I  am.     I  hope  we  s 
be  asked — ha  I  ha !  ha  ! " 

And  why  did  not  Sir  Lionel  make  up  1 
mind  and  put  an  end,  in  one  way  or  the  other, 
to  the  torment  of  this  poor  lady  P  Many  reasons 
guided  him  in  his  high  {lolicy.  In  the  first 
place,  he  could  not  make  himself  certain  whether 
Miss  Todd  would  accept  him  or  refuse  him. 
Her  money  was  by  far  the  safer;  her  fortune 
■was  assured ;  what  she  possessed,  Sir  Lionel 
already  knew  to  a  fraction. 
.  But  Miss  Baker,  he  was  sure,  would  accept 
bim ;  and  having  accepted  him,  would  be  amen- 
able to  all  his  little  reasons  tn  Ufe,  obedient,, 
conformable,  and,  in  money  matters,  mana£_ 
able.  Miss  Todd,  on  the  other  hand,  migM 
nay,  certainly  would  have  a  will  of  her  ow|^ 
He  would  sooner  have  taken  Miss  Baker  wi^ 
half  the  money, 

But  then  would  Miss  Baker  have  half  t 
money.      If  that  stupid  old  maB  At  Hadl 
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would  only  go^and  tell  the  only  tale  with  which 
it  was  now  possible  that  he  should  interest  the 
world,  then  Sir  liond  would  know  how  to  act. 
At  any  .rate,  he  would  wait  till  after  the  solicitor* 
general's  marriage.  It  might  appear  on  that 
occasion  whether  or  no  Sir  Henry  was  to  be  re- 
garded a&  the  old  ^nan's  heir  in  all  things.  If 
so,  Sir  Lionel  would  be  prepared  to  run  all 
matrimonial  risks,  and  present  Miss  Todd  to 
the  world  as  Lady  Bertram* 


CHAPTER  XXX 

MARRIAGE-BELLS 

And  now  came  the  day  of  execution.  *'  A  long 
day,  my  lord,  a  long  day,'*  scpeams  Ihe  un- 
fortunate culprit  from  tlie  dock  when  about  to 
undergo  the  heaviest  sentence  of  the  law.  But 
the  convicted  wretch  is  a  coward  by  his  ppofeS" 
sion.  Caroline  Waddington  was  no  coward* 
Having  made  up  her  mind  to  a  long  martyrdom, 
she  would  not  cpndescend  to  ask  for  one  short 
month  of  grace. ,.  »       . 

. "I  don't  like  to  press  you  rnifairly,** SirHeniy 
had  said,  "but  you  know  how  1  sxa  situated -with 
regard  to  business." .  •     - 

''  It  shall  be  ^s  you  wish,'^  Caroline  had  said.. 
And  so  the  day  had  been  settled  fa  day  hardly 
more  than  six  months  distant  from  that  on  which 
she  had  half  permitted  the  last,  embrace  from  her 
now  forfeited,  ^but  not  forgotten  loverr^  -  -  - 

Duty 4vas  now  her  watchword  to  herself*    For 
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the  last  six  weeks  she  had  been  employed-^nay, 
more  than  employed^ — hard  at  woik— doing  the 
best  she  could  for  her  future  husband's  happiness 
and  welfare.  She  had  given  orders  with  as  much 
composure  as  a  woman  might  do  who  had  been 
the  mistress  of  her  lord's  purse  and  bosom  for 
the  last  six  years.  Tradesmen,  conscious  of  the 
coming  event,  had  had  their  little  delicacies  and 
made  their  little  hints.  But  she  had  thrown  all 
these  to  the  wind.  She  had  spoken  of  Sir  Henry 
as  Sir  Henry,  and  of  herself  as  being  now  Miss 
Waddington,  but  soon  about  to  be  Lady  Har- 
court,  with  a  studied  openness.  She  had  looked 
to  carriages  and  broughams— and  horses  also 
under  Sir  Henry's  protection — as  though  these 
things  were  dear  to  her  soul.  But  they  were  not 
dear,  though  in  her  heart  she  tried  to  teach  her- 
self that  they  were  so.  For  many  a  long  year — 
many  at  least  in  her  still  scanty  list  of  years — 
she  had  been  telling  herself  that  these  things 
were  dear ;  that  these  were  the  prizes  for  which 
men  strive  and  women  too;  that  the  wise  and 
prudent  gained  them ;  and  that  she  too  would 
be  wise  and  prudent,  that  she  too  would  gain 
them.  She  had  gained  them;  and  before  she 
had  essayed  to  enjoy  them,  they  turned  into  dust 
before  her  eyes,  into  ashes  between  her  teeth. 

Gilding  and  tinsel  were  no  longer  bright  to 
her,  silks  and  velvet  were  no  longer  soft  The 
splendour  of  her  drawing-room,  the  richness  of 
her  draperies,  the  luxurious  comfort  of  the 
chamber  that  was  prepared  for  her,  gave  her  no 
delight.  She  acquiesced  in  these  things  because 
her  lord  desired  that  ihey  shouXi  Nit  \.\\Me.,  »r>d. 
intended  that  hei  Void  stioxii  "Ws  waavie^ 
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the  rich  ones  of  the  earth.  Bat  not  for  one 
moment  did  she  feel  even  that  trumpery  joy 
which  comes  from  an  elated  spirit. 

Her  lord !  there  was  the  misery ;  there  was 
the  great  rock  against  which  she  feared  that  the 
timbers  of  her  bark  would  go  in  pieces.  If  she 
could  only  have  the  three  first  years  done  and 
over.  If  she  could  only  jump  at  once  to  that 
time  in  which  habit  would  have  made  her  fate 
endurable !  Her  lord !  Who  was  her  lord  truly? 
Had  she  not  in  her  heart  another  lord,  whom 
her  whole  soul  would  worship,  despite  her  body's 
efforts? 

And  then  she  began  to  fear  for  her  beauty ; 
not  for  her  own  sake;  not  with  that  sort  of 
sorrow  which  must  attend  the  waning  roses  of 
those  ladies  who,  in  early  years,  have  trusted 
too  much  to  their  loveliness.  No ;  it  was  for 
the  sake  of  him  to  whom  she  had  sold  her 
beauty.  She  would  fain  perform  her  part  of 
that  bargain.  She  would  fain  give  him  on  his 
marriage-day  all  that  had  been  intended  in  his 
purchase.  If,  having  accepted  him,  she  allowed 
herself  to  pine  and  fade  away  because  she  was 
to  be  his,  would  she  not  in  fact  be  robbing  him  ? 
Would  not  that  be  unjust?  All  that  she  could 
give  him  he  should  have. 

But  neither  did  Sir  Henry  see  any  change, 
nor  did  Mr.  Bertram,  nor  those  others  who 
were  round  her.  Indeed,  hers  was  not  a  beauty 
that  would  fade  in  such  manner.  When  she 
saw  her  own  eyes  heavy  with  suppressed 
wretchedness,  she  feared  for  herself.  But  her 
power  over  herself  was  great,  and  lV\2X\oc^  "«^^ 
gone  as  soon  as  others  were  with  Vvti . 
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But  her  worst  sufTerings  were  at  night.  She 
would  wake  fiom  her  short  slumbers,  and  see 
him,  him  always  before  her ;  that  him  who  in 
the  essence  of  things  was  still  her  lord,  the 
master  of  her  woman's  mind,  the  lord  of  her 
woman's  soul.  To  screen  her  eyes  from  that 
sight,  she  would  turn  her  moistened  face  to  the 
pillow;  but  her  eyeballs  would  flash  in  the 
darkness,  and  she  would  still  see  him  there, 
there  befofe  her.  She  would  see  him  as  he 
stood  beside  her  with  manly  baalifulness,  when 
on  the  side  of  Olivet  he  first  told  her  tiiat  he 
loved  her.  She  would  see  him  as  he  had  some- 
times sat,  in  his  sweetest  moods,  In  that 
drawing-toom  at  Litdebath,  talking  to  her  with 
rapid  utterance,  with  sweet,  but  energetic  utter- 
ance, saying  words  which  she  did  not  always 
fully  imderptand,  but  which  she  felt  to  be  full  of 
wit,  full  of  learning,  full  of  truth.  Ah,  how 
proud  she  had  been  of  him  then — so  proud  of 
him,  though  she  would  never  say  so  !  And  then 
she  would  see  him,  as  he  came  to  Iier  on  that 
fatal  day,  boiling  in  his  wrath,  speaking  such 
words  as  had  never  before  reached  her  ears  ; 
words,  however,  of  which  so  many  had  been 
tinged  by  an  inexpressible  tenderness. 

Then  she  would  turn  herself  in  her  bed,  and, 
by  a  strong  effort  of  her  will,  she  would  for  a 
while  throw  off  such  thoughts,  She  would  count 
over  to  herself  the  chairs  and  tables  she  had 
ordered,  the  cups  and  china  bowls  which  were 
to  decorate  her  room,  till  sleep  would  come 
again — but  in  sleep  she  would  still  dream  of 

hioi.     Ah,    that   there  miaH  V.3.\e.  \itCTv  -rq 

waking  from  such  dfeamsV 
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But  in  the  mor^ing  she  would  come  down  to 
breakfast  with  no  trouble  on  her  outward  brow. 
She  was  minutely  particular  in  her  dress,  even 
when  no  one  but  her  grandfather  was  to  see 
the  effects  of  her  toilet  Her  liair  was  scrupu^ 
lously  neat,  her  dresses  ware  rich  and  in  the 
newest  fashion.  Her  future  career  was  to  be 
that  of  Lady  Harcpurt,  a  leader  of  ton ;  and  she 
was  determined  to  commence  her  new  duties 
with  a  good  grace. 

And  so  from  week  to  week,  and  day  to  day, 
she  prepared  herself  for  the  sacrifice. 

Miss  Baker  of  course  returned  to  Hadley  a 
day  or  two  before  the  ceremony.  The  recent 
death  of  old  Mr.  Gauntlet  was  Adela's  excuse 
for  not  being  present  Had  there  been  no  such 
excuse,  she  would  have  been  forced  to  act  s^ 
bridesmaid's  part.  It  was  much  better  for  both 
of  them  that  she  had  not  to  perform  th^  task. 

Bridesmaids  were  chosen  in  London — eight 
of  them.  These  were  not  special  friends  of 
Caroline's;  indeed,  it  had  not  been  her  instinct 
to  attach  to  herself  special  friends.  Circum-^ 
stances  had  created  fi:iendship  between  her  and 
Adela,  unlike  in  9^1  things  as  they  were  to  each 
other.  But  other  bosom-friends  Caroline  had 
not ;  nor  had  she  felt  the  want  of  them. 

This  was  perhaps  well  for  her  now.  It  would 
have  driven  her  to  madness  if  among  the  bevy 
of  attendant  nymphs  there  had  been  any  to 
whom  it  would  have  been  necessary  for  her  to 
open  her  heart — to  open  it,  or  to  pretend  to 
open  it.  Much  she  could  do ;  much  she  was 
now  doing;  much  she  was  i^ie^^x^^  \a  ^f^ 
But  fibe  could  not  have  spokftti  hiSScl  xsfts^>J^ 
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I  rapture  of  her  coming  happiness ;  nor  could 
I  she,  to  any  ears,  have  laid  bare  the  secrets  of 
I    her  bosom. 

I  So  eight  young  ladies  were  had  from  I^oiidon, 
I  Two  were  second-cousins  by  her  father's  side; 
H  one,  who  was  very  full  of  the  universal  joy  that 
I    was  to  follow  this  happy  event,  was  a  sister  of 

■  Sir  Henry's ;  a  fourth  was  the  daughter  of  an 
P   old  crony  of  Miss  Baker's;  and  the  other  four 

were  got  to  order — there  being  no  doubt  a 
repertory  for  articles  so  useful  and  so  orna- 
mental. 

Old  Mr.  Bertram  beJiaved  well  on  the  occa- 
sion. He  told  Miss  Baker  that  nothing  was  to 
be  spared— in  moderation ;  and  he  left  her 
to  be  sole  judge  of  what  moderation  meant. 
She,  poor  woman,  knew  well  enough  that  she 
would  have  at  some  future  day  to  fight  over 
with  him  the  battle  of  the  bills.  But  for  the 
moment  he  affected  generosity,  and  so  a  fitting 

»    breakfast  was  prepared.  _ 

And  then  the   bells   were    rung,  the  HadMS 
bells,  the  merry  marriage- bells.  ^H 

I  know  full  well  the  tone  with  which  they  toll 
when  the  soul  is  ushered  to  its  last  long  rest. 
I  have  stood  in  that  green  churchyard  when 
earth  has  been  laid  to  earth,  ashes  to  ashes, 
dust  to  dust — the  ashes  and  the  dust  that  were 
loved  so  well. 

But  now  the  scene  was  of  another  sort.    How 

merrily  they  rang,  those  joyous  marriage- bells  ! 

youth   was  now   to  know   ^.^e  tnW  AtU^ht  of 

juatared  happiness.     Sou\  sVioiVi  ^  "laa^ii.  xa 
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soul,  heart  to  heart,  hand  to  hand,  manly 
strength  and  vigour  to  all  the  grace  and  beauty 
of  womanhood.  The  world  was  pleasant  with 
its  most  joyous  smile  as  it  opened  its  embraces 
to  the  young  pair — about  to  be  two  no  longer — 
now  to  become  one  bone  and  one  flesh.  Out 
rung  the  Hadley  bells,  the  happy  marriage-bells. 

And  when  should  bells  ring  so  joyously? 
Do  they  not  give  promise  of  all  that  this  world 
knows  of  happiness  ?  What  is  love,  sweet  pure 
love,  but  the  anticipation  of  this,  the  natural 
longing  for  this,  the  consummation  of  our  loving 
here?  To  neither  man  nor  woman  does  the 
world  fairly  begin  till  seated  together  in  their 
first  mutual  home  they  bethink  themselves  that 
the  excitement  of  their  honeymoon  is  over.  It 
would  seem  that  the  full  meaning  of  the  word 
marriage  can  never  be  known  by  those  who,  at 
their  first  outspring  into  life,  are  surrounded  by 
all  that  money  can  give.  It  requires  the  single 
sitting-room,  the  single  fire,  the  necessary  little 
efforts  of  self-devotion,  the  inward  declaration 
that  some  struggle  shall  be  made  for  that  other 
one,  some  world's  struggle,  of  which  wealth  can 
know  nothing.  One  would  almost  wish  to  be 
poor,  that  one  might  work  for  one's  wife; 
almost  wish  to  be  ill  used,  that  one  might  fight 
for  her. 

He,  as  he  goes  forth  to  his  labour,  swears 
within  his  heart  that,  by  God's  help  on  his 
endeavours,  all  shall  go  well  with  her.  And 
she,  as  she  stands  musing  alone  in  her  young 
home,  with  a  soft  happy  tear  in  her  bright  eye, 
she  also  swears  in  her  heart  tVvaX,b^  ^o^iV^, 
his  home  shall  be  to  him  the  ^^eeX.^%\.  ^^^'^  ^"^ 


the  earth's  surface.  Then  should  not  marriage- 
bells  ring  joyously?  Ah,  my  friends,  do  not 
count  too  exactly  your  three  hundreds  a  year — 
your  foiu:  hundreds.  Try  the  world.  But  try 
it  with  industry  and  truth,  not  with  idleness  and 
falsehood. 

And  now  Sir  Henry  and  Lady  Harcourt  were 
to  try  the  world  in  sweet  communion  together. 
One  may  say  that,  as  to  doubt  about  the  trial, 
there  was  need  of  none.  He  had  more  than 
won  his  spurs.  He  was  already  a  practised 
knight  in  the  highest  flight  of  the  world's 
tourneys.  And  for  her,  loo,  there  was  little 
cause  of  fear.  They  who  saw  her  arrayed  in  that 
bright  frosty  marriage  morning,  and  watched  the 
majesty  of  her  brow,  the  brilliancy  of  her  eye, 
the  grace  and  dignity  of  her  step,  all  swore  thai 
the  young  Iaft7er  had  done  well.  He  had  found 
for  himself  a  meet  companion  for  bis  high 
career ;  a  proper  bride  for  his  coming  greatness. 
And  so  the  marriage-bells  rang  on,  n-ith  all  their 
merriness,  with  all  their  joy. 

And  now  the  words  have  been  said,  the  vows 
have  been  plighted,  the  magic  chclet  of  pure 
gold  has  done  its  wondrous  work.  The  priest 
smiles  and  grasps  their  hands  as  he  gives  them 
his  parting  friendly  blessing.  Laughing  brides- 
maids press  in  to  sign  the  book,  and  all  observe 
that  no  signature  was  ever  written  with  more 
decision  than  that  of  Caroline  Waddington. 

Caroline  Waddington  now  no  longer  1     Yes  ; 

the  deed  had,  in  truth,  been  done.     The  vows 

had  been  plighted.    She  had  taken  this  man  to 

/lo  her  wedded  husbamJ,  to  \l\e  vo^e.\.Vi«  vjkh 

Aim  after  God's  ordinance,    Sns  VaA.  swwq.  \» 
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■  ♦fcey  him,  and  serve  him  and Ah;  ah!  ah';    H 

I  How  had  she  lived  while  that  word  was  uttered    M 
I  to  her !  how  had  she  lived  to  swear  that  falsest 

I  ealh  ! 

■  6  But  it  was  not  then,  while  standing  at  the 
I  tdtar,  that  the  struggle  had  been  made.  Then 
I  die  did  but  act  her  part,  as  some  stage-queen 
■•acts  hers.  She  acted  it  well;  that  was  all. 
I  There  was  no  meaning  in  her  words  then, 
I  Though  her  lips  moved,  she  swore  no  oath. 
I  Her  oath  had  been  sworn  before  that. 

I  -■  No  educated  woman,  we  may  SQppose,  stands 
I  at  the  altar  as  a  bride,  without  having  read  and 
I  re-read  those  words  till  they  are  closely  fixed  on 
I  her  memory.  It  is  a  great  oath,  and  a  woman 
I  fdiould  know  well  what  that  is  to  which  she  is, 

■  about  to  pledge  herself.  CaroHne  Waddington 
I  had  studied  them  well.  She  would  !ive  with 
I  liim  after  God's  ordinance ;  that  is,  as  his  wife. 
I  yes,  she  was  prepared  for  that.  She  would 
I  obey  hun.  Yes ;  if  obedience  were  required, 
I  she  would  give  it.  Serve  him  ?  oh,  yes,  cer- 
I  Jainly;  to  the  best  of  her  power  of  mind  and 
I  tody.  Love  hiin?  No  ;  she  was  bold,  at  leas^ 
W  if  not  righteous.  No ;  she  could  not  love  him. 
I  But,  then,  how  few  who  were  married  complied 
I  with  all  those  behests?  How  many  were  un-- 
r  dutiful,  disobedient,  careless  ?  Might  not  she 
[  except  for  herself  one  point?  be  false  on  one 
I  article  if  she  were  true  in  so  many  ?  She  would 
I  honour  him,  for  honour  was  possible  to  her ;. 
I  she  would  keep  him  in  sickness  and  heahh,  and. 
I   forsaking  all  other — yes,  all  other,  in  body  cet- 

I    tflinly,  in  heart  too  if  God  wou\d  ^wftVei  ea.'sfc — 
VjKd  keep  herself  only   to  Vaa^  V«t  'wa^Q^S'^'^- 
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she  swore  to  it  all   berore  she 
there— all,  with  the  one  exception. 

And  Sir  Henry  sivore  too — with  a  light,  in- 
different oath,  which,  however,  he  had  no  inten- 
tion of  breaking  in  any  part.  He  would  live 
with  her,  and  love  her,  and  comfort  her,  and  all 
that  sort  of  thing;— and  very  well  she  would  look 
at  the  top  of  his  table,  in  black  velvet. 

And  the  merry  bells  went  on  ringing  as  they 
trooped  back  to  the  old  man's  house.  They 
went  in  gay  carriages,  though  the  distance  was 
but  some  hundred  yards.  But  brides  and  bride- 
grooms cannot  walk  on  their  wedding-days  in 
all  their  gala  garments,  though  it  be  but  a  few 
hundred  yards. 

And  then,  as  they  enlered  the  breakfast-room, 
the  old  man  met  them,  and  blessed  them,  He 
was  too  infirm  to  go  to  church,  and  had  seen 
none  of  them  before  the  ceremony ;  but  now 
that  the  deed  was  done,  he  also  was  there, 
dressed  in  his  best,  his  last  new  coat,  not  more 
than  twelve  years  old,  his  dress  waistcoat  seut 
home  before  the  Reform  Bill,  his  newest  shoes, 
which  creaked  twice  worse  than  any  of  their 
older  brethren.  But  when  a  man  can  shower 
thousands  on  a  wedded  pair,  what  do  they,  or 
even  the  bridesmaitis,  care  about  his  clothes  ? 

And  then  after  this  fashion  he  blessed  them — ■., 
not  holding  each  a  hand  as  he  might  othetwi 
have  done  ;  for  his  infirmities  compelled  him 
use  two  crutches. 

"  I  wish  you  joy,  Sir  Henry — of  your  bride—* 
with  all  my  heart.  And  a  bonny  bride  she  is, 
and  well  able  to  take  her  place  in  the  world. 
Though  you'll  be  rich  and  well  to  do,  you'll  not 
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find  her  over-extravagant.  And  though  her 
fortune's  not  much  for  a  man  like  you,  perhaps, 
she  might  have  had  less,  mightn't  she  ?  ha !  ha ! 
ha !  Little  as  it  is,  it  will  help — it  will  help. 
And  you'll  not  find  debts  coming  home  after 
her ;  I'm  sure  of  that  She'll  keep  your  house 
well  together;  and  your  money,  too — but  I 
guess  you'll  not  leave  that  to  her  keeping. 

"And  I  wish  you  joy  with  all  my  heart,  my 
Lady  Harcourt.  You've  done  very  well — much 
better  doubtless  than  we  were  thinking  of ;  you 
and  me  too.  And  as  for  me,  I  was  an  old  fooL" 
Mr.  Bertram  was  doubtless  thinking  of  that  in- 
terview with  his  nephew.  *^  Much  better,  much 
better.  Your  husband's  a  rising  man,  and  he'll 
live  to  be  a  rich  man.  I  have  always  thought  a 
lawyer's  profession  very  good  for  a  man  who 
would  know  how  to  make  money  at  it.  Sir 
Henry  knows  how  to  do  that  well.  So  I  wish 
you  joy  with  all  my  heart,  Lady  Bertram — Har- 
court, I  mean.  And  now  we'll  sit  down  and 
have  a  bit  of  something  to  eat."  Such  was  the 
marriage-blessing  of  this  old  man,  who  knew 
and  understood  the  world  so  well.  To  be  Lady 
Harcourt  and  have  the  spending  of  three  or  four 
thousand  a  year !  What  a  destiny  was  that  for 
his  granddaughter !  And  to  have  achieved 
that  without  any  large  call  upon  his  own  purse ! 

It  was  not  intended  that  Sir  Henry  and  his 
bride  were  to  sit  down  to  the  breakfast  That 
is,  I  believe,  now  voted  to  be  a  bore — and 
always  should  have  been  so  voted.  They  had 
done,  or  were  now  to  do  their  necessary  eating 
in  private,  and  the  company  was  to  see  no 
more  of  them.    An  effort  had  been  made  to 
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^  explain  this  to  "Mr.  Bertram,  but  it  had  ! 
been  successful.    So  when  Caroline  kissed  hini_ 
and  bade  him  adieu  after  his  little  speech,  he 
expressed  himself  surprised. 

"What,  off  before  the  breakfast!  What's 
the  good  of  the  breakfast  then  ?  "  His  idea,  in 
his  extravagance,  had  been  that  he  would  give 
a  last  feed  to  the  solicitor-general.  But  he 
had  another  piece  of  extravagance  in  his  mind, 
which  he  had  been  unable  to  bring  himself  to 
perpetrate  till  the  last  moment;  but  which  now 
lie  did  perpetrate, 

"  Sir  Henry,  Sit  Henry,"  and  he  toddled  to 
a  window.  "  Here ;  you'll  be  spending  a  lot  of 
money  on  her  in  foreign  parts,  and  I  think  you 
have  behaved  well ;  here,"  and  he  slipped  a  bit 
of  paper  into  his  hands.  "But,  remember,  it 
will  be  the  last.  And,  Sir  Henry,  remember 
the  interest  on  the  three  thousand — punctually 
— eh.  Sir  Henry  ?  " 

Sir  Heniy  nodded — thanked  him — slipped 
the  bit  of  paper  into  his  pocket,  and  followed 
his  bride  to  the  carriage. 

"Your  grandfather  has  just  given  me  five 
hundred  pounds,"  was  his  first  word  in  private 
to  his  wife. 

"  Has  he  ?  "  said  Lady  Harcourt,  "  I'm  very 
.  glad  of  it ;  very."  And  so  she  was.  What  else 
"lad  she  to  be  glad  of  now,  except  hundreds — 
md  hundreds — and  hundreds  of  pounds  ? 
I  And  so  they  were  whisked  away  to  London, 
■9  Dover,  to  Paris,  to  Nice.  '  - 


"  Sed  posl  equil 


)J  The  care-  waa  very  bladt  that  sat  beh^ 
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that  female  knight.  But.  we  uriU  not  now 
follow  cither  her  thoiights  or;  her  carriage- 
wheels. 


CHAPTER  XXXI 

SIR  LIONEL  GOES  TO  HIS  WOOINO 

Yes,  they  were  off.  All  the  joys  of  that  honeys 
mooa  shall  be  left  to  the  imagination  of  the 
reader.  Their  first  conversation,  as.  it  toot: 
place  in  the  carriage  which  bore  them  from  Mn 
Bertram's  door,  has  been  given.  Those  which 
followed  were  probably  more  or  less  of  the 
same  nature.  Sir  Henry^no  doubly  did  strive 
to  give  some  touch  of  romance  to  the  occasion  * 
but  in  no  such  attempt  would  his  wife  assist 
him.  To  every  material  proposition  that  he 
made,  she  gave  a  ready  assent;  in  everything 
she  acceded  to  his  views ;  she  would  dine  at 
two,  or  at  eight,  as  he  pleased;  she  was  ready- 
to  stay  two  weeks,  or  only  two  dajrs  in  Paris, 
as  best  suited  him ;  she  would  adapt  herself  ta 
pictures,  or  to  architecture,  or  to  theatres,  or 
to  society,  or  to  going  on  and  seeing  nothing, 
exactly  as  he  .  adapted  himself.  She  never 
frowned,  or  looked  black,  or  had  headaches,  or 
couldn't  go  on,  or  wouldn't  stay  still,  or  turned 
herself  into  a  Niobean  deluge,  as  some  ladies, 
and  very  nice  ladies  too,  will  sometimes  do  on 
their  travels.  But  she  would  not  talk  of  love, 
or  hold  his  hand,  or  turn  her  cheek  to  his.  She 
had  made  her  bargain,  and  would  keep  to  it^ 
Of  that  which  she;  had  promised  him,  she  wovvld 
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give  him  full  measure ;  of  that  which  she  had 
not  promised  him — of  which  she  had  explained 
to  him  that  she  had  nothing  to  give — of  that 
she  would  make  no  attempt  to  give  anything. 

So  they  spent  their  Christmas  and  opened 
the  new  year  at  Nice,  and  made  an  excursion 
along  the  Cornice  road  to  Genoa,  during  which 
Lady  Harcourt  learned  for  the  first  time  that 
the  people  of  Italy  are  not  so  free  from  cold 
winds  as  is  generally  imagined ;  and  then,  early 
in  February,  they  returned  to  their  house  in 
Eaton  Square.  How  she  soon  became  immersed 
in  society,  and  he  in  Parliament  and  the  County 
Courts,  we  may  also  leave  to  the  imagination  of 
the  reader.  In  a  month  or  two  from  that  time, 
when  the  rigours  of  a  London  May  shall  have 
commenced,  we  will  return  to  them  again.  In 
the  meantime,  we  must  go  back  to  Hadley — 
the  two  old  Bertrams,  and  dear  Miss  Baker. 

The  marriage-feast,  prepared  by  Miss  Baker 
for  the  wedding  guests,  did  not  occupy  very 
long ;  nor  was  there  any  great  inducement  for 
those  assembled  to  remain  with  Mr.  Bertram. 
He  and  Miss  Baker  soon  found  themselves 
again  alone;  and  were  no  sooner  alone  than 
the  business  of  life  recommenced. 

"It's  a  very  splendid  match  for  her,"  said 
Mr.  Bertram. 

"Yes,  I  suppose  it  is,"  said  Miss  Baker. 
Miss  Baker  in  her  heart  of  hearts  had  never 
quite  approved  of  the  marriage. 

"  And  now,  Mary,  what  do  you  mean  to  do  ?  " 

"Oh,  ril  see  and  get  these  things  taken 
aira//'  said  she. 

'.'  Yes,  yes;  stop  a  minute  •,  iVva^a  ol  co>iwfc. 
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But  what  I  mean  is,  what  do  you  mean  to  do 
with  yourself?  you  can't  go  back  and  live  at 
Littlebath  all  alone  ?  " 

If  I  were  to  use  the  word  "  flabbergasted  " 
as  expressing  Miss  Baker  s  immediate  state  of 
mind,  I  should  draw  down  on  myself  the  just 
anger  of  the  critics,  in  that  I  had  condescended 
to  the  use  of  slang ;  but  what  other  word  will 
so  well  express  what  is  meant?  She  had  fully 
intended  to  go  back  to  Littlebath,  and  had 
intended  to  do  so  at  the  earliest  moment  that 
would  be  possible.  Was  not  Sir  Lionel  still  at 
Littlebath?  And,  moreover,  she  fully  intended 
to  live  there.  That  she  would  have  some  little 
difficulty  in  the  matter,  she  had  anticipated. 
Her  own  income — ^that  which  was  indefeasibly 
her  own — was  very  small ;  by  far  too  small  to 
admit  of  her  permanently  keeping  on  those 
rooms  in  Montpellier  Terrace.  Hitherto  their 
income,  her  own  and  Caroline's  put  together, 
had  been  very  comfortable;  for  Mr.  Bertram 
had  annually  paid  to  her  a  sum  which  of  itself 
would  have  been  sufficient  for  her  own  living. 
But  she  had  not  known  what  difference  Caro- 
line's marriage  might  make  in  this  allowance. 
It  had  been  given  to  herself  without  any  speci- 
fication that  it  had  been  so  given  for  any  pur- 
pose ;  but  yet  it  had  been  an  understood  thing 
that  Caroline  was  to  live  with  her  and  be  sup- 
ported. And  though  Caroline's  income  had 
also  been  used,  it  had  gone  rather  in  luxurious 
enjoyments  than  in  necessary  expenses ;  in  the 
keep  of  a  horse,  for  instance,  in  a  journey  to 
Jerusalem,  in  a  new  grand  piano,  and  such  like. 
Now  there  might  naturally  be  a  doubt  whether 
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under  altered  circumstances  this  allowance 
Mr.  Bertram  would  remain  unaltered. 

But  it  had  never  occurred  to  her  that  she 
would  be  asked  to  live  at  Hadley.  That  idea 
did  now  occur  to  her,  and  therefore  she  stood 
before  her  uncle  hesitating  in  her  answer,  and — 
may  my  inability  to  select  any  better  word  be 
taken  in  excuse  ?— "  flabbergasted  "  in  her  mind 
and  feelings. 

But  her  doom  followed  quickly  on  her  hesita- 
tion. "  Because,"  said  Mr.  Bertram,  "  there  is 
plenty  of  room  here.  There  can  be  no  need  of 
two  houses  and  two  establishments  now;  you 
had  better  send  for  your  things  and  fix  youi 
here  at  once," 

"  But  I  couldn't  leave  the  rooms  at  Littlel 
without  a  quarter's  notice ; " — the  coward's  ple^ 
a  long  day,  my  lord,  a  long  day — "that  was 
particularly  understood  ivhen  I  got  them  so 
cheap." 

"There  will  be  no  difficulty  in  reletting  them 
at  this  time  of  the  year,"  growled  Mr.  Bertram. 

"  Oh,  no,  I  suppose  not ;  one  would  have  to 
pay  something,  of  course.  But,  dear  me  !  one 
can  hardly  leave  the  place  where  one  has  lived 
so  long  all  of  a  moment." 

"  Why  not?  "  demanded  the  tyrant 
Well,  I  don't  know.  I  can  hardly  say  why 
oot;  but  one  has  so  many  people  to  see,  and 
ko  many  things  to  do,  and  so  much  to  pack  up." 
'  It  may  be  easily  coaceived  that  in  such  an 
encounter  Miss  Baker  would  not  achieve  victory. 
She  had  neither  spirit  for  the  fight,  nor  power 
to  use  it  even  had  the  spirit  been  there ;  but 
afag  efiijctcd  a  compromiM  by  the  very  dint  of 
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her  own  weakness.  "  Yes,  certainly,"  she  said 
*' As  Mr.  Bertram  thought  it  best,  she  would  be 
very  happy  to  live  with  him  at  Hadley— most 
happy,  of  course;  but  mightn't  she  go  down 
and  pack  up  her  things,  and  settle  with  every- 
body, and  say  good-bye  to  her  friends?  "  Oh, 
those  friends !  that  horrible  Miss  Todd ! 

And  thus  she  got  a  month  of  grace.  She 
was  to  go  down  immediately  after  Christmas- 
day,  and  be  up  again  at  Hadley,  and  fixed  there 
permanently,  before  the  end  of  January. 

She  wrote  to  Caroline  on  the  subject,  rather 
plaintively ;  but  owning  that  it  was  of  course 
her  duty  to  stay  by  her  uncle  now  that  he  was 
so  infirm.  It  would  be  very  dull,  of  course, 
she  said ;  but  any  place  would  be  dull  now  that 
she,  Caroline,  was  gone.  And  it  would  be  sad 
giving  up  her  old  friends.  She  named  one  or 
two,  and  among  them  Sir  Lionel.  "It  would 
be  a  great  pleasure  to  me,"  she  went  on  to  say, 
"  if  I  could  be  the  means  of  reconciling  the  two 
brothers — not  but  what  Sir  Henry  Harcourt 
will  always  be  Mr.  Bertram's  favourite;  I  am 
sure  of  that.  I  don't  think  I  shall  mind  leaving 
Miss  Todd,  though  she.  does  pretend  to  be  so 
friendly ;  I  was  never  quite  sure  she  was  sincere ; 
and  then  she  does  talk  so .  very  loud ;  and,  in 
spite  of  all  she  says,  t  am  not  sure  she's  not 
looking  out  for  a  husband." 

And  then  she  went  back  to  Littlebath,  intent 
on  enjoying  her  short  reprieve.  Something 
might  happen ;  she  did  not  ask  herself  what. 
The  old  gentleman  might  not  last  long;  but 
she  certainly  did  not  speculate  on  his  death. 
Or ; — she  had  a  sort  of  an  idea  that  there  might 
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I  be  an  "  or,"  though  she  never  allowed  Iiersdf 
I  to  dwell  on  it  as  a  reality.  But  on  one  point 
I  she  did  make  up  her  mind,  that  if  it  should  be 
her  destiny  to  keep  house  for  either  of  those 
I  two  gentlemen,  she  would  much  rather  keep 
house  for  Sir  Lionel  than  for  his  brother. 

Her  absolute  money-dealings  had  always  been 
with  Mr.  Pritchett ;  and  as  she  passed  through 
town,  Mr.  Pritchett  came  to  her  and  made  her 
the  usual  quarterly  payment. 

"  But,  Mr.  Pritchett,"  said  she,  "  I  am  going 
to  live  with  Mr.  Bertram  after  another  month 
or  so." 

"  Oh,  raa'am, ;  yes,  ma'am  ;  that  will  be  very 
proper,  ma'am.  I  always  supposed  it  would  be 
so  when  Miss  CaroUnewas  gone,"  said  Pritchett, 

a  melancholy  tone. 

"  But  will  it  be  proper  for  me  to  have  this 
money  now?" 

"  Oh,  yes,  ma'am.  It  wouldn't  be  my  duty 
:o  stop  any  payments  till  I  get  orders.  Mr. 
Bertram  never  forgets  anything,  ma'am.  If 
he'd  meant  me  to  stop  it,  he  wouldn't  have 
forgot  to  say  SO." 

"Oh,  very  well,  Mr.  Pritchett;"  and  Miss 
Baker  was  going  away. 

"  But,  one  word,  if  you  please,  ma'am.  J 
don't  detain  you,  ma'am,  do  I  ?  "  and  you  might 
have  guessed  by  Pritchetc's  voice  thai  he  was 
quite  willing  to  let  her  go  if  she  wished,  even 
though  his  own  death  on  the  spot  might  be  the 
instant  result. 

"  Oh  dear,  no,  Mr.  Pritchett,"  said  Miss  Baker. 

"  We  all  see  how  things  have  gone,  ma'am, 
—about  Miss  Caroline,  I  mean." 
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"  Yes,  she  is  Lady  Harcourt  now." 

"Oh,  yes,  I  know  that,  ma'am,**  and  Mr. 
Pritchett  here  sank  to  the  lowest  bathos  of 
misery.  "  I  know  she's  Lady  Harcourt  very 
well.  I  didn't  mean  her  ladyship  any  dis- 
respect." 

"  Oh  dear,  no,  of  course  not,  Mr.  Pritchett 
Who  would  think  such  a  thing  of  you,  who's 
known  her  from  a  baby  ?  " 

"Yes,  I  have  know'd  her  from  a  babby, 
ma'am.  That's  just  it;  and  I've  know'd  you 
from  amost  a  babby  too,  ma'am." 

"That  was  a  very  long  time  ago,  Mr. 
Pritchett" 

"  Yes,  it  is  some  years  now,  certainly,  Miss 
Baker.  I'm  not  so  young  as  I  was;  I  know 
that."  Mr.  Pritchett's  voice  at  this  juncture 
would  have  softened  the  heart  of  any  stone  that 
had  one.  **  But  this  is  what  it  is,  ma'am ;  you're 
going  to  live  with  the  old  gentleman  now." 

"  Yes,  I  believe  I  am." 

"  Well,  now ;  about  Mr.  George,  ma'am." 

'*  Mr.  George  I " 

"  Yes,  Mr.  George,  Miss  Baker.  It  ain't  of 
course  for  me  to  say  anything  of  what  goes  on 
between  young  ladies  and  young  gentlemen. 
I  don't  know  anything  about  it,  and  never  did ; 
and  I  don't  suppose  I  ever  shall  now.  But 
they  two  was  to  have  been  one,  and  now  they're 
two."  Mr.  Pritchett  could  not  get  on  any 
further  without  pausing  for  breath. 

"  The  match  was  broken  off,  you  know." 

"  It  was  broke  off  I  say  nothing  about  that, 
nor  about  them  who  did  it  I  know  nothing, 
and  therefore  I  say  nothing ;  but  this  I  do  svj  \ 
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that  it  will  be  very  hard— very  hard,  and  very 
cruel  if  so  that  the  old  gentleman  is  set  against 
Mr.  George  because  Sir  Henry  Harcourt  has 
got  a  handle  to  his  name  for  himself," 

The  conference  ended  in  a  promise  on  Miss 
Baker's  part  that  she,  at  least,  would  say  nothing 
against  Mr,  George;  but  with  an  assurance, 
also,  that  it  was  impossible  for  her  to  say  any- 
thing in  his  favour, 

"  yOu  may  be  sure  of  this,  Mr.  Pritchett, 
that  my  uncle  will  never  consult  me  about  his 
money." 

"  He'll  never  consult  any  human  being,  ma'am. 
He  wouldn't  consult  Solomon  if  Solomon  were 
to  go  to  Hadley  o'  purpose.  But  you  might 
slip  in  a  word  that  Mr.  George  was  not  in  fault ; 
mightn't  you,  ma'am  ?" 

Miss  Baker  reiterated  her  promise  that  she 
would  not  at  any  rate  say  anything  evil  of 
George  Bertram. 

"  He  is  such  a  foolish  young  man,  ma'am ; 
BO  like  a  baby  about  money.  It's  that's  why  I 
feel  for  him,  because  he  is  so  foolish." 

And  then  Miss  Baker  prosecuted  her  journey, 
and  reached  Littlebath  in  safety. 

She  had  not  been  long  there  before  Sir  Lionel 
liad  heard  al!  the  news.  Miss  Baker,  without 
knowing  that  a  process  of  pumping  had  been 
applied  to  her,  soon  made  him  understand  that 
for  the  present  Sir  Henry  had  certainly  not 
been  received  into  the  place  of  heir.  It  was 
clear  that  but  a  very  moderate  amount  of  the 
old  gentleman's  wealth — he  was  usually  now 
called  the  old  genlleman  by  them  all ;  Sir 
Licmel,  Miss  Baker,  Mr.  Piitchett,  and  others 
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— had  been  bestowed  on  the  rising  lawyer ;  and 
that,  as  far  as  that  point  was  concemedi  the 
game  was  still  open.  But  then,  if  it  was  open 
to  him,  Sir  Lionel,  through  Miss  Baker,  it  was 
also  open  to  his  son  George.  '  And  it  appeared 
from  Miss  Baker's  testimony  that,  during  the 
whole  period  of  these  wedding  doings,  no  word 
had  escaped  the  mouth  of  the  old  gentleman  in 
vituperation  or  anger  against  George.  Perhaps 
George  after  all  might  be  the  best  card.  Ob, 
what  an  excellent  card  might  he  be  if  he  would 
only  consent  to  guide  himself  by  the  commonest 
rules  of  decent  prudence  I  But  then,  as  Mr. 
Pritchett  had  truly  observed,  Mr.  George  was 
so  foolish  !  Moreover,  Sir  Lionel  was  not  blind 
to  the  reflection  that  the  old  gentleman  would 
never  countenance  his  marriage  with  Miss  Biaker. 
Whatever  Mr.  Bertram's  good  intentions  Miss 
Baker-wards  might  be,  they  would  undoubtedly 
be  frustrated  by  such  a  marriage.  If  Sir  Lionel 
decided  on  Miss  Baker,  things  must  be  so 
arranged  that  the  marriage  should  be  postponed 
till  that  tedious  old  gentleman  should  move 
himself  off  the  scene;  and  the  tedious  old 
gentleman,  moreover,  must  not  be  allowed  to 
know  anything  about' it. 

But  with  Miss  Todd  there  need  be  no  secrecy, 
no  drawback,  no  delay — no  drawback  but  that 
of  doubtful  reception;  and  after  reception,  of 
doubtful  masterdom. 

On  thorough  review  of  all  the  circumstances, 
much  balancing  them  in  his  high  mind,  Sir 
Lionel  at  last  thus  resolved.  He  would  throw 
himself,  his  heart,  and  his  fortune  at  the  feet 
of  Miss  Todd.    If  there  accepted,  he  would 
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struggle  with  every  muscle  of  the  manhood 
which  was  yet  within  hira  foe  tliat  supremacy 
in  purse  and  power  which  of  law  and  of 
right  belongs  to  the  man.  He  thought  he 
knew  himself,  and  that  it  would  not  be  easy  for 
a  woman  to  get  the  better  of  liim.  But  if  there 
rejected — and  he  could  not  confess  but  what 
there  was  a  doubt — he  would  immediately  fall 
back  upon  Miss  Baker.  Whatever  he  did  must 
be  done  immediately,  for  in  less  than  a  month's 
time,  Miss  Baker  would  be  out  of  his  reach 
altogether.  As  to  seeking  Miss  Baker  at 
Hadley,  that  would  be  above  even  his  courage. 
All  must  be  done  within  the  next  month.  If 
on  Miss  Baker  was  to  fall  the  honour  of  being 
Lady  Bertram,  she  must  not  only  receive  him 
within  the  month,  but,  having  done  so,  must 
also  agree  to  wear  her  vestal  zone  yet  a  little 
longer,  till  that  troublesome  old  gentleman 
should  have  departed. 

Such  being  his  month's  work — he  had  not 
quite  four  weeks  left  when  he  came  to  this 
resolution — he  wisely  resolved  to  commence  it 
at  once. 

So  on  one  Monday  morning  he  sallied  out  to 
the  Paragon  about  two  o'clock.  At  that  hour 
he  knew  Miss  Todd  would  be  surely  at  home ; 
for  at  half-past  one  she  ate  her  lunch.  In  the 
regularity  of  her  eatings  and  her  drinkings. 
Miss  Todd  might  have  been  taken  as  an 
example  by  all  the  ladies  of  Littlebath.  Sir 
Lionel's  personal  appearance  has  been  already 
described.     Considering  his  age,  he  was  very 

;I1  preserved.  He  was  still  straight ;  did  not 
'  le  much  in  his  walk ;  and  had  that  decent 


look  of  military  decorum  wliich,  since  the  days 
of  Csesar  and  the  duke,  has  been  always  held  to 
accompany  a  hook-nose.  He  had  considered 
much  about  his  toilet;  indeed,  he  did  that 
habitually ;  but  on  this  occasion  he  had  come 
Co  the  conclusion  that  he  had  better  make  no 
unusual  sacrifice  to  Che  Graces.  A  touch  of  tlic 
curling-iron  to  bis  whiskers,  or  a  surtouC  that 
should  be  absolutely  fresh  from  the  tailor's 
hands,  might  have  an  elTecc  with  Miss  Baker; 
but  if  any  impression  was  to  be  made  on  Miss  I 
Todd,  It  would  nut  be  done  by  curled  I 
whiskers  or  a  new  coat.  She  must  be  won,  if  \ 
won  at  all,  by  the  unsophisticated  man. 

So  the  unsophisticated  man  knocked  at  the  | 
door  in  the  Paragon.  Yes  ;  Miss  Todd  b 
home.  Up  he  went,  and  found  not  only  Miss  I 
Todd,  but  also  with  Miss  Todd  the  venerable  [ 
Mrs.  Sbortpointz,  settling  all  the  details  for  a  | 
coming  rubber  of  whist  for  that  evening. 

"Ah,  Sir  Lionel;  how  do?  Sit  down.  Very  I 
well,  my  dear,"— Miss  Todd  called  everybody  | 
ray  dear,  even  Sir  Lionel  himself  sometimes ; 
but  on  the  present  occasion  she  was  addressing 
Mrs.  Shortpointz — "  I'll  be  there  at  eight ;  but 
mind  this,  I  won't  sit  down  with  Lady  Ruth, 
nor  yet  with  Miss  Ruff."  So  spoke  Miss  Todd, 
who,  by  dint  of  her  suppers  and  voice, 
becoming  rather  autocratic  at  Little  bath. 

"  You  shan't,  Miss  Todd.     Lad^  Ruth- 

"Very  well;  that's  all  I  bargain  for.  And  I 
now  here's  Sir  Lionel ;  how  lucky  I  Sir  Lionel,  f 
you  can  be  so  civil,  and  so  useful.  Do  ^■-"Jfel 
Mrs.  Shoitpointz  your  arn:\  home,  'Ket  _^ 
was  to  call;   but  there's  been  tome  'tww 
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And   Mrs.  Shortpointz  does  not  like  wal 
alone.     Come,  Sir  Lionel." 

Sir  Lionel  strove  against  the  order;  but  it 
was  in  vain.  He  had  to  yield ;  and  walked 
away  with  old  Mrs.  Shortpointz  on  his  ami.  It 
was  hard,  we  must  acknowledge,  that  a  man  of 
Sir  Lionel's  age  and  standing  should  be  so 
employed  at  such  a  moment,  because  that  flirt, 
Maria  Shortpointz,  had  gone  out  to  see  young 
Mr.  Garded  ride  by  in  his  pink  coat  and  spat- 
tered boots.  He  would  have  let  her  fall  and 
break  her  leg,  only  that  by  doing  so  he  would 
have  prolonged  the  time  of  his  own  attendance 
on  her.  She  lived  half  across  Littlehath  ;  and 
her  step,  ordinarily  slow,  was  slower  than  usual 
now  that  she  was  leaning  on  a  knight's  arm. 
At  last  she  was  deposited  at  home ;  and  the 
gallant  colonel,  having  scornfully  repudiated 
her  offer  of  cake  and  sherry,  flew  back  to  the 
Paragon  on  the  wings  of  love— in  a  street  cab, 
for  which  he  had  to  pay  eighteenpenca 

But  he  was  all  too  late.  Miss  Todd  had 
gone  out  in  her  Ry  just  three  minutes  since; 
and  thus  a  whole  day  was  lost. 

On  the  Tuesday,  in  proper  course,  he  was 
due  at  Miss  Baker's.  But  for  this  turn,  Miss 
Baker  must  be  neglected.  At  the  same  hour 
he  again  knocked  at  the  door  of  the  Paragon, 
and  was  again  admitted,  and  now  Miss  Todd 
was  all  alone.  She  was  rarely  left  so  very  long, 
and  the  precious  moments  must  be  seized  at 
once.  Sir  Lionel,  with  that  military  genius  which 
was  so  peculiarly  his  own,  determined  lo  use.  his 
yesterday's  defeat  in  aid  of  to-day's  victory.  He 
would  make  even  Mrs,  Shoitpoiiits  serviceable. 
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When  gentlemen  past  sixty  make  love  to 
ladies  past  forty,  it  may  be  supposed  that  they 
are  not  so  dilatory  in  their  proceedings  as 
younger  swains  and  younger  maidens.  Time 
is  then  behind  them,  not  before  them;  and 
urges  them  on  to  quick  decisions.  It  may  be 
presumed,  moreover,  that  this  pair  knew  their 
own  minds. 

"How  cruel  you  were  to  me  yesterday  1" 
said  Sir  Lionel,  seating  himself  not  very  close 
to  her — nor  yet  very  far  from  her. 

"  Whatl  about  poor  Mrs.  Shortpointz?  Ha  I 
ha!  ha!  Poor  old  lady;  she  didn't  think  so, 
I  am  sure.  One  ought  to  be  of  use  sometimes, 
you  know,  Sir  Lionel." 

"True,  true.  Miss  Todd;  quite  true.  But 
I  was  particularly  unfortunate  yesterday.  I 
wished  that  Mrs.  Shortpointz  was  hanging — • 
anywhere  except  on  my  arm.     I  did,  indeed." 

"  Ha !  ha  !  ha  I  Poor  Mrs.  Shortpointz ! 
And  she  was  so  full  of  you  last  night.  The 
beau  ideal  of  manly  beauty  I  that  was  what  she 
called  you.     She  did  indeed.     Ha !  ha !  ha  1 " 

"She  was  very  kind." 

"And  then  we  all  quizzed  her  about  you; 
and  Miss  Finesse  called  her  Lady  Bertram. 
You  can't  think  how  funny  we  old  women  are 
when  we  get  together.  There  wasn't  a  gentle- 
man in  the  room — except  Mr.  Fuzzybell;  and 
he  never  seems  to  make  any  difference.  But  I 
tell  you  what.  Sir  Lionel;  a  certain  friend  of 
yours  didn't  seem  to  like  it  when  we  called  Mrs. 
Shortpointz  Lady  Bertram." 

"And  were  you  that  friend.  Miss  Todd ?" 

"I !    Ha  1  ha!  ha!    No;  not  I,  but  Miss 
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Baker.  And  I'll  tell  you  wliat,  Sir  Lionel," 
said  Miss  Todd,  intending  to  do  a  kinder  act 
for  Misa  Baker  than  Miss  Baker  would  have 
done  for  her.  "  And  I'll  tell  you  what ;  Miss 
Baker  is  the  nicest-looking  woman  of  her  time 
of  life  in  Littleballi.  I  don't  care  who  the  other 
is.  I  never  saw  her  look  better  than  she  did 
last  night;  never."  This  was  good-natured  on 
the  part  of  Miss  Todd ;  but  it  sounded  in  Sir 
Lionel's  ears  as  though  it  did  not  augur  well  for 
his  hopes. 

"  Yes  ;  she's  very  nice ;  very  nice  indeed. 
But  I  know  one,  Miss  Todd,  that's  much  nicer." 
And  Sir  Lionel  drew  his  chair  a  little  nearer. 

"  What,  Mrs.  Shortpointz,  I  suppose.  Ha  I 
ha !  ha !     Well,  every  man  lo  his  taste." 

"I  wonder  whether  I  may  speak  to  you 
seriously.  Miss  Todd,  for  five  minutes?" 

"  Oh  laws,  yes ;  why  not  ?  But  don't  tell  me 
any  secrets,  Sir  Lionel ;  far  I  shan't  keep 
them." 

"  I  hope  what  I  may  say  need  not  be  kept  a 
secret  long.  You  joke  with  me  about  Miss 
Baker;  but  you  cannot  really  believe  that  my 
affections  are  placed  there?  You  must,  I 
think,  have  guessed  by  this  time " 

"  I  am  the  worst  hand  in  the  world  at  guess- 
ing anything," 

"  I  am  not  a  young  man.  Miss  Todd " 

"  No ;  and  she  isn't  a  young  woman.    She's 
fifty.      It   would    all    be   very    proper  in    thai 
'   respect" 

I       "I'm    not    thinking    of    Miss    Baker,    Miss 
I  Todd." 
[      "Pearl  well  aow,  I  rgally  thought  you  were 
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thinking  of  her.  And  I'll  tell  you  this,  Sir 
Lionel;  if  you  want  a  wife  to  look  after  you, 
you  couldn't  do  better  than  think  of  her — a 
nice,  good-tempered,  cheerful,  easy,  good-look- 
ing woman ;  with  none  of  the  Littlebath  nasti- 
ness  about  her; — and  a  little  money  too,  IVe 
no  doubt.  How  could  you  do  better  than  think 
of  her?"  Would  it  not  have  softened  Miss 
Baker's  heart  towards  her  friend  if  she  could 
have  heard  all  this  ? 

"  Ah ;  you  say  this  to  try  me.  I  know  you 
do." 

"  Try  you  I  no ;  but  I  want  you  to  try  Miss 
Baker." 

"Well;  I  am  going  to  make  an  attempt  of 
that  kind,  certainly ;  certainly  I  am.  But  it  is 
not  with  Miss  Baker,  as  I  cannot  but  think  you 
know ; "  and  then  he  paused  to  collect  his  ideas, 
and  take  in  at  a  coup  d^csil  the  weak  point  to 
which  his  attack  should  be  turned.  Meanwhile, 
Miss  Todd  sat  silent.  She  knew  by  this  time 
what  was  coming;  and  knew  also,  that  in 
courtesy  the  gentleman  should  be  allowed  to 
have  his  say.  Sir  Lionel  drew  his.  chair  again 
nearer — it  was  now  very  near — and  thus 
began : — 

**  Dear  Sarah ! "    How  he  had  found  out 

that  Miss  Todd's  name  was  Sarah  it  might  be 
difficult  to  say.  Her  signature  was  S.  Todd ; 
and  Sir  Lionel  had  certainly  never  heard  her 
called  by  her  Christian  name*  But  facts  were 
with  him.  She  undoubtedly  had  been  chris- 
tened Sarah. 

"  Dear  Sarah ! " 

^*Ha!.  ha!   ha!      Ha!   haj   ha!"  laughed 
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Miss  Todd,  with  terrible  loudness,  with  a  shak- 
ing of  her  sides,  throwing  herself  backwards 
and  forwards  in  the  comer  of  her  sofa.  It  was 
not  civil,  and  so  Sir  Lionel  felt.  When  you 
first  call  your  lady-love  by  her  Christian  name, 
you  do  not  like  to  have  the  little  liberty  made  a 
subject  of  ridicule— you  feel  it  by  far  less  if  the 
matter  be  taken  up  seriously  against  you  as  a 
crime  on  your  part. 

"  Ha !  ha  1  ha  ! "  continued  Miss  Todd,  roar- 
ing in  her  laughter  louder  than  ever ;  "  I  don't 
think,  Sir  Lionel,  I  was  ever  called  Sarah  before 
since  the  day  I  was  born ;  and  it  does  sound  so 
fnnny.     Sarah  !     Ha  !  ha  !  ha  1 " 

Sir  Lionel  was  struck  dumb.  What  could  he 
say  when  his  little  tenderness  was  met  in  such  a 
manner  ? 

"  Call  me  Sally,  if  you  like,  Sir  Lionel.  My 
brothers  and  sisters,  and  uncles  and  aunts,  and 
all  those  sort  of  people,  always  called  me  Sally, 
Gut,  Sarah  ]  Ha  I  ha  !  ha  I  Suppose  you  call 
me  Sally,  Sir  Lionel," 

Sir  Lionel  tried,  but  he  could  not  call  Iter 
Sally ;  his  lips  at  that  moment  would  not  form 
the  sound. 

But  the  subject  had  now  been  introduced.  If 
he  should  ever  be  able  to  claim  her  as  his  own, 
he  might  then  call  her  Sarah,  or  Sally,  or  use 
any  other  term  of  endearment  which  the  tender- 
ness of  the  moment  might  suggest.  When  that 
day  should  come,  perhaps  he  might  have  his 
own  httle  joke;  but,  in  the  meantime,  the 
plunge  had  been  taken,  and  he  could  now 
swim  on. 

"  Miss  Todd,  you  now  know  what  my  feelings 
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are,  and  I  hope  that  you  will  at  any  rate  not 
disapprove  of  them.  We  have  known  each 
■other  for  some  time,  and  have,  I  hope,  enjoyed 
and  valued  each  other's  society,"  Miss  Todd 
here  made  a  little  bow,  but  she  said  nothiog. 
She  had  a  just  perception  that  Sir  Lionel  should 
be  permitted  to  have  his  say,  and  that,  as 
matters  had  become  serious,  it  would  be  well 
for  her  to  wait  till  he  had  done,  and  then  she 
might  have  her  say.  So  she  merely  bowed,  by 
way  of  giving  a  civil  acquiescence  in  Sir  Lionel's 
last  little  suggestion. 

"  I  have  hoped  so,  dear  Miss  Todd " — he 
had  taken  a  moment  to  consider,  and  thought 
that  he  had  better  drop  the  Sarah  altogether  for 
the  present  "  In  myself,  I  can  safely  say  that 
it  has  been  so.  With  you,  I  feel  that  I  am 
happy,  and  at  my  ease.  Your  modes  of  thought 
and  way  of  life  are  all  such  as  I  admire  and 
approve," — Miss  Todd  again  bowed — "  and — 
and — what  I  mean  is,  that  I  think  we  both  live 
very  much  after  the  same  fashion." 

Miss  Todd,  who  knew  everything  that  went 
on  in  Litllebath,  and  was  au  fait  at  every  bit  of 
scandal  and  tittle-tattle  in  the  place,  had  pro- 
bably heard  more  of  the  fasliion  of  Sir  Lionel's 
life  than  he  was  aware.  In  places  such  as 
Littlebath,  ladies  such  as  Miss  Todd  do  have 
sources  of  information  which  are  almost  miracu- 
lous. But  still  she  said  nothing.  She  merely 
thought  that  Sir  Lionel  was  a  good  deal  mis- 
taken in  the  opinion  which  he  had  last 

"I   am   not  a  young  man,"  continued  S^Jt 
Lionel.     "M7  brollier,  you  kuow,  is  a  -jetij 
',  and  there  are  but  fifteen  ycata'  &Si«teM; 
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between  us."  This  was  a  mistake  of  Sir 
Lionel's ;  the  real  difference  being  ten  years. 
"And  you,  I  know,  are  hardly  yet  past  yoor 

"  I  was  forty-five  last  Guy  Fawkes"  day,"  said 

Miss  Todd. 

"  Then  there  are  fifteen  years'  difference  be- 
tween us."  The  reader  will  please  to  read 
"  twenty."  "  Can  you  look  over  that  difference, 
and  take  me,  old  as  I  am,  for  your  companion 
for  life  ?  Shall  we  not  both  be  happier  if  we 
have  such  a  companion?    As  lo  money ■" 

"  Oh,  Sir  Lionel,  don't  trouble  about  that ; 
nor  yet  about  your  age.  If  I  wanted  to  many, 
I'd  as  lief  have  an  old  man  as  a  young  one; 
perhaps  liefer :  and  as  to  money,  I've  got  enough 
for  myself,  and  I  have  no  doubt  you  have  too  " 
— nevertheless,  Miss  Todd  did  know  of  that 
heavy  over-due  bill  at  the  livery  stables,  and 
had  heard  that  the  very  natty  groom  who  never 
left  Sir  Lionel's  phaeton  for  a  moment  was  a 
sworn  bailiff  J  sworn  to  bring  the  carriage  and 
horses  back  to  the  livery-stable  yard — "  but  the 
fact  U,  I  don't  want  to  marry." 

"  Do  you  mean.  Miss  Todd,  that  you  will 
prefer  to  live  in  solitude  for  ever?" 

'■Oh,  as  for  solitude,  I'm  not  much  of  a 
Robinson  Crusoe,  nor  yet  an  Alexander  Set- 
kirk.  I  never  found  any  of  its  charms.  But, 
Lord  bless  you.  Sir  Lionel,  people  never  leave 
me  in  solitude.  I'm  never  alone.  My  sister 
Patty  has  fifteen  children.  I  could  have  half 
of  them  to  Uvc  with  me  if  I  liked  it."  This 
■view  of  the  case  did  throw  some  cold  water  on 
Sir  Lionel's  ardour. 
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**And  you  are  quite  resolved  on  this?"  he 
said,  with  a  dash  of  expiring  sentiment  in  .his 
tone. 

"What!  to  have  Patty's  children?  No,  I 
find  it  more  convenient  to  pay  for  their 
schooling." 

"  But  you  are  quite  resolved  to — to —to  give 
me  no  other,  no  more  fovourable  answer  ?  ** 

"  Oh  1  about  marrying.  On  that  subject,  Sir 
Lionel,  my  mind  is  altogether  made  up.  Miss 
Todd  I  am,  and  Miss  Todd  I  mean  to  remain. 
To  tell  the  truth  plainly,  I  like  to  be  number 
one  in  my  own  house.  Lady  Bertram,  I  am 
quite  sure,  will  be  a  fortunate  and  happy 
woman ;  but  then,  she'll  be  number  two,  I  take 
it.     Eh,  Sir  Lionel  ?  " 

Sir  Lionel  smiled  and  laughed,  and  looked  at 
the  ground,  and  then  looked  up  again ;  but  he 
did  not  deny  the  imputation.  **  Well,"  said  he, 
"  I  trust  we  shall  still  remain  friends." 

"Oh,  certainly;  why  not?"  replied  Miss 
Todd. 

And  so  they  parted.  Sir  Lionel  took  his  hat 
and  sticky  and  went  his  way. 


CHAPTER  XXXII 

HE  TRIES   HIS   HAND  AGAIN 

Miss  Todd  shook  hands  with  him  as  he  went, 
and  then,  putting  on  her  bonnet  and  cloak,  got 
into  her  fly. 
She  felt  some  little  triumph  at  her  heart  in 
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thinking  that  Sir  Lionel  had  wished  to  marry 
her.  Had  she  not,  she  would  hardly  have  been 
a  woman.  But  by  far  her  strongest  feeling  was 
one  of  dislike  to  him  for  not  having  wished  to 
marry  Miss  Baker,  She  had  watched  the  gallant 
soldier  closely  for  the  last  year,  and  well  knew 
how  tenderly  he  had  teen  used  to  squeeze  Miss 
Baker's  hand.  He  had  squeezed  her  own  hand 
too;  but  what  was  that?  She  made  others  the 
subject  of  jokes,  and  was  prepared  to  be  joked 
upon  herself.  Whatever  Oliver  Sir  Lionel,  or 
other  person,  might  give  her,  she  would  give 
back  to  him  or  to  her — always  excepting  Mrs. 
Leake — a  Rowland  that  should  be  quite  as 
good.  But  Miss  Baker  was  no  subject  for  a 
joke,  and  Sir  Lionel  was  in  duty  bound  to  have 
proposed  to  her. 

It  is  perhaps  almost  true  that  no  one  can 
touch  pitch  and  not  be  defiled.  Miss  Todd 
had  been  touching  pitch  for  many  years  past, 
nnd  was  undoubtedly  defiled  to  a  certain  extent. 
But  the  grime  with  her  had  never  gone  deep ; 
it  was  not  ingrained;  it  had  not  become  an 
ineradicable  stain ;  it  was  dirt  on  which  soap- 
and-waler  might  yet  operate.  May  we  not  say 
that  her  truth  and  good-nature,  and  love  of  her 
fellow-creatures,  would  furnish  her  at  last  with 
the  means  whereby  she  might  be  cleansed  ? 

She  was  of  the  world,  worldly.  It  in  no  way 
disgusted  her  that  Sir  Lionel  was  an  old  rip, 
and  that  she  knew  him  to  be  so.  There  were 
a  great  many  old  male  rips  at  Littlebath  and 
elsewhere.  Miss  Todd's  path  in  life  had  brought 
her  across  more  than  one  or  two  such.  She 
encountered  them  without  horror,   welcomed 
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them  without  shame,  and  spoke  of'  them  with  a 
laugh  rather  than  a  shudder.  -  Her  idea  was, 
that  such  a  rip  as  Sir  Lionel  would  best  mend 
his  manners  by  marriage;  by  marriage,  but  not 
with  her.  She  knew  better  than  trust  herself 
to  any  Sir  Lionel. 

And  she  had  iencountered  old  female  rips>; 
that  is,  if  dishonesty  in  money-dealings,  selfish- 
ness, coarseness,  vanity,  absence  of  religion,  and 
false  pretences/  when  joined  to  age,  may  be 
held  as  constituting  an  old  female  rip.  Many 
such  had  been  firound  her  frequently^  She 
would  laugh  with  them,  feed  them,  call  on  them, 
lose  her  money  to  them,  and  feel  herself  no 
whit  degraded.  Such  company  brought  on  her 
no  conviction  of  shame.  But  yet  she  was  not 
of  them.  Coarse  she  was;  but  neither  dis- 
honest, nor  selfish,  nor  vain^  nor  irreligious; 
nor  false. 

Such  being  the  nature  of  the  woman,  she  ha4 
not  found  it  necessary  to  display  any  indignation 
when  Sir  Lionel  made  his  ofier;  but  she  did 
feel  angry  with  him  on  Miss  Baker's  behalf. 
Why  had  he  deceived  that  woman,  and  made  an 
ass  of  himself?  Had  he  had  any  wit,  any  know- 
ledge of  character,  he  would  have  known  what 
sort  of  an  answer  he  was  likely  to  get  if  he 
brought  his  vows  and  offers  to  the  Paragon. 
There  he  had  been  received  with  no  special 
favour.  No  lures  had  been  tiiere  displayed*  to 
catch  him.  He  had  not  been  turned  out  of  the 
house  when  he  came  there,  and  that  was  all. 
So  now,  as  she  put  on  her  bonnet,  she  deter- 
mined to  punish  Sir  Lionel. 

But  in  accusing  her  suitor  of  want  of  judgment, 
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she  was  quite  in  the  dark  as  to  his  real 
course  of  action.  She  little  knew  with  how 
profound  a  judgment  he  was  managing  his 
affairs.  Had  she  Jtnown,  she  would  hardly 
have  interfered  as  she  now  did.  As  she  put 
her  foot  on  the  step  of  the  fly  she  desired  her 
Bervant  to  drive  to  Montpelller  Terrace. 

She  was  shown  into  ihe  drawing-room,  and 
there  she  found  Miss  Baker  and  Miss  Gauntlet ; 
not  our  friend  Adela,  but  Miss  Penelope  Gaunt- 
let, who  was  now  again  settled  in  Littlebath. 

"  Well,  ladies,"  said  Miss  Todd,  walking  up 
the  room  with  well-assured  foot  and  full  com- 
fortable presence,  "  I've  news  to  tell  you." 

They  both  of  them  saw  at  a  glance  that  she 
had  news.  Between  Miss  P.  Gauntlet  and  Miss 
Todd  there  had  never  been  cordiality.  Miss 
Todd  was,  as  we  have  said,  of  the  world, 
worldly;  whereas  Miss  Gauntlet  was  of  Dr. 
Snort,  godly.  She  belonged  plainly  to  the  third 
set  of  which  we  have  spoken;  Miss  Todd  was 
an  amalgamation  of  the  two  first.  Miss  Baker, 
however,  was  a  point  of  union,  a  connecting 
rod.  There  was  about  her  a  savouring  of  the 
fragrance  of  Ebenezer,  but  accompanied,  it  mutt 
be  owned,  by  a  whiff  of  brimstone.  Thus  these 
three  ladies  were  brought  together;  and  as  it 
was  manifest  that  Miss  Todd  had  news  to  tell, 
the  other  two  were  prepared  to  listen. 

"What  do  you  think,  ladies?"  and  she  sat 
herself  down,  filling  an  arm-chair  with  her 
goodly  person.  "  What  do  you  ihink  has 
happened  to  me  to-day?" 

"  Perhaps  the  doctor  has  been  with  you,"  said 
Miss  P,  Gauntlet,  not  alluding  to  the  Littlebntb 
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Galen,  but  meaning  to  insinuate  that  Miss 
Todd  might  have  come  thither  to  tell  them  of 
her  conversion  from  the  world. 

"Better  than  ten  doctors,  my  dear,'* — Miss 
Penelope  drew  herself  up  very  stiffly — "or 
twenty !  I've  had  an  offer  of  marriage.  What 
do  you  think  of  that  ?  " 

Miss  P.  Gauntlet  looked  as  though  she 
thought  a  great  deal  of  it.  She  certainly  did 
think  that  had  such  an  accident  happened  to 
her,  she  would  not  have  spoken  of  it  with  such 
a  voice,  or  before  such  an  audience.  But  now 
her  face,  which  was  always  long  and  thin, 
became  longer  and  thinner,  and  she  sat  with 
her  mouth  open,  expecting  further  news. 

Miss  Baker  became  rather  red,  then  rather 
pale,  and  then  red  again.  She  put  out  her 
hand,  and  took  hold  of  the  side  of  the  chair  in 
which  she  sat;  but  she  said  nothing.  Her 
heart  told  her  that  that  offer  had  been  made 
by  Sir  Lionel. 

"You  don't  wish  me  joy,  ladies,'*  said  Miss 

Todd. 

"But  you  have  not  told  us  whether  you 
accepted  it,"  said  Miss  Penelope. 

"  Ha !  ha !  ha !  No,  that's  the  worst  of  it 
No,  I  didn't  accept  it.  But,  upon  my  word,  it 
was  made." 

Then  it  was  not  Sir  Lionel,  thought  Miss 
Baker,  releasing  her  hold  of  the  chair,  and  feel- 
ing that  the  blood  about  her  heart  was  again 
circulating. 

"  And  is  that  all  that  we  are  to  know  ?  "  asked 
Miss  Penelope. 

"  Oh,  my  dears,  you  shall  know  it  all.    I  told 
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my  lover  thaj  I  should  keep  no  secrets.  But, 
come,  you  shall  guess.  Who  was  it,  Miss 
Baker?" 

**  I  couldn't  say  at  all,"  said  Miss  Baker,  in  a 
faint  voice. 

"  Perhaps  Mr.  O'Callaghan,"  suggested  Miss 
Penelope,  conscious  probably,  that  an  ardent 
young  evangelical  clergyman  is  generally  in 
want  of  an  income. 

"Mr.  O'Callaghan ! "  shouted  Miss  Todd, 
throwing  up  her  head  with  scorn.  "  Pho  I  The 
gentleman  I  speak  of  would  have  made  me  a 

lady.    Lady !     Now  who  do  you  think  it 

wa^  Miss  Baker?" 

"  Oh,  I  couldn't  guess  at  all,"  said  poor  Miss 
Baker.  But  she  now  knew  that  it  was  Sir 
Lionel.  It  might  have  been  worse,  however, 
and  tiiat  she  felt — much  worse  I 

"Was  it  Sir  Lionel  Bertram?"  asked  the 
other. 

"Ah  !  Miss  Gauntlet,  you  know  all  about  the 
gentlemen  of  Littlebath.  I  can  see  that.  It 
was  Sir  Lionel.     Wasn't  that  a  triumph  ?  " 

"  And  you  refused  him  ?  "  asked  Miss  Pene- 
lope. 

"  Of  course  I  did.  You  don't  mean  to  say 
that  you  think  I  would  have  accepted  him  ?  " 

To  this  Miss  Penelope  made  no  answer. 
Her  opinions  were  of  a  mixed  sort.  She  partly 
misbelieved  Miss  Todd — partly  wondered  at 
her.  Unmarried  ladies  of  a  certain  age,  what- 
ever may  be  their  own  feelings  in  regard  to 
matrimony  on  their  own  behalf,  seem  always 
impressed  with  a  conviction  that  oUier  ladies  in 
the  same  condition  would  ceiValnVj  xaarrj  Si 
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they  got  an  opportunity.  Miss  Penelope  could 
not  believe  that  Miss  Todd  had  rejected  Sir 
Lionel;  but  at  the  same  time  she  could  not 
but  be  startled  also  by  the  great  fact  of  such  a 
rejection.  At  any  rate  her  course  of  duty  wa€^ 
open,  Littlebath  should  be  enlightened  on  the 
subject  before  the  drawing-room  cajidles  were- 
lit  that  evening ;  or  at  any  rate  that  set  in  Little' 
bath  to  which  she  belonged.  So  she  rose  from 
her  chair,  and,  declaring  that  she  had  sat  an 
unconscionable  time  with  Miss  Baker,  departed,, 
diligent,  about  her  3Vork. 

**  Well,  what  do  you  think  of  that,  my  dear?^ 
said  Miss  Todd,  as  soon  as  the  two  of  them 
were  left  alone. 

It  was  strange  that  Miss  Todd,  who  was 
ordinarily  so  good-natured,  who  was  so  especially 
intent  on  being  good-natured  to  Miss  Baker,*. 
should  have  thus  roughly  communicated  to  her 
friend  tidings  which  were  sure  to  wound.  But 
she  had  omitted  to  look  at  it  in  this  light.  Her 
intention  had  been  to  punish  Sir  Lionel  for 
having  been  so  grossly  false  and  grossly  foolishv 
She  had  seen  through  him — at  least,  hardly 
through  him ;  had  seen  at  least  that  he  must 
have  been  doubting  bet\veen  the  two  ladies,  and 
that  he  had  given  up  the  one  whom  he  believed 
to  be  the  poorer.  She  did  not  imagine  it 
possible  that,  after  having  offered  to  her, 
he  should  then  go  with  a  similar  offer  to  Miss 
Baker,  Had  such  an  idea  arisen  in  her  mind, 
she  would  certainly  have  allowed  Miss  Baker  to 
take  her  chance  of  promotion  unmolested. 

Miss  Baker  gave  a  long  sigVv.  ."iiW^  >i>RaX^^ftcNSA 
Gauntlet  was  gone  she  felt  \v^i^e\.l  \ieX\Kt  ^^^ 
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to  speak ;  but,  nevertheless,  any  speech  on  the 
subject  was  difficult  to  her.  Her  kind  heart 
at  once  forgave  Miss  TodJ.  There  could  now 
be  no  marriage  between  that  false  one  and  her 
friend ;  and  tlierefore,  if  the  ice  would  only  gel 
itself  broken,  she  would  not  be  unwilling  to 
converse  upon  the  subject.  But  how  to  break 
the  ice  1 

"  I  always  thought  he  would,"  at  last  she 
said. 

"Did  you?"  said  Miss  Todd.  "Well,  he 
certainly  used  to  come  there,  but  I  never  knew 
why.  Sometimes  I  thought  it  was  to  talk  about 
you." 

"  Oh,  no  !  "  said  Miss  Baker,  plaintively. 

"  I  gave  him  no  encouragement — none  what- 
ever ; — used  to  send  him  here  and  there — 
anything  to  get  rid  of  him.  Sometimes  I 
thought "  and  then  Miss  Todd  hesitated. 

"  Thought  what?  "  asked  Miss  Baker. 

"Well,  I  don't  want  to  be  ill-natured;  but 
sometimes  1  thought  that  he  wanted  to  borrow 
money,  and  didn't  exactly  know  how  lo  begin." 

"  'I'o  borrow  money  1 "  He  had  once  borrowed 
money  from  Miss  Baker. 

"  Well,  I  don't  know ;  I  only  say  I  thought 
so.     He  never  did." 

Miss  Baker  sighed  again,  and  then  there  was 
a  slight  pause  in  the  conversation.  3M 

"But,  Miss  ToJd— —  "  ^M 

"Well,  my  dear!  "  ^| 

"  Do  you  think  that "  ■ 

"Think  what?  Speak  out,  my  dear;  you 
may  before  me,  U  you've  ?p^.  wi.7  secxet,  I'll 
iceep  it."  -* 
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"Oh!  Fve  got  no  secret;  only  this.  Do 
you  think  that  Sir  Lionel  is — is  poor — ^that  he 
should  want  to  borrow  money  ?  " 

"  Well ;  poor !  I  hardly  know  what  you  call 
poor.  But  we  all  know  that  he  is  a  distressed 
man.  I  suppose  he  has  a  good  income,  and  a 
little  ready  money  would,  perhaps,  set  him  up ; 
but  there's  no  doubt  about  his  being  over  head 
and  ears  in  debt,  I  suppose." 

This  seemed  to  throw  a  new  and  unexpected 
light  on  Miss  Baker's  mind.  "I  thought  he 
was  always  so  very  respectable,"  said  she. 

"  Hum-m-m ! "  said  Miss  Todd,  who  knew 
the  world, 

"  Eh  ?  "  said  Miss  Baker,  who  did  not. 

"  It  depends  on  what  one  means  by  respect- 
able," said  Miss  Todd. 

"I  really  thought  he  was  so  very " 

"  Hum-m-m  1 "  repeated  Miss  Todd,  shaking 
her  head. 

And  then  there  was  a  little  conversation 
carried  on  between  these  ladies  so  entirely  sotto 
voce  that  the  reporter  of  this  scene  was  unable 
to  hear  a  word  of  it  But  this  he  could  see, 
that  Miss  Todd  bore  by  far  the  greater  part 
in  it. 

At  the  end  of  it,  Miss  Baker  gave  another, 
and  a  longer,  and  a  deeper  sigh.  "But  you 
know,  my  dear,"  said  Miss  Todd,  in  her  most 
consolatory  voice,  and  these  words  were  dis- 
tinctly audible,  "nothing  does  a  man  of  that 
sort  so  much  good  as  marrying." 

"  Does  it  ?  "  asked  Miss  Baker. 

"  Certainly;  if  his  wife  knows  ho^  \.^  xaaaa:^ 
him." 
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And  then  Miss  Todd  departed,  leaving  Miss 
Baker  wiih  much  work  for  her  thoughts.  Her 
female  friend  Miss  Baker  had  quite  forgiven; 
but  she  felt  that  she  could  never  quite  forgive 
him.  "  To  have  deceived  me  so  I "  she  said  to 
herself,  recurring  to  her  old  idea  of  his  great 
respectability.  But,  nevertheless,  it  was  probably 
his  other  sin  that  rankled  deepest  in  her  mind. 

Of  Miss  Baker  it  may  be  said  that  she  had 
hardly  touched  the  pitch;  at  any  rate,  that  it 
had  not  de&Ied  her. 

Sir  Lionel  was  somewhat  ill  at  ease  as  he 
walked  from  the  Paragon  to  his  livery  stables. 
He  had  certainly  looked  upon  success  with 
Miss  Todd  as  by  no  means  sure;  but,  never- 
theless, he  was  disappointed.  Let  any  of  us, 
in  any  attempt  that  we  may  make,  convince 
ourselves  with  ever  so  much  firmness  tliat  we 
shall  fail,  yet  we  are  hardly  the  less  down- 
hearted when  the  failure  comes.  \S'e  assure 
ourselves  that  we  are  not  sanguine,  but  we 
assure  ourselves  falsely.  It  is  man's  nature  to 
be  sanguine ;  his  nature,  and  perhaps  his  greatest 
privilege. 

And  Sir  Lionel,  as  he  walked  along,  began  to 
fear  that  his  own  scruples  would  now  stand  in 
the  way  of  that  other  marriage— -of  that  second 
string  to  his  bow.  When,  in  making  his  little 
private  arrangemenls  within  his  own  mind,  he 
had  decided  that  if  Miss  Todd  rejected  him 
he  would  forthwith  walk  off  to  Miss  Baker,  it 
never  occurred  to  him  that  his  own  feelings 
would  militate  against  such  a  proceeding.  But 
such  was  now  absolutely  the  fact.  Having 
t^ked  about  "  dear  Sarah,"  W  lowni  fcax  cnocw 
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he  would  have  ii  difficulty  in  bringing  himself  to 
the  utterance  of  "  dear  Mary." 

He  went  to  bed,  however,  that  night  with  the 
comfortable  reflection  that  any  such  nonsense 
would  be  dissipated  by  the  morning.  But  when 
the  morning  came — his  morning,  one  p.m. — his 
feeling  he  found  was  the  same.  He  could  not 
see  Miss  Baker  that  day. 

He  was  disgusted  and  disappointed  with 
himself.  He  had  flattered  himself  that  he  was 
gifted  with  greater  firmness ;  and  now  that  he 
found  himself  so  wanting  in  strength  of  character, 
he  fretted  and  fumed,  as  men  will  do,  even  at 
their  own  faults.  He  swore  to  himself  that  he 
would  go  to-morrow,  and  that  evening  went 
to  bed  early,  trying  to  persuade  himself  that 
indigestion  had  weakened  him.  He  did  great 
injustice,  however,  to  as  (ine  a  set  cf  internal 
organs  as  ever  blessed  a  man  of  sixty. ' 

At  two  o'clock  next  day  he  dressed  himself 
for  the  campaign  in  Montpellier  Terrace;  but 
when  dressed  he  was  again  disorganised.  He 
found  that  he  could  not  do  it  He  told  himself 
over  and  over  again  that  with  Miss  Baker  there 
need  be  no  doubt ;  she,  at  least,  would  accept 
him.  He  had  only  to  smile  there,  and  she 
would  smile  again.  He  had  only  to  say  "  dear 
Mary,"  and  those  soft  eyes  wo\^  be  turned  to 
the  ground  and  the  battle  would  be  won. 

But  still  he  could  not  do  it.  He  was  sick ; 
he  was  ill ;  he  could  not  eat  his  breakfast.  He 
looked  in  the  glass,  and  found  himself  to  be 
yellow,  and  wrinkled,  and  wizened.  He  waa 
not  half  himself.  There  were  ^eX.  \}ca^^  ^^^«&. 
before  Miss  Baker  would  leave  1a\A^^^*    "^ 
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was  on  the  whole  better  that  his  little  a 
ment  should  be  made  immediately  previous  ti 
her  departure.  He  would  leave  Liitlebalh  for 
ten  days,  and  return  a  new  man.  So  he  went 
up  to  London,  and  bestowed  his  time  upon  his 

At  the  end  of  the  ten  days  much  of  his 
repugnance  had  worn  off.  But  still  tlie  sound 
of  that  word  "  Sarah,"  and  the  peal  of  laughter 
which  followed,  rang  in  his  ears.  That  utter- 
ance of  the  verbiage  of  love  is  a  disagreeable 
task  for  a  gentleman  of  his  years.  He  had 
tried  it,  and  found  it  very  disagreeable.  He 
would  save  himself  a  repetition  of  the  nuisance 
and  write  to  her. 

He  did  so.  His  letter  was  not  very  long. 
He  said  nothing  about  "  Mary "  in  il^  but 
contented  himself  with  calling  her  his  dearest 
friend.  A  few  words  were  sufficient  to  make 
her  understand  what  he  meant,  and  those  few 
words  were  there.  He  merely  added  a  caution, 
that  for  both  their  sakes,  the  matter  had  better 
not  at  present  be  mentioned  to  anybody. 

Miss  Baker,  when  she  received  this  letter, 
had  almost  recovered  her  equanimity.  Hera 
had  been  a  soft  and  gentle  sorrow.  She  had 
had  no  fits  of  bursting  grief;  her  waihngs  had 
been  neither  loud  nor  hysterical,  A  gentle, 
soft,  faint  tinge  of  melancholy  had  come  upon 
her ;  so  that  she  had  sighed  much  as  she  sat  at 
her  solitary  tea,  and  had  allowed  her  novel  to 
fall  uncared  for  to  the  ground,  "  Would  it  not 
he  well  for  lier,"  she  said  to  herself  more  tlian 
once,  "to  go  to  HadVey"?  WoM\d  tvot  auy 
change  be  well  for  hetJ"     She  leW.  wa-s -iaA 
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Caroline's  'absence  was  a  Beavy  blow  to  her, 
and  that  it  would  be  well  that  she  should  leave 
Littlebath.  It  was  astonishing  how  this  affair 
of  Miss  Todd's  reconciled  her  to  her  future 
home. 

And  then,  when  she  was  thus  tranquil,  thus 
resigned,  thus  all  but  happy,  came  this  tre- 
mendous letter,  upsetting  her  peace  of  mind, 
and  throwing  her  into  a  new  maze  of  difficulties. 

She  had  never  said  to  herself  at  any  time  that 
if  Sir  Lionel  did  propose  she  would  accept  him. 
She  had  never  questioned  herself  as  to  the 
probability  of  such  an  event.  That  she  would 
have  accepted  him  a  fortnight  ago,  there  can  be 
no  doubt ;  but  what  was  she  to  do  now  ? 

It  was  not  only  that  Sir  Lionel  had  made 
another  tender  of  his  hand  to  another  lady  ten 
or  twelve  days  since,  but  to  this  must  be  added 
the  fact  that  all  Littlebath  knew  that  he  had 
done  so.  Miss  Todd,  after  the  first  ebullition 
of  her  comic  spleen,  had  not  said  much  about 
it ;  but  Miss  P.  Gauntlet's  tongue  had  not  been 
idle.  She,  perhaps,  had  told  it  only  to  the 
godly;  but  the  godly,  let  them  be  ever  so 
exclusive,  must  have  some  intercourse  with  the 
wicked  world ;  and  thus  every  lady  in  Little- 
bath now  knew  all  about  it  And  then  there 
were  other  difficulties.  That  whispered  con- 
versation still  rang  in  her  ears.  She  was  not 
quite  sure  how  far  it  might  be  her  mission  to 
reclaim  such  a  man  as  Sir  Lionel — this  new 
Sir  Lionel  whom  Miss  Todd  had  described. 
And  then,  too,  he  was  in  want  of  money.  Why, 
she  was  in  want  of  money  betse\i\ 
But  was  there  not  somertiing  A^o  \.o  \i^  ^"sc^^ 
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on  the  other  side?  It  is  reported  that  Ji 
married  ladies  such  as  Miss  Baker  generi 
regret  the  forlomness  of  their  own  condition: 
If  so,  the  fault  is  not  their  own,  but  must  be 
attributed  to  the  social  system  to  which  they 
belong.  The  English  world  is  pleased  to  say 
that  an  unmarried  lady  past  forty  has  missed 
her  hit  in  life — has  omitted  to  take  her  tide  at 
the  ebb ;  and  what  can  unmarried  ladies  do  but 
yield  to  the  world's  dictum  ?  That  the  English 
world  may  become  better  informed,  and  learn 
as  speedily  as  may  he  to  speak  with  more  sense 
on  the  subject,  let  us  all  pray- 
But,  in  the  meantime,  the  world's  dictum  was 
strong  at  Littlebath,  and  did  influence  this  dear 
lady.  She  would  prefer  the  name  of  Lady  Ber- 
tram to  that  of  Miss  Baker  for  the  remainder  of 
the  term  of  years  allotted  to  her.  It  would 
please  her  to  walk  into  a  room  as  a  married 
woman,  and  to  quit  herself  of  that  disgrace, 
which  injustice  and  prejudice,  and  the  folly  of 
her  own  sex  rather  than  of  the  other,  had  so 
cruelly  attached  to  her  present  position.  And 
then,  to  be  Lady  Bertram !  There  were  but 
few  angels  at  this  time  in  IJttlebath,  and  Miss 
Baker  was  not  one  of  them  :  she  had  a  taint  of 
vanity  in  her  composition ;  but  we  doubt  if  such 
female  vanity  could  exist  in  any  human  breast 
in  a  more  pardonable  form  than  it  did  in  hers. 

And  then,   perhaps,  this   plan  of  marrying 

might  have  the  wished-for  effect  on  Sir  Lionel's 

way  of  living ;— and  how  desirable  was  this  I 

I  Would  it  not  be  a  splendid  work  for  her  to 

mxeclaira  a  lost  colonel?    Mi^Vil  \t  tvox  \)e,  Vftt 

faO'  to  many  him  with  this  apedaX  oti^t^."* 
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There  certainly  did  appear  to  be  some  diffi- 
culty as  to  money.  If,  as  Miss  Todd  assured 
her,  Sir  Lionel  were  really  in  difficulties,  lier 
own  present  annuity — all  that  she  could  abso- 
lutely call  her  own — her  one  hundred  and 
eighty-nine  pounds,  seventeen  shillings  and 
threepence  per  annum — would  not  help  them 
much.  Sir  Lionel  was  at  any  rate  disinterei^ed 
in  his  offer ;  that  at  least  Was  clear*  to  her. 

And  then  a  sudden  light  broke  in  upon  her 
meditations.  Sir  Lionel  and  the  old  gentleman 
were  at  variance.  We  allude  to  the  old  gentle- 
man at  Hadley :  with  the  other  old  gentleman, 
of  whom  we  wot,  it  may  be  presumed  that  Sir 
Lionel  was  on  tolerably  favourable  terms. 
Might  not  she  be  the  means  of  bringing  the 
two  brothers  together?  If  she  were  Lady 
Bertram,  would  not  the  old  gentleman  receive 
Sir  Lionel  back  to  hisf  bosom  for  her  sake — to 
his  bosom,  and  also  to  his  purse  ?  But  before 
she  took  any  step  in  the  dark,  she  resolved  to 
ask  the  old  gentleman  the  question. 

It  is  true  that  Sir  Lionel  had  desired  het  to 
speak  to  no  person  on  the  subject;  but  that 
injunction  of  coiurse  referred  to  strangers.  It 
could  not  but  be  expected  that  on  such  a 
matter  she  shovdd  consult  her  best  friends.  Sir 
Lionel  had  also  enjoined  a  speedy  answer;  and 
in  order  that  she  might  not  disappoint  him  in 
this  matter,  she  resolved  to  put  the  question  at 
once  to  Mr.  Bertram.  Great  measures  require 
great  means.  She  would  herself  go  to  Hadley 
on  the  morrow — and  so  she  yrtole  ^  l^xxet  '"^ax 
night,  to  beg  that  her  \mc\^  ^loxiX.^  ^^s:^^^:x 
her. 
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3o  you  got  tired  of  Liitlebath  be 
f  month  was  out  ?"  said  he. 

"  Oh  !  but  I  am  going  back  again." 

"Going  back  again!     Then  why  the  d 

have  you  come  up  now  ? "  Alas !  it  was  too 
clear  that  the  old  gentleman  was  not  in  one  of 
his  more  pacific  moods. 

As  these  words  were  spoken,  Miss  Baker  was 
still  standing  in  the  passage,  that  sJie  might  see 
her  box  brought  in  from  the  fly.  She  of  course 
had  on  her  bonnet,  and  thickest  shawl,  and 
cloak.  She  had  thick  boots  on  also,  and  an 
umbrella  in  her  hand.  The  maid  was  in  the 
passage,  and  so  was  the  man  who  had  driven 
her.  Slie  was  very  cold,  and  her  nose  was 
blue,  and  her  teeth  chattered.  She  could  not 
tell  her  tale  of  love  in  such  guise,  or  to  such 
audience. 

"What  the   d has   brought   you   up?" 

repealed  the  old  gentleman,  standing  with  his 
two  sticks  at  the  sitting-room  door.  He  did 
not  care  who  heard  him,  or  how  cold  it  was,  or 
of  what  nature  might  be  her  present  mission. 
He  knew  that  an  extra  journey  from  Litllebath 
to  London  and  back,  flys  and  porters  included, 
would  cost  two  pounds  ten  shillings.  He  knew, 
or  thought  that  he  knew,  that  this  might  have 
been  avoided.  He  also  knew  that  his  rheumatism 
plagued  him,  that  his  old  bones  were  sore,  that 
he  could  not  sleep  at  night,  that  he  could  not 
get  into  the  city  to  see  how  things  went,  and 
that  the  game  was  coming  to  an  end  with  him, 
and  that  the  grave  was  claiming  him.  It  was 
not  surprising  that  the  Q\d  geTvV\eiw!iTi  sVoAiXni 
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"  111  tell  you  if  f  ou'U  let  me  come  into  the 
room,"  said  Miss  Baker.  "  Take  the  box 
upstairs,  Mary.  Half  a  crown !  oh  no,  two 
shillings  will  be  quite  enough."  This  economy 
was  assumed  to  pacify  the  old  gentleman ;  but 
it  did  not  have  the  desired  effect.  *'  One  and 
sixpence,"  he  holloed  out  from  his  crutches. 
"  Don't  give  him  a  halfpenny  more." 

"  Please,  sir,  the  luggage,  sir,"  said  the  fly- 
driver. 

"  Luggage  ! "  shouted  the  old  man.  His 
limbs  were  impotent,  but  his  voice  was  not; 
and  the  fly-driver  shook  in  his  shoes. 

"  There,"  said  Miss  Baker,  insidiously  giving 
the  man  two  and  threepence.  "  I  shall  not  give 
you  a  farthing  more."  It  is  to  be  feared  that 
she  intended  her  uncle  to  think  that  his  limit 
had  not  been  exceeded. 

And  then  she  was  alone  with  Mr.  Bertram. 
Her  nose  was  still  blue,  and  her  toes  still  cold ; 
but  at  any  rate  she  was  alone  with  him.  It  was 
hard  for  her  to  tell  her  tale ;  and  she  thoroughly 
wished  herself  back  at  Littlebath ;  but,  never- 
theless, she  did  tell  it.  The  courage  of  women 
in  some  conditions  of  life  surpasses  anything 
that  man  can  do. 

"  I  want  to  consult  you  about  that,"  said  she, 
producing  Sir  Lionel's  letter. 

The  old  gentleman  took  it,  and  looked  at  it, 
and  turned  it  **  What !  it's  from  that  swindler, 
is  it  ?  "  said  he. 

"  It's  from  Sir  Lionel,"  said  Miss  Baker,  trem- 
bling. There  were  as  yet  no  promising  auspices 
foT  the  fraternal  reconciliation.  ^    ^ 

"  Yes;  I  see  who  it's  from — ^^xv^  ^\NaX  \^  ^ 
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all  about  ?     I  shan't  read  it.     You  can  tell  1 
I  suppose,  what's  in  it." 

"  I  had  hoped  that  perhaps,  sir,  you  and. -J 
might— — ■ " 

"  Might  what?  " 

"  Be   brought    together    as    brothers 
-friends." 

"  Brothers  and  friends !  One  can't  choose 
one's  brother ;  but  who  would  choose  to  be  the 
friend  of  a  swindler?  Is  that  what  the  lei' 
is  about?" 
:    "  Not  exactly  that,  Mr.  Bertram," 

"  Then  what  the  d is  it  ?  " 

"  Sir  Lionel,  sir,  has  made  me " 

"  Made  you  what  ?     Put  your  name  to  a  I 
I  suppose." 

"  No ;  indeed  he  has  not.  Nothing  of  tbj 
kind." 

"  Then  what  has  he  made  you  do  ?  " 

"  He  has  not  made  me  do  anything ;  1 
has  sent  me — an — an  offer  of  marriage." 
poor  Miss  Baker,  with  her  blue  nose,  looked  up  so 
innocently,  so  imploringly,  so  trustingly,  that  any 
one  but  Mr.  Bertram  would  have  comforted  her. 

"An  offer  of  marriage  from  Sir  Lionel  I " 
said  he. 

"Yes,"  said  Miss  Baker,  limidlj'.  "Here  it 
is  ;  and  I  have  come  up  to  consult  you  about 
the  answer."  Mr.  Bertram  now  did  take  the 
letter,  and  did  read  it  through. 

"  Well ! "  he  said,  closing  his  eyes  and  shaking 
his  head  gently.     "  Well  1 " 

"I  thought  it  better  to  do  nothing  withoid 
seeing  you.    And  that  ts  what  has  brought  i 
to  Hadley  in  such  a  hurry," 
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"  The  audacious,  impudent  scoundrel ! " 
"You  think,  then,  that  I  should  refuse  him  ?  " 
"You  are  a  fool,  an  ass  !  a  downright  old 
soft-headed  fool ! "     Such  was  the  old  gentle- 
man's answer  to  her  question, 

**  But  I  didn't  know  what  to  say  without  con- 
sulting you,"  said  Miss  Baker,  with  her  hand- 
kerchief to  her  face. 

"  Not  know  1  Don't  you  know  that  he's  a 
swindler,  a  reprobate,  a  penniless  adventurer  ? 
Good  heavens  I  And  you  are  such  a  fool  as 
that !  It's  well  that  you  are  not  to  be  left  at 
Littlebath  by  yourself." 

Miss  Baker  made  no  attempt  to  defend  her- 
self, but,  bursting  into  tears,  assured  her  uncle 
that  she  would  be  guided  by  him, .  Under  his 
absolute  dictation  she  wrote  the  enclosed  short 
answer  to  Sir  Lionel. 

"Hadley,  January — ,  184— 

"Dear  Sir, — Mr.  Bertram  says  that  it  will 

be  sufficient  to  let  you  know  that  he  would  not 

give  me  a  penny  during  his  life,  or  leave  me  a 

penny  at  his  death  if  I  were  to  become  your  wife. 

"Yours  truly, 

"  Mary  Bak:er." 

That  was  all  that  the  old  gentleman  would 
allow ;  but  as  she  folded  the  letter,  she  surrep- 
titiously added  the  slightest  imaginable  post- 
script to  explain  the  matter — such  words  as 
occurred  to  her  at  the  spur  of  the  moment. 

"  He  is  so  angry  about  it  all ! " 

After  that  Miss  Baker  was  not  allowed  back 
to  Littlebath,  even  to  pack- up  or  pay  her  bills, 
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or  say  good-bye  to  those  she  left  behind, 
servant  had  to  do  it  all.      Reflecting  o;         ^ 
danger  which  had  been  surmounted,  Mr,  Be" 
tram  determined  that  she  should  not  again  be 
put  in  the  way  of  temptation. 
And  this  was  the  end  of  Sir  Lionel's  wooing^^ 

>  CHAPTER  XXXIII  ^^ 

A   QUIET  LITTLE  DINNER.  ^^H 

3iR  Henry  Harcourt  was  married  and  looK^^ 
his  bride  to  Paris  and  Nice;  and  Sir  Lionel 
Bertram  tried  to  get  married,  but  his  bride — 
bride  as  he  hoped  her  to  have  been — ran  away 
by  herself  to  Hadley.  In  the  meantime  George 
Bertram  lived  alone  in  his  dark  dull  chambers 
_    in  London. 

He  would  fain  have  been  all  alone;  but  at 
what  was  perhaps  the  worst  moment  of  his 
misery,  his  father  came  to  him.  It  may  be 
remembered  how  anxiously  he  had  longed  to 
know  his  father  when  he  first  commenced  that 
journey  to  Jerusalem,  how  soon  he  became 
attached  to  him,  how  fascinated  he  had  been 
by  Sir  Lionel's  manners,  how  easily  he  forgave 
the  first  little  traits  of  unpaternal  conduct  on  his 
father's  part,  how  gradually  the  truth  forced 
itself  upon  his  mind.  But  now,  at  this  time, 
the  truth  had  forced  itself  on  his  mind.  He 
knew  his  father  for  what  he  was. 
And  bis  mind  was  not  one  -wTm-cVv  cowld  teiect 
such    knowledge,    or    alter    VWe   tviXMe  o^  \x 


A  Quiet  Little  Dinner     593 

because  the  man  was  his  father.  There  are 
those  to  whom  a  father's  sins,  or  a  husband's 
sins,  or  a  brother's  sins  are  no  sins  at  all.  And 
of  such  one  may  say,  that  though  we  must  of 
compulsion  find  their  judgment  to  be  in  some 
sort  delinquent,  that  their  hearts  more  than 
make  up  for  such  delinquency.  One  knows 
that  they  are  wrong,  but  can  hardly  wish  them 
to  be  less  so. 

But  George  Bertram  was  not  one  of  them : 
he  had  been  in  no  hurry  to  condemn  his 
father;  but,  having  seen  his  sins,  he  knew 
them  for  sins,  and  did  condemn  them.  He 
found  that  his  uncle  had  been  right,  and  that 
Sir  Lionel  was  a  man  whom  he  could  in  no 
wise  respect,  and  could  hardly  love.  Money 
he  perceived  was  his  fathei^s  desire.  He 
wovdd  therefore  give  him  what  money  he 
could  spare;  but  he  would  not  give  him  his 
society. 

When,  therefore.  Sir  Lionel  announced  his 
arrival  in  town  and  his  intention  to  remain  there 
some  little  time,  George  Bertram  was  by  no 
means  solaced  in  his  misery.  In  those  days  he 
was  very  miserable.  It  was  only  now  that  he 
knew  how  thoroughly  he  loved  this  woman — 
now  that  she  was  so  utterly  beyond  his  reach. 
Weak  and  wavering  as  he  was  in  many  things, 
he  was  not  weak  enough  to  abandon  himself 
altogether  to  unavailing  sorrow.  He  knew  that 
work  alone  could  preserve  him  from  sinking — 
hard,  constant,  unflinching  work,  that  one  great 
cure  for  all  our  sorrow,  that  only  means  <^1 
adapting  ourselves  to  God's  ptov\dtitfL«:&. 

So  he  set  himself  to  work — ^noX.  a\a.'E^^'^^'^^'^'^ 
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reading  of  coanted  pages ;  not  history  at  two 
volumes  a  week,  or  science  at  a  treatise  a  day; 
biit  to  such  true  work  as  he  found  it  in  him  to 
do,  working  with  all  his  mind  and  all  his 
strength.  He  had  already  written  and  was 
kriown  as  a  writer ;  but  he  had  written  under 
impulse,  carelessly,  without  due  regard  to  his 
words  or  due  thought  as  to  his  conclusions. 
He  had  written  things  of  which  he  was  aheady 
ashamed,  and  had  put  forth  with  the  ex  <at/iedra 
air  of  an  established  master  ideas  which  had 
already  ceased  to  be  his  own.  But  all  that 
should  be  altered  now.  Then  he  had  wanted  a 
quick  return  for  his  writing.  It  had  piqued  him 
to  think  that  the  names  of  others,  his  con- 
i  temporaries,  were  bruited  about  the  world,  but 
that  the  world  knew  nothing  of  his  own.  Har- 
court  was  already  a  noted  man,  while  he  himself 
had  done  no  more  than  attempted  and  aban- 
doned a  profession.  Harcourt's  early  success 
had  made  him  an  early  author;  but  he  abeady 
felt  that  his  authorship  was  unavailing,  Har- 
court's success  had  been  solid,  stable,  such  as 
men  delight  in  ;  his  had  as  yet  resulted  only  in 
hia  all  but  forced  withdrawal  from  the  only 
respectable  position  which  he  had  achieved. 

And  now  Harcourt's  success  was  again  before 
him.  Harcourt  bad  now  as  his  own  that  which 
I  he  had  looked  to  as  the  goal  of  all  his  success, 
L  fte  worldly  reward  for  which  he  had  been  will- 
r  Ing  to  work.  And  yet  what  was  Harcourt  as 
I  compared  with  him  ?  He  knew  himself  to  be 
I  of  a  higher  temperament,  of  a  brighter  genius, 
I  of  greater  powers.  He  would  not  condescend 
Q. compare  himself  to  this  man  who  had 
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so  thoroughly  distanced  him-  in  the  world's 
race. 

Thinking,  and  feeling,  and  suffering  thus,  he 
had  begun  to  work  with  all  the  vehemence  of 
which  he  was  master.  He  would  ask  for  no 
spieedy  return  now.  His  first  object  was  to 
deaden  the  present  misery  of  bis  mind;  and 
then,  if  it  might  be  so,  to  vindicate  his  claim  to 
be  regarded  as  one  of  England's  worthy  children, 
letting  such  vindication  come  in  its  own  time. 

Such  being  the  state  of  his  mind,  his  father's 
arrival  did  not  contribute  much  to  his  comfort. 
Sir  Lionel  was  rather  petulant  when  he  was 
with  him ;  objected  to  liim  that  he  had  played 
his  cards  badly;  would  talk  about  Caroline, 
and,  which  was  almost  worse,  about  the  solicitor- 
general  ;  constantly  urged  him  to  make  overtures 
of  reconciliation  to  his  uncle ;  and  wanted  one 
day  five  pounds,  on  another  ten  pounds,  and 
again  on  a  third  fifteen  pounds.  At  this  moment 
George^s  fixed  income  was  but  two  hundred 
pounds  a  year,  and  any  other  wealth  of  which 
he  was  possessed  was  the  remainder  of  his  uncle's 
thousand  pounds.  When  that  was  gone,  he 
must  either  live  on  his  income,  small  as  it  was^ 
or  write  for  the  booksellers.  Such  being  the 
case,  he  felt  himself  obliged  to  decline  when 
the  fifteen  pounds  was  mentioned. 

"You  can  let  me  have  it  for  a  couple  of 
months  ?  "  said  Sir  Lionel 

"  Not  conveniently,"  said  his  son. 

**  I  will  send  it  you  back  immediately  on  my 
return  to  Littlebath,"  said  the  father;  '*so  if 
you  have  got  it  by  you,  pray  oblige  me." 

•*  I  certainly  have  got  it/'  said  the  son — and 
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,  he  handed  him  the  desired  check  ;  "  but  I  think 
you  should  remember,  air,  how  very  small  my 
income  is,  and  that  there  is  no  prospect  of  iis 
being  increased." 

'  "  It  must  be  altogether  your  own  fault  then," 
said  the  colonei,  pocketing  the  money.  "I 
never  knew  a  young  man  who  had  a  finer  hand 
of  cards  put  into  his  hand— never;  if  you  have 
played  it  badly,  it  is  your  own  fault,  altogether 
your  own  fault."  In  truth,  Sir  Lionel  did  really 
feel  that  his  son  had  used  him  badly,  and 
owed  him  some  amends.  Had  George  but 
done  his  duty,  he  might  now  have  been  the 
actual  recognized  heir  of  liis  uncle's  wealth, 
and  the  actual  possessor  of  as  much  as  would 
have  been  allowed  to  a  dutiful,  obedient  son. 
To  a  man  of  Sir  Lionel's  temperament,  it  was 
annoying  that  tliere  should  be  so  much  wealth 
so  near  him,  and  yet  absolutely,  and,  alas ! 
probably  for  ever  out  of  his  reach. 

Sir  Lionel  had  resolved  to  wait  in  London 
for  his  answer,  and  there  he  received  iL  Short 
as  was  poor  Miss  Baker's  letter,  it  was  quite 
sufficiently  explicit.  She  had  betrayed  him  to 
the  old  gentleman,  and  after  that  all  hopes  of 
money  from  that  source  were  over.  It  might 
still  be  possible  for  him  to  talk  over  Miss 
Baker,  but  such  triumph  would  be  but  banen. 
Miss  Baker  with  a  transferred  allegiance— trans- 
ferred from  the  old  gentleman  to  bim — would 
be  but  a  very  indifferent  helpmate.  He  learnt, 
however,  from  Littlebath  that  she  was  still 
away,  and  would  probably  not  return.     Then 

'Ae  B-ent  l)ack  in  fancied  secm'A^,  a.'ni  lowtii 
;]f  the  centre  of  aU  those  amaxoT^  nN^xSana 
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which  Miss  Todd  and  Miss  Gauntlet  had  pre- 
pared for  him. 

It  was  about  two  months  after  this  that 
George  Bertram  saw  Sir  Henry  Harcourt  for 
the  first  time  after  the  marriage.  He  had  heard 
that  Sir  Henry  was  in  town,  had  heard  of  the 
blaze  of  their  new  house  in  Eaton  Square,  had 
seen  in  the  papers  how  magnificently  Lady 
Harcourt  had  appeared  at  court,  how  well  she 
graced  her  brilliant  home,  how  fortunate  the 
world  esteemed  that  young  lawyer  who,  having 
genius,  industry,  and  position  of  his  own,  had 
now  taken  to  himself  in  marriage,  beauty,  wealth, 
and  social  charms.  All  this  George  Bertram 
heard  and  read,  and  hearing  it  and  reading  it 
had  kept  himself  from  the  paths  in  which  such 
petted  children  of  fortune  might  probably  be 
met. 

Twice  in  the  course  of  these  two  months  did 
Sir  Henry  call  at  Bertram's  chambers  ;  but  Ber- 
tram was  now  at  home  to  no  one.  He  lived  in 
a  great  desert,  in  which  was  no  living  being  but 
himself— in  a  huge  desert  without  water  and 
without  grass,  in  which  there  was  no  green 
thing.  He  was  alone ;  to  one  person  only  had 
he  spoken  of  his  misery;  once  only  had  he 
thought  of  escaping  from  it.  That  thought  had 
been  in  vain :  that  companion  was  beyond  his 
reach ;  and,  therefore,  living  there  in  his  London 
chambers,  he  had  been  all  alone. 

But  at  last  they  did  meet.     Sir  Henry,  deter- 
mined not  to  be  beaten  in  his  attempt  to  effect 
a  reconciliation,  wrote  to  him,  saying  that  Ixa. 
would  col  J,  and  naming  ati  YvoMt.    ^^'C^xOvxxv^ 
and  you/'  he  said,  "are  coMsms",  xJciet^  caa.  X^*^ 
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no  reason  why  you  should  be  enemies.  For  her 
sake,  if  not  for  mine,  do  oblige  me  in  this." 

Bertram  sat  for  hours  with  ihat  note  beneath 
his  eyes  before  he  could  bring  hiroself  to  answer 
it.  Could  it  really  be  that  siie  desired  to  see 
him  again?  That  she,  in  her  splendour  and 
first  glow  of  prosperous  joy,  would  wish  to 
encounter  him  in  his  dreary,  sad,  deserted 
misery?  And  why  could  she  wish  it?  and,  ah  ! 
how  could  she  wish  it? 

And  then  he  asked  himself  whether  he  also 
would  wish  to  see  her.  That  he  still  loved  her, 
loved  her  as  he  never  had  done  while  she  was 
yet  his  own,  he  had  often  told  himself.  That 
he  could  never  be  at  rest  till  he  had  ceased  to 
make  her  the  first  object  of  his  thoughts  he  had 
said  as  often.  That  lie  ought  not  to  see  her, 
he  knew  full  well.  The  controversy  within  his 
own  bosom  was  carried  on  for  two  hours,  and 
then  he  wrote  to  Sir  Henry,  saying  that  he 
would  be  at  Jiis  chambers  at  the  hour  named. 
From  that  moment  the  salutary  effort  was  dis- 
continued, the  work  was  put  aside,  and  the 
good  that  had  been  done  was  all  revoked, 

Sir  Henry  came,  true  to  his  appointment. 
Whatever  might  be  bis  object,  he  was  energetic 
in  it  He  was  now  a  man  of  many  concern- 
ments ;  hours  were  scanty  with  him,  and  a  day 
much  too  short.  The  calls  of  clients,  and  the 
calls  of  party,  joined  to  those  other  calls  which 
society  makes  upon  menin  such  brilliant  stations, 
hardly  left  him  time  for  sleeping ;  but  not  the 
less  urgent  was  he  in  his  resolve  to  see  his 
beaten  rival  who  would  so  viiWrn^Vf  twa  \'d^ 

r  to  bis  brilliant  joy.    BW  ■was  tio\.  3»l  v\va 
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explained  long  even  before  Christianity  was  in 
vogue?  "Quos  Deus  vult  perdere,  prius^de- 
mentat.''  Whom  God  wiH  confound,  those  he 
first  maddens. 

Nothing  could  exceed  the  bland  friendship, 
the  winning  manners,  and  the  frank  courtesy  of 
Sir  Henry.  He  said  but  little  about  what  was 
past ;  but  that  little  went  to  show  that  he  had 
been  blessed  with  the  hand  of  Caroline  Wad- 
dington  only  because  Bertram  had  rejected  that 
blessing  as  not  worthy  his  acceptance.  Great 
man  as  he  was,  he  almost  humbled  himself 
before  Bertram's  talent.  He  spoke  of  their 
mutual  connection  at  Hadley  as  thou^  they 
two  were  his  heirs  of  right,  and  as  though  their 
rights  were  equal ;  and  then  he  ended  by  beg- 
ging that  they  might  still  be  friends. 

**  Our  careers  must  be  widely  different,"  said 
Bertram,  somewhat  touched  by  his  ton^ ;  "  yours 
will  be  in  the  light ;  mine  must  be  in  the  dark;" 

"  Most  men  who  do  any  good  live  in  the 
dark  for  some  period  of  their  lives,"  said  Har- 
court.  "  I,  too,  have  had  my  dark  days,  and 
doubtless  shall  have  them  again;  but  neither 
with  you  nor  with  me  will  they  endure  long*"^ 

Bertram  thought  that  Harcourt  knew  nothing 
about  it,  and  sneered  when  the  successful  man 
talked  of  his  dark  days.  What  darkness  had 
his  mental  eyesight  ever  known?  We  are  all 
apt  to  think  when  our  days  are  dark  that  there 
is  no  darkness  so  dark  as  our  own. 

**  I  know  what  your  feelings  are,"  continued 
Sir  Henry ;  "  and  I  hope  you  will  forgive  vaa  i.^ 
/  speak  openly.    You  \\ave  xe^c^??^^  tv^sX.  \.^ 
meet  Caroline.     My  object  is  lo  Twa)«.^  ^ovi.^^'^ 
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^^^^^^bt  resolve.  It  is  my  object  and  hers 
^HHPMis  out  of  the  question  that  you  should 
Vteonttnue  to  Avoid  the  world.  Your  walk  in  life 
K  will  be  that  of  a  literary  roan;  but  nowadajrs 
Hlilerary  men  become   senators  and  statesroeo. 

■  They  have  liigh  rank,  are  nell  paid,  and  hold 
Htheir  own  boldly  against  men  of  meaner  capaci- 
Bttes.  This  is  the  career  that  we  both  foresee 
H'ftu  you ;  and  in  that  career  we  both  hope  to  be 
B  your  friends." 

■  So  spoke  the  great  advocate  with  sua^ve 
B  tloquence— with  eloquence  dangerously  suasive 
B  u  regarded  his  own  happiness.  But  In  truth 
B  this  man  knew  not  what  love  meant — not  that 
Blove  which  those  two  wretched  lovers  under- 
Bnoud  GO  well.  That  his  own  wife  was  cold  to 
*  him,  cold  as  ice — tli.it  he  well  knew,     'i'hat 

Bertram  had  flung  her  from  him  because  she 
had  been  cold  to  him — that  he  believed.  That 
he  himself  could  live  without  any  passionate 

»  love— that  he  acknowledged.  His  wife  was 
graceful  and  very  be.iutiful — ail  the  world  con- 
fessed that.  And  thus  Sir  Henry  was  con- 
tented. Those  honeymoon  days  had  indeed 
been  rather  dreary.  Once  or  twice  before  that 
labour  was  over  he  had  been  almost  tempted  to 
tell  her  tliat  he  had  paid  too  high  for  the  privi- 
lege  of  pressing  such  an  icicle  to  his  bosoi 
lliit  he  had  restrained  himself  ^  and  now  in  tl 
blaze  of  the  London  season,  pissing  his  moi 
ings  in  courts  of  law  and  his  evenings  in  tl  , 
House  of  Parliament,  he  flattered  himself  that  " 
he  was  a  happy  maa 
"Come  and  dine  witli  us  in  a  qii\e\.>Na."]  ■0\v«i 
day  after  to-morrow,"    said  Sii  fte&vi ,  "  a.-Qi 
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then  the  ice  will  be  broken."  George  Bertram 
said  that  he  would ;  and  from  that  moment  his 
studies  were  at  an  end. 

This  occurred  on  the  Monday.  The  invita- 
tion was  for  the  following  Wednesday.  Sir 
Henry  explained  that  from  some  special  cause 
he  would  be  relieved  from  parliamentary  attend- 
ance, at  any  rate  till  ten  o'clock;  that  at  the 
quiet  dinner  there  would  be  no  other  guests 
except  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Stistick,  and  Baron  Brawl, 
whose  wife  and  family  were  not  yet  in  town. 

"  You'll  like  the  baron,"  said  Harcourt ;  "  he's 
loud  and  arrogant,  no  doubt ;  but  he's  not  loud 
and  arrogant  about  nothing,  as  some  men  are. 
Stistick  is  a  bore.  Of  course  you  know  him. 
He's  member  for  Peterloo,  and  goes  with  us  on 
condition  that  somebody  listens  to  him  about 
once  a  week.   But  the  baron  will  put  him  down." 

"And  Mrs.,Stistick?"  said  George. 

"I  never  heard  of  her  till  yesterday,  and 
Caroline  has  gone  to  call  on  her  to-day.  It's 
rather  a  bore  for  her,  for  they  live  somewhere 
half-way  to  Harrow,  I  believe.  Half-past  seven. 
Good-bye,  old  fellow.  I  ought  to  have  been 
before  Baron  Brawl  at  Westminster  twenty 
minutes  since.  And  so  the  solicitor-general, 
rushing  out  from  the  Temple,  threw  himself 
into  a  cab ;  and  as  the  wheels  rattled  along  the 
Strand,  he  made  himself  acquainted  with  the* 
contents  of  his  brief. 

Why  should  Caroline  have  expressed  a  wish 
to  see  him  ?    That  was  the  thought  that  chiefly 
rested  in  Bertram's  mind  when  Sir  Henry  left 
him.     Why  should  it  be  an  6b\fecX.  \a  \vrx  \si 
force  a  meeting  between  hex  and  \iVKvl    "^  <^^^ 
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it  not  be  bettei  for  them  bolli  that  they  should 
be  as  far  as  the  poles  asunder. 

"  Well,"  he  said  to  himself,  "  if  it  be  no  diffi- 
culty to  her,  neither  shall  it  be  a  difficulty  to 

me.  She  is  strong-minded,  and  1  will  be  so  no 
IcsB.  I  will  go  and  meet  ber.  It  is  but  the 
first  plunge  that  gives  the  shock." 

And  tiius  he  closed  his  work,  and  sat  moodily 
thinking.  He  was  angry  with  her  in  that  she 
could  endure  to  see  him ;  hut,  alas !  half-pleased 
niso  that  she  should  wish  to  do  so.  He  had  no 
thought,  no  most  distant  thought,  that  she 
could  ever  now  be  more  to  him  than  the  wife 
of  an  Aciiuaintance  whom  he  did  not  love  too 
well-  Jiot  yet  there  was  in  his  heart  some  frag- 
ment of  half-satisfied  vanity  at  hearing  that  she 
(lid  look  forward  to  see  him  once  again. 

And  how  shall  we  speak  of  such  a  wish  on 
hot  part?  "CiMoUne,"  her  husband  had  said 
to  her  ttt  lirenkfast,  "  it  will  be  all  nonsense  for 
you  and  George  Bertram  to  keep  up  any  kind 
01  quftrrel.     I  hate  nonsense  of  that  sort" 

"  There  is  no  quarrel  between  us,"  she 
replied. 

"There  ought  to  be  none;  and  I  shall  get 
him  to  come  here." 

'I'he  colour  of  her  face  became  sUghdy  height- 
ened as  she  answered :  "  If  you  wish  it.  Sir 
•Henry,  and  he  wishes  it  also,  I  shall  not 
object." 

"  I  do  wish  it,  certainly.  I  think  it  abso- 
lutely necessary  as  regards  my  position  with 
yout  grandfather." 

"  Do  just  as  you  think  heat,"  said  his  wife. 
.Tras  thus  that  Lady  Haj:wMt.\a4  e^^w^i^ 
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her  desire  to  see  George  Bertram  at  her  house. 
Had  he  known  the  truth,  that  fragment  of  half- 
satisfied  vanity  would  have  been  but  small 

In  those  early  days  of  her  marriage,  Lady 
Harcourt  bore  her  triumphs  very  placidly.  She 
showed  no  great  elation  at  the  change  that  had 
come  over  her  life.  Her  aunt  from  Hadley 
was  frequently  with  her,  and  wondered  to  find 
her  so  little  altered,  or  rather,  in  some  respects, 
so  much  altered ;  for  she  was  more  consider- 
ate in  her  manner,  more  sparing  of  her  speech, 
much  less  inclined  to  domineer  now,  as  Lady 
Harcourt,  than  in  former  days  she  had  ever 
been  as  Caroline  Waddington.  She  went  con- 
stantly into  society,  and  was  always  much  con- 
sidered ;  but  her  triumphs  were  mainly  of  that 
quiet  nature  which  one  sometimes  sees  to  be 
achieved  with  so  little  effort  by  beautiful  women;. 
It  seemed  but  necessary  that  she  should  sit 
still,  and  sometimes  smile,  and  the  world  was 
ready  to  throw  itself  at  her  feet.  Nay,  the 
smile  was  but  too  often  omitted,  and  yet  the 
world  was  there.  ^ 

At  home,  though  more  employed,  she  wa» 
hardly  more  energetic.  Her  husband  told  her 
that  he  wished  his  house  to  be  noted  for  the 
pleasantness  of  his  dinner-parties,  and,  there- 
fore, she  studied  the  subject  as  a  good  child 
would  study  a  lesson.  She  taught  herself  what 
the  material  of  a  dinner  should  be,  she  satisfied 
herself  that  her  cook  was  good,  she  looked  to 
the  brilliancy  of  her  appointments,  and  did  her 
best  to  make  the  house  shine  brightly.  The 
house  did  shine,  and  on  the  whoW  Sax  "S^sxsr^ 
was  contented.    It  was  true  ftiaX.  \Cv&  m\fc  ^^ 
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not  talk  much ;  but  what  little  she  did  say  n 
said  with  a  sweet  manner  and  with  perfi 
grace.  She  was  always  dressed  with  care,  was 
always  beautiful,  was  always  ladylike.  Had 
not  Sir  Henry  reason  to  be  contented  ?  As  for 
talking,  he  could  do  that  himself. 

And  now  that  she  was  told  that  George  Ber- 
tram was  to  come  to  her  house,  she  did  not 
show  much  more  excitennent  at  the  tidings  than 
at  the  promised  advent  of  Mr.  Baron  Brawl. 
She  took  the  matter  with  such  indifference  that 
Sir  Henry,  at  least,  had  no  cause  for  jealousy. 
But  then  she  was  indifferent  about  everything. 
Nothing  seemed  to  wake  her  either  to  joy  or 
sorrow.  Sir  Henry,  perhaps,  was  contented; 
but  lovely,  ladylike,  attractive  as  she  was,  he 
sometimes  did  feel  almost  curious  lo  know 
whether  it  were  possible  to  rouse  this  doll  of 
his  to  any  sense  of  life  or  animation.  He  had 
thought,  nay,  almost  wished,  that  the  name  of 
her  old  lover  would  have  moved  her,  that  the 
idea  of  seeing  him  would  have  disturbed  her. 
But,  no;  one  name  was  the  same  to  her  as 
another.  She  had  been  told  to  go  and  call  on 
Mrs.  Stistick,  and  she  had  gone.  She  was  told 
to  receive  Mr.  Bertram,  and  she  was  quite  ready 
to  do  so.  Angels  from  heaven,  or  spirits  from 
below,  could  Sir  Henry  have  summoned  such 
to  his  table,  would  have  been  received  by  her 
with  equal  equanimity.  This  wiis  dutiful  on 
her  part,  and  naturally  satisfactory  to  a  husband 
inclined  to  be  somewhat  exigeant.  But  even 
duty  may  pal!  on  an  eHigeeut  husband,  and  a 
man  may  be  brought  to  wish  that  his  wife  would 
>  hi  01. 


A  Quiet  Little  Dinner     605 

But  on  this  occasion  Sir  Henry  had  no  such 
pleasure.  "  I  saw  Bertram  this  morning,"  he 
said,  when  he  went  home  for  five  minutes 
before  taking  his  seat  in  the  House  for  the 
night.    "  He's  to  be  here  on  Wednesday." 

"Oh,  very  well.  There  will  be  six,  then." 
She  said  no  more.  It  was  clear  that  the  dinner, 
and  that  only,  was  on  her  mind.  He  had  told 
her  to  be  careful  about  his  dinners,  and  there- 
fore could  not  complain.  But,  nevertheless, 
he  was  almost  vexed.  Don't  let  any  wife  think 
that  she  will  satisfy  her  husband  by  perfect 
obedience.  Overmuch  virtue  in  one's  neigh- 
bours is  never  satisfactory  to  us  sinners. 

But  there  were  moments  in  which  Lady  Har- 
court  could  think  of  her  present  life,  when  no 
eye  was  by  to  watch  her — no  master  there  to 
wonder  at  her  perfections.  Moments !  nay,  but 
there  were  hours,  and  hoiurs,  and  hours.  There 
were  crowds  of  hours;  slow,  dull,  lingering 
hours,  in  which  she  had  no  choice  but  to  think 
of  it  A  woman  may  see  to  her  husband's 
dinners  and  her  own  toilet,  and  yet  have  too 
much  time  for  thinking.  It  would  almost  have 
been  a  comfort  to  Lady  Harcourt  if  Sir  Henry 
could  have  had  a  dinner-party  every  day. 

How  should  she  bear  herself;  what  should 
she  say;  how  should  she  look  when  George 
Bertram  came  there  as  a  guest  to  her  house  ? 
How  could  he  be  so  cruel,  so  heartless,  so 
inhuman  as  to  come  there?  Her  path  was 
difficult  enough  for  her  poor  weary  feet  He 
must  know  that — should,  at  any  rate,  have 
known  it.  How  could  he  be  so  cruel  as  to  add 
this  great  stumblmg-block  to  her  otlier  perils? 
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The  Wednesday  came,  and  at  half-past  seven 
she  was  in  her  draw-iDg-room  as  beautiful  and 
as  dignified  as  ever.  She  had  a  peculiar  place 
of  her  own  in  the  corner  of  a  peculiar  sofa,  and 
there  she  lived.  It  was  her  goddess*  shrine, 
and  her  worshippers  came  and  did  reverence 
before  her.  None  came  and  sat  beside  her. 
Hers  was  not  that  gentle  fascination  which 
entices  men,  and  women  too,  to  a  near  prox- 
imity. Her  bow  ivas  very  gracious,  and  said 
much ;  but  "  noli  me  tangere "  was  part  of  its 
eloquence.  And  so  Baton  Brawl  found,  when 
on  entering  her  drawing-room  he  told  her  that 
the  fame  of  her  ciiarms  had  reached  his  ears, 
and  that  he  was  delighted  to  have  an  oppor- 
tunity of  making  her  acquaintance. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Stistick  were  the  nest  comers. 
Mrs.  Stistick  sat  herself  down  on  an  opposite 
sofa,  and  seemed  to  think  that  she  did  her  duty 
to  society  by  sitting  there.  And  so  she  did. 
Only  permit  her  so  to  sit,  and  there  was  no 
further  labour  in  entertaining  Mrs.  Stistick. 
She  was  a  large,  heavy  woman,  with  a  square 
forehead  and  a  square  chin,  and  she  had  brought 
Up  seven  children  most  successfully.  Now,  in 
these  days  of  her  husband's  parliamentary  pros- 
perity, she  was  carried  about  to  dinners ;  and 
in  her  way  she  enjoyed  them.  She  was  not  too 
shy  to  eat,  and  had  no  wish  whatever  either  to 
be  talked  to  or  to  talk.  To  sit  easily  on  a  sofa 
and  listen  to  the  buzz  of  voices  was  life  and 
society  to  her.  Perhaps  in  those  long  hours 
she  was  meditating  on  her  children's  frocks  or 
her  husband's  iinen.  Bui  VVie^  Tit\«  seemed 
to  be  loog  to  hei. 
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Mr.  Stistick  was  standing  on  the  rug  before 
the  fire,  preparing  for  his  first  onslaught  on 
Baron  Brawl,  when  the  servant  announced  Mr. 
Bertram. 

"Ah!  Bertram,  I'm  delighted  to  see  you," 
said  Sir  Henry ; — "  doubly  so,  as  dinner  is 
ready.  Judge,  you  know  my  friend  Bertram, 
by  name,  at  any  rate  ?  "  and  some  sort  of  half- 
introduction  was  performed. 

"He  who  moved  all  Oxford  from  its  pro- 
priety ? "  said  the  baron.  But  Bertram  neither 
saw  him  nor  heard  him.  Neither  his  eyes  nor 
his  ears  were  at  his  command. 

As  he  took  his  hosit's  proffered  •  hand,  he 
glanced  his  eyes  for  a  moment  round  the  room. 
There  she  sat,  and  he  had  to  speak  to  her  as 
best  he  might  At  his  last  interview  witli  her 
he  had  spoken  fireely  enough,  and  it  all  rushed 
now  upon  his  mind.  Then  how  little  he  had 
made  of  her,  how  lightly  he  had  esteemed  her ! 
Now,  as  she  sat  there  before  him  his  spirit 
acknowledged  her  as  a  goddess,  and  he  all  but 
feared  to  address  her.  His  face,  he  knew,  was 
hot  and  red ;  his  manner,  he  felt,  was  awkward. 
He  was  not  master  of  himself  and  when  such 
is  the  case  with  a  man,  the  fact  always  betrays 
itself. 

But  he  did  speak  to  her.  "  How  do  you  do, 
Lady  Harcourt?"  he  said,  and  he  put  his  hand 
out,  and  he  felt  the  ends  of  her  fingers  once 
more  within  his  own. 

And  she  spoke  too,  probably.     But  pretty 
women  can  say  almost  as  much  as  is  necessary 
on  such  occasions  as  this  without  o^mTiL^  ^ik^&vL 
lips.     IVhether  she  spoke,  ox  viVw^i'Cftet  ^^  ^^ 
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not,  it  was  the  same  to  him.  He  certainly  did 
not  hear  her.  But  her  fingers  did  touch  his 
hand,  her  eyes  did  rest  upon  his  face ;  and 
then,  in  that  moment  of  time,  he  thought  of 
Jerusalem,  of  the  Mount  of  Olives,  of  those 
rides  at  Liltlebath,  and  of  that  last  meeting, 
when  all,  alt  had  been  shattered  to  pieces. 

"  There  are  five  hundred  and  fifty-fivs  thou- 
sand male  children  between  the  ages  of  nine 
and  twelve,"  said  Mr.  Stistick,  pursuing  some 
wondrous  line  of  argument,  as  Bertram  turned 
himself  towards  the  fire. 

"What  a  iiDC  national  family!"  said  the 
baron.  "And  how  ashamed  I  feel  when  I 
bethink  myself  that  only  one  of  them  is  mine." 

"Dinner,  is  served,"  said  the  butler. 

" Mrs.* Stistick,  will  you  allow  me?"  said  Sir 
Henry.  And  then  in  half  a  minute  Bertrara 
found  himself  walking  down  to  dinner  wilh  the 
member  of  Parliament.  "  And  we  have  school 
accommodation  for  just  one  hundred  and  four- 
teen," continued  that  gentleman  on  the  stairs, 
"  Now,  will  you  tell  me  what  becomes  of  the 
Other  four  hundred  and  forty-one  ?  " 

Bertram  was  not  at  that  moment  in  a  con- 
dition to  give  him  any  information  on  the 
subject. 

"1  can  tell  you  about  the  one,"  said  the 
baron,  as  Sir  Henry  began  his  grace. 

"An  odd  thousand  is  nothing!"  said  Mr. 
Stistick,  pausing  for  a  second  till  the  grace  was 
over. 

The  judge  and  Mr.  Stistick  sat  at  Lady  Har- 
coun's  right  and  left,  so  that  ■BwVta.m  -fla?.  wdt. 
»ijed  upon  to  say  much,  to  'hei  6wt'\^?,  &wweiT. 
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The  judge  talked  incessantly,  and  so  did  the 
member  of  Parliament,  and  so  also  did  the 
solicitor-general.  A  party  of  six  is  always  a 
talking  party.  Men  and  women  are  not  formed 
into  pairs,  and  do  not  therefore  become  dumb. 
Each  person's  voice  makes  another  person 
emulous,  and  the  difficulty  felt  is  not  as  to 
what  one  shall  say,  but  how  one  shall  get  it  in. 
Ten,  and  twelve,  and  fourteen  are  the  silent 
numbers. 

Every  now  and  again  Harcourt  endeavoured 
to  make  Bertram  join  in  the  conversation ;  and 
Bertram  did  make  some  faint  attempts.  He 
essayed  to  answer  some  of  Mr.  Stistick's  very 
difficult  inquiries,  and  was  even  roused  to  parry 
some  raillery  from  the  judge.  But  he  was  not 
himself;  and  Caroline,  who  could  not  but  watch 
him  narrowly  as  she  sat  there  in  her  silent 
beauty,  saw  that  he  was  not  so.  She  arraigned 
him  in  her  mind  for  want  of  courage ;  but  had 
he  been  happy,  and  noisy,  and  light  of  heart,  she 
would  probably  have  arraigned  him  for  some 
deeper  sin. 

"As  long  as  the  matter  is  left  in  the  hands 
of  the  parents,  nothing  on  earth  will  be  done," 
said  Mr.  Stistick. 

**  That's  what  I  have  always  said  to  Lady 
Brawl,"  said  the  judge. 

**And  it's  what  I  have  said  to  Lord  John; 
and  what  I  intend  to  say  to  him  again.  Lord 
John  is  all  very  well " 

"Thank  you,  Stistick.  I  am  glad,  at  any 
rate,  to  get  as  much  as  that  from  you,"  said  the 
solicitor. 

''Lord  John  is  all  very  NveWJ'  cc^>lvk^^^  ^^ 
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member,  not  altogetlier  liking  the  interruption  J 
"  but  there  is  only  one  man  in  the  country  who 
thoroughly  understands  the  subject,  and  who  is 
able " 

"And  I  don't  see  the  slightest  probability  of 
finding  a  second,"  said  the  judge. 

"And  who  is  able  to  make  himself  heard." 

"  What  do  you  say,  Lady  Harcourt,"  asked 
the  baron,  "as  to  the  management  of  a  school 
with — ^how  many  millions  of  them,  Mr.  Siis- 
lick?" 

"Five  hundred  and  fifiy-five  thousand  male 
children " 

"  Suppose  we  say  boys,"  said  tlie  judge. 

"  Boys  ?  "  asked  Mr,  Stistick,  not  quite  under- 
standing him,  but  rather  disconcerted  by  the 
familiarity  of  the  word. 

"  Well,  I  suppose  tliey  must  be  boys  j — at  least 
the  most  of  them." 

"They  are  all  from  nine  to  twelve,  I  say," 
continued  Mr.  Stistick,  completely  bewildered. 

"  Oh,  that  alters  the  question,"  said  the  j  udge, 

"  Not  at  all,"  said  Mr.  Stistick.  "  There  is 
accommodation  for  only " 

"Well,  we'll  ask  Lady  Harcourt.  What  do 
you  say,  Lady  Harcourt?" 

Lady  Harcourt  felt  herself  by  no  means  in- 
clined to  enter  into  the  joke  on  either  side ;  so 
she  said,  with  her  gravest  smile,  "  I'm  sure  Mr. 
Stistick  understands  very  well  what  he's  talking 
about," 

"  What  do  you  say,  ma'am  ?  "  said  the  judge, 
turning  round  to  the  lady  on  his  left. 

"  Mr.  Stistick  is  a^wajs  i:ig,\\\.  o-n  such  matters," 
said  the  lady. 
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"  See  what  it  is  to  have  a  character.  It 
absolutely  enables  one  to  upset  the  laws  of 
human  nature.  But  still  I  do  say,  Mr.  Solicitor, 
that  the  majority  of  them  were  probably  boys.** 

"Boys I"  exclaimed  the  member  of  Parfia- 
ment.  "Boys!  I  don't  think  you  can  have 
understood  a  word  that  we  have  been  saying." 

"  I  don't  think  I  have,"  said  the  baron. 

"  There  are  five  hundred  and  fifty-five  thour 
sand  male  children  between "  « 

"Oh— h— h!  male  chUdren!  Ah— h—h} 
Now  I  see  the  difference;  I  beg  your  pardon; 
Mr.  Stistick,  but  I  really  was  very  stupid.  And 
you  mean  to  explain  all  this  to  Lord  John  in 
the  present  session  ?  " 

"But,  Stistick,  who  is  the  one  man?''  said 
Sir  Henry. 

"The  one  man  is  Lord  Boanerges.  He,  I 
believe,  is  the  only  man  living  whd  really  under- 
stands the  social  wants  of  this  kingdom." 

"And  everything  else  also,"  sneered  the 
baron.  The  baron  always  sneered  at  clever- 
ness that  was  extemalto  his  own  profession, 
especially  when  exhibited  by  one  who,  like  the 
noble  lord  named,  should  have  confined  his 
efforts  to  that  profession^ 

**So  Boanerges  is  to  take  in  hand  these  male 
children  ?  And  very  fitting,  too ;  he  was  made 
to  be  a  schoolmaster." 

"  He  is  the  first  man  of  the  age ;  don't  you 
think  so,  Sir  Henry  ?  " 

**  He  was,  certainly,  when  he  was  on  the 
woolsack,"  said    Sir    Henry.      "That    is  the 
normal  position  always  assumed  Vyj  'Ccvfc  %«^^* 
man  of  his  age  in  this  cosXi\ril\         •  "'  ' 
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Though  some  of  ihem  when  there  do  htd< 
iheir  lights  under  a  bushel,"  said  the  judge. 

"  He  is  the  first  law  reformer  that  perhaps 
ever  hved,"  said  Mr.  Sdstick,  enthusiasticall)-. 

"  And  I  hope  will  be  the  last  in  my  time," 
said  his  enemy. 

"  I  hope  he  will  live  to  complete  his  work," 
said  the  politician. 

"  Then  Methuselah  will  be  a  child  to  hira,  and 
Jared  and  Lamech  little  babies,"  said  the  judge. 

"In  such  case  he  has  got  his  work  before 
him,  certainly,"  said  Mr.  Solicitor, 

And  so  the  battle  was  kept  up  between  them, 
and  George  Bertram  and  Lady  Harcourt  sat  by 
and  listened ;  or  more  probably,  perhaps,  sat 
by  and  did  not  listen. 

But  when  her  ladyship  and  Mrs.  Stistick  had 
retreated — Oh,  my  readers,  fancy  what  that 
next  hour  must  have  been  to  Caroline  Har- 
court ! — How  Gothic,  how  barbarous  are  we 
still  in  our  habits,  in  that  we  devote  our  wives 
to  such  wretchedness  as  that  1  0,  lady,  has  it 
ever  been  your  lot  to  sit  out  sucli  hour  as  that 
with  some  Mrs.  Stistick,  who  would  neither  talk, 
nor  read,  nor  sleep;  in  whose  company  you 
could  neither  talk,  nor  read,  nor  yet  sleep  ?  And 
il  such  has  been  your  lot,  have  you  not  asked 
yourself  why  in  this  civilized  country,  in  this 
civilized  century,  you  should  be  doomed  to 
such  a  senseless,  sleepless  purgatory  ?— But 
when  they  are  gone,  and  when  the  judge, 
radiant  with  fun  and  happiness,  hastened  to  fill 
his  claret  beaker,  then  Bertram  by  degrees 
thawed,  and  began  to  feel  that  after  all  the 
irorld  was  perljaps  not  yet  dcaA  aionai  \ttCQ. 
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"  Well,  Mr.  Stistick,"  said  the  baron ;  "  if  Sir 
Henry  will  allow  us,  we'll  drink  Lord  Boanerges." 

"  With  all  my  heart,"  said  Mr.  Stistick.  "  He 
is  a  man  of  whom  it  may  be  said " 

"  That  no  man  knew  better  on  which  side  his- 
bread  was  buttered." 

"  He  is  buttering  the  bread  of  millions  upon 
millions,"  «aid  Mr.  Stistick. 

**0r  doing  better  stilV  said  Bertram;  "en- 
abling them  to  butter  their  own.  Lord  Boan- 
erges is  probably  the  only  public  man  of  this 
day  who  will  be  greater  in  a  hundred  years  than 
he  is  now." 

"  Let  us  at  any  rate  hope,"  said  the  baron, 
"  that  he  will  at  that  time  be  less  truculent." 

"  I  can't  agree  with  you,  Bertram,"  said  Sir 
Henry.  "I  consider  we  are  fertile  in  states- 
men. Do  you  think  that  Peel  will  be  forgotten 
in  a  hundred  years  ?  "  This  was  said  with  the 
usual  candour  of  a  modem  turncoat.  For  Sir 
Henry  had  now  deserted  Peel. 

"  Almost,  I  should  hope,  by  that  time,"  said 
Bertram.  '^  He  will  have  a  sort  of  a  niche  in 
history,  no  doubt;  as  has  Mr,  Perceval,  who 
did  so  much  to  assist  us  in  the  war ;  and  Lord 
Castlereagh,  who  carried  the  Union.  They 
also  were  heaven-sent  ministers,  whom  Acheron 
has  not  as  yet  altogether  swallowed  up." 

"And  Boanerges,  you  think,  will  escape 
Libitina  ?  " 

"  If  the  spirit  of  the  age  will  allow  immor- 
tality to  any  man  of  these  days,  I  think  he  wilL 
But  I  doubt  whether  public  opinion,  as  now 
existing,  will  admit  of  hero-worship." 

"Public  opinion  is  the  best  s2Lfe^>aax^  Vst  ^ 
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great  man's  great  name,"  said  Mr.  Stistick,  mth   1 
intense  reliance  on  the  civilization  of  his  o«ii 
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"  Quite  true,  sir ;  quite  true,"  said  the  baroo, 
. — "for  the  space  of  twenty- four  hours." 

Then  followed  a  calm,  and  then  cofTcev  After 
that,  the  solicitor-general,  looking  at  his  watch, 
marched  off  impetuous  to  the  House.  "  Judge," 
he  said,  "I  know  you  will  excuse  me;  for  you, 
too,  have  been  a  slave  in  your  time :  but  yoa 
wiU  go  up  to  Lady  Harcourt;  Bertrain,  yott 
will  not  be  forgiven  if  you  do  not  go  upstairs," 

Bertram  did  go  upstairs,  that  he  might  not 
appear  to  be  unmanly,  as  he  said  to  himselfjin 
slinking  out  of  the  house.  He  did  go  upstaii^ 
for  one  quarter  of  an  hour. 

But  the  baron  did  not.  For  him,  it  may  be 
presumed,  his  club  had  charms.  Bilr.  Stistick, 
however,  did  do  so  ;  he  had  to  hand  Mrs,  Stis- 
tick down  from  that  elysium  which  she  had  so 
exquisitely  graced.  He  did  hand  her  down; 
and  then  for  five  minutes  George  Bertram  found 
himself  once  more  alone  with  Caroline  Wad- 
din  gton. 

"  Good-night,  Lady  Harcourt,"  he  said,  again 
essaying  to  take  her  hand.  This  and  his  other 
customary  greeting  was  all  that  he  had  yet 
spoken  to  her. 

J'  Good-night,  Mr.  Bertram."  At  last  her 
voice  faltered,  at  last  her  eye  fell  to  the  ground, 
at  last  her  hand  trembled.  Had  she  stood  firm 
through  this  trial  all  might  have  been  well ;  but 
though  she  could  bear  herself  right  manfully 
before  stranger  eyes,  she  could  not  alone  sup- 
jfon  his  gaze;  one  toudi  oi  venit-vnt^s,  cw.^ 
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sign  of  weakness  was  enough — and  that  touch 
was  there,  that  sign  she  gave^ 

"  We  are  cousins  still,  ^re  we  not  ?  "  said  he. 

"  Yes,  we  are  cousins-^I  suppose  so." 

"And  as  cousins  we  need  not  hate  each 
other?" 

"Hate  each  other!"  and  she  shuddered  as 
she  spoke;  "oh,  no,  I  hope  there  is  no 
hatred ! " 

He  stood  there  silent  for  a  moment,  looking, 
not  at  her,  but  at  the  costly  ornaments  which 
stood  at  the  foot  of  the  huge  pier-glass  over  the 
fireplace.  Why  did  he  not  go  now  ?  why  did 
he  stand  there  silent  and  thoughtful?  why — 
why  was  he  so  cruel  to  her  ? 

"  I  hope  you  are  happy.  Lady  Harcourt,-*  at 
last  he  said. 

There  was  almost  a  savage  sternness  m  her 
face  as  she  made  an  effort  to  suppress  her  feel- 
ings. "  Thank  you — ^yes,"  she  said ;  and  then 
she  added,  "  I  never  was  a  believer  in  much 
happiness." 

And  yet  he  did  not  go.  '*We  have  met 
now,"  he  said,  after  another  pause. 

"Yes,  we  have  met  now;"  and  she: even 
attempted  to  smile  as  she  answered  him. 

"  And  w^  need  not  be  strangers  ?  "  Then 
there  was  again  a  pause ;  for  at  first  she  had  no 
answer  ready.  "Is  it  needful  that  we  should 
be  strangers  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  I  suppose  not ;  no ;  not  if  Sir  Henry  wishes 
it  otherwise." 

And  then  he  put  out  his  hand,  and  wishing 
her  good-night  a  second  time,  he  >n^tv\* 

For  the  next  hour,  Lady  Haico>axX.  ^^X  ^^^^ 
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looking  at  the  smouldering  fire.  "  Quos  Deus 
vult  perdere,  prius  deraentaC,"  Not  in  such 
language,  but  with  some  such  thought,  did  she 
pass  judgment  on  the  wretched  folly  of  Tiff 
husband. 
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Two  days  after  the  dinner,  George  B« 
called  in  Eaton  Square  and  saw  Lady  Harcouitj 
but,  as  it  happened,  she  was  not  alone.  Their 
iotetview  on  this  occasion  was  not  in  any  great 
degree  embarrassing  to  either  of  them.  He  did 
not  stay  long ;  and  as  strangers  were  present, 
he  was  able  to  talk  freely  on  indifferent  subjects. 
Lady  Hatcouit  probably  did  not  talk  much,  but 
she  looked  as  though  she  did. 

And  then  Adela  Gauntlet  came  up  to  town 
for  a  month;  and  George,  though  he  was  on 
three  or  four  occasions  in  Eaton  Square,  never 
saw  Caroline  alone ;  but  he  became  used  to 
seeing  her  and  being  with  her.  The  strangeness 
of  their  meeting  wore  itself  away :  he  could 
speak  to  her  without  reserve  on  the  common 
matters  of  life,  and  found  that  he  had  intetise 
delight  in  doing  so. 

Adela  Gauntlet  was  present  at  all  these  inter- 
views, and  in  her  heart  of  hearts  condemned 
Ihera  bitterly  ;  but  she  could  say  nothing  to 
Caroline.  They  hai  bce,n  ineais.— leaV  ftleTids  -, 
■      Caroline  vis  now  aVmoa^  V>!«.ft  s'tnT^ava'aBg. 
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This  visit  of  Adela's  had  been  a  long  promise — 
yes,  very  long;  for  the  visit,  when  first  pro- 
mised, was  to"  have  been  made  to  Mrs.  Bertram. 
One  knows  how  these  promises  still  live  on. 
Caroline  had  pressed  it  even  when  she  felt  that 
Adela's  presence  could  no  longer  be  of  comfort 
to  her;  and  Adela  would  not  now  refuse,  lest 
in  doing  so  she  might  seem  to  condemn.  But 
she  felt  that  Caroline  Harcourt  could  never  be 
to  her  what  Caroline  Bertram  would  have  been. 

Lady  Harcourt  did  whatever  in  her  lay  to 
amuse  .her  guest ;  but  Adela  was  one  who  did 
not  require  much  amusing.  Had  there  been 
friendship  between  her  and  her  friend,  the  month 
would  have  run  by  all  too  quickly;  but,  as  it 
was,  before  it  was  over  she  wished  herself  again 
even  at  Littlebath. 

Bertram  dined  there  twice,  and  once  went 
with  them  to  some  concert.  He  met  them  in 
the  Park,  and  called;  and  then  there  was  a 
great  evening  gathering  in  Eaton  Square,  and 
he  was  there.  Caroline  was  careful  on  all  occa- 
sions to  let  her  husband  know  when  she  met 
Bertram,  and  he  as  often,  in  some  shape,  ex- 
pressed his  satisfaction. 

'*  He'll  marry  Adela  Gauntlet ;  you'll  see  if 
he  does  not,"  he  said  to  her,  after  one  of  their 
dinners  in  Eaton  Square.  "  She  is  very  pretty, 
very ;  and  it  will  be  all  very  nice ;  only  I  wish 
that  one  of  them  had  a  little  money  to  go  on 
with." 

Caroline  answered  nothing  to  this :  she  never 
did  make  him  any  answers  ;  but  sh^  feVx.  ^^^ 
sure  In  her  own  heart  that  \\e  wovA^  t^qX  xQarr^ 
Adela  Gauntlet     And  had  she  coxil^^'&e^  ^^^ 
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truth  to  herself,  would  she  have  wished  him  to 
do  so? 

Adela  saw  and  disapproved;  she  saw  muclt 
and  could  not  but  disapprove  of  all.  She  saw 
that  there  was  very  little  sympathy  between  the 
husband  and  wife,  and  that  that  little  was  not 
on  the  increase. — Very  little  !  nay,  but  was  tber^ 
any?  Caroline  did  not  say  much  of  her  lot  in 
life ;  hut  the  few  words  that  did  fall  from  her 
seemed  to  be  fiill  of  scorn  for  all  that  she  had 
around  her,  and  for  him  who  had  given  it  all. 
She  seemed  to  say,  "  There — this  is  that  for 
which  1  have  striven — these  ashes  on  which  T 
now  step,  and  sleep,  and  feed,  which  are  gritty 
between  my  teeth,  and  foul  to  my  touch !  See, 
here  is  my  reward  1  Do  you  not  honour  me  for 
having  won  it?" 

And  then  it  appeared  that  Sir  Henry  Harcourt 
had  already  learned  how  to  assume  the  cross 
brow  of  a  captious  husband;  that  llie  sharp 
word  was  already  spoken  on  light  occasions — 
spoken  without  cause  and  listened  to  with 
apparent  indifference.  Even  before  Adela  such 
words  were  spoken,  and  then  Caroline  would 
smile  bitterly,  and  turn  her  face  towards  her 
friend,  as  though  she  would  say,  "  See,  see  what 
it  is  to  be  the  wife  of  so  fine  a  man,  so  great  a 
man  1  What  a  grand  malch  have  I  not  made 
for  myself ! "  But  though  her  looks  spoke  thus, 
no  word  of  complaint  fell  from  her  lips — and 
no  word  of  confidence. 

We  have  said  that  Sir  Henry  seemed  to  en- 
courag'e  these  visits  ^\\\c\v  Barttatn  made  to 
Eaton  Square ;  and  for  a  Vvma  'Vie  S\i  ■=o— x^-t 

"     time  of  that  large  cvemB^-^MV-i  Mi^^ 
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was  given  just  before  Adela's  return  to  Little- 
bath.  But  on  that  evening,  Adela  thought  she 
saw  a  deeper  frown  than  usual  on  the  brows  of 
the  solicitor-general,  as  hfe'  turned  his  eyes  to  a 
couch  on  which  his  lovely  wife  was  sitting,  and 
behind  which  George  Bertram  was  standing,  but 
so  standing  that  he  (X)uld  speak  and  she  could 
hear. 

And  then  Adela  bethought  herself,  that  though 
she  could  say  nothing  to  Caroline,  it  might  not 
be  equally  impossible  to  say  something  to  Ber- 
tram. There  had  been  between  them  a  sort  of 
confidence,  and  if  there  was  any  one  to  whom 
Adela.  could  now  speak  freely,  it  was  to  him. 
They  each  knew  something  of  each  other's 
secrets,  and  each  of  them,  at  least,  trusted  the 
other. 

But  this,  if  it  be  done  at  all,  must  be  done  on 
that  evening.  There  was  no  probability  that 
they  would  meet  again  before  her  departure. 
This  was  the  only  house  in  which  they  did  meet, 
and  here  Adela  had  no  wish  to  see  him  more. 

"  I  am  come  to  say  good-bye  to  you,"  she 
said,  the  first  moment  she  was  able  to  speak  to 
him  alone. 

"To  say  good-bye!  Is  your  visit  over  so 
soon  ?  " 

"  I  go  on  Thursday." 

"  Well,  I  shall  see  you  again,  for  I  shall  come 
on  purpose  to  make  my  adieux." 

"  No,  Mr.  Bertram ;  do  not  do  that." 

"  But  I  certainly  shall." 

"  No; "  and  she  put  out  het  \\Wi"&  \iaccL^^  ^x!l^ 
gently — oh  I  so  gently — ^toucVve^  \\\s  ^xxx\. 

'And  why  not  ?    Why  shouW.  \  xvoV  ca^cs^fc  "^^ 
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see  you  ?    I  have  not  so  many  friends  that  I* 
afford  to  lose  you." 

"  You  shall  not  lose  me,  nor  would  I  willinglj 
lose  yoii.     But,  Mr.  Bertram    ■  ■  " 

"  Well,  Miss  Gauntlet  ?  ■' 

"  Are  you  right  to  be  here  at  all  ?  " 

The  whole  tone,  and  temper,  and  character 
of  bis  face  altered  as  he  answered  her  quicUj 
and  sharply — "If  not,  the  fault  hes  with  Sir 
Henry  Harcourt,  who,  with  some  pertinacity, 
induced  me  to  come  here.  But  why  is  it  wrong 
that  I  should  be  here  ? — foolish  it  may  be." 

"  That  is  what  I  mean.  I  did  not  say  wrong ; 
did  I?     Do  not  think  that  I  imagine  evil," 

"It  may  be  foolish,"  continued  Bertram,  as 
though  he  had  not  heard  her  last  words.  "  But 
if  so,  the  foliy  has  been  his." 

"  if  he  is  foolish,  is  that  reason  why  you  should 
not  be  wise  ?  " 

"And  what  is  it  you  fear,  Adela?  What  is 
the  injury  that  will  come?  Will  it  be  to  me,  or 
to  her,  or  to  Harcourt? " 

"  No  injury,  no  real  injury — I  am  sure  of  that. 
But  may  not  unhappiness  come  of  it?  Does  it 
seem  to  you  that  she  is  happy  ?  " 

"Happy!  Which  of  us  is  happy?  Which  of 
us  is  not  utterly  wretched  ?  She  is  as  happy  as 
you  are  ?  and  Sir  Henry,  1  have  no  doubt,  is  as 
happy  as  I  am." 

"In  what  you  say,  Mr.  Bertram,  you  do  me 
injustice  ;  I  am  not  unhappy." 

"Are  you  not?  then  I  congratulate  you  on 
getting  over  the  troMblcs  cousei^aeiit  oa  a.  true 
heart." 
^Ubcdid   not  mean  m  anv  ^a^j  • 
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myself;  I  have  cares,  regrets,  and  sorrows,  as 
have  most  of  us ;  but  I  have  no  cause  of  miserj 
which  I  cannot  assuage." 

"Well,  you  are  fortunate;  that  is  all  I  can 
say." 

"  But  Caroline  I  can  see  is  not  happy ;  and, 
Mr.  Bertram,  I  fear  that  your  coming  here  wiH 
not  make  her  more  so.** 

She  had  said  her  little  word,  meaning  it  so 
well.  But  perhaps  she  had  done  more  harm 
than  good.  He  did  not  come  again  to  Eaton 
Square  till  after  she  was  gone ;  but  very  shortly 
after  that  he  did  so. 

Adela  had  seen  that  short,  whispered  con- 
versation between  Lady  Harcourt  and  Bertram 
— that  moment,  as  it  were,  of  confidence ;  and 
so,  also,  had  Sir  Henry ;  and  yet  it  had  been 
but  for  a  moment. 

**Lady  Harcourt,"  Bertram  had  said,  "how 
well  you  do  this  sort  of  thing  1 " 

"Do  I?"  she  answered.  "Well,  one  ought 
to  do  something  well." 

**  Do  you  mean  to  say  that  your  excellence  is 
restricted  to  this?" 

"  Pretty  nearly ;  such  excellence  as  there  is.'* 

"I  should  have  thought "  and  then  he 

paused. 

"You  are  not  coming  to  reproach  me,  I 
hope,"  she  said. 

"Reproach  you,  Lady  Harcourt!  No;  my 
reproaches,  silent  or  expressed,  never  fall  on 
vour  head." 

"Then  you  must  be  much  altered \"  ^xnjI'v^ 
she  said  these  last  words,  Vn  -^V^X  ^^&\Nax^ 
more  than  a  whisper,  she  sacw  ^qpka  \».^  "^^ 
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distant  part  of  the  room  to  whom  some  attei 
might  be  considered  to  be  due,  and  rising  fi 
her  seat  she  walked  away  across  the  room.     It 
was  veiy  shortly  after  that  Adda  had  spoken  to 

For  many  a  long  and  bitter  day,  Bertram  had 
persuaded  liimself  that  she  had  not  really  loved 
him.  He  had  doubted  it  when  she  had  first 
toid  him  so  calmly  that  it  was  necessary  that 
their  marriage  should  be  postponed  for  years; 
he  had  doubted  il  much  when  he  found  her,  if 
not  happy,  at  least  contented  under  that  post- 
ponement ;  doubt  had  become  almost  certainty 
when  he  learnt  that  she  discussed  his  merits  with 
such  a  one  as  Henry  Harcourt ;  but  on  that  day, 
at  Richmond,  when  he  discovered  that  the  very 
secrets  of  his  heart  were  made  subject  of  con- 
fidential conversation  with  tliis  man,  he  had 
doubted  it  no  longer.  Then  he  had  gone  to 
her,  and  his  reception  proved  to  him  that  his 
doubts  had  been  too  weU  founded — his  certainty 
only  too  sure.  And  so  he  had  patted  with  her — 
as  we  all  know, 

But  now  he  began  to  doubt  his  doubts — to  be 
less  certain  of  his  certainly.  That  she  did  not 
much  love  Sir  Henry,  that  was  very  apparent ; 
that  she  could  not  listen  to  his  slightest  word 
without  emotion — that,  too,  he  could  perceive  ; 
that  Adela  conceived  that  she  still  loved  him, 
and  that  his  presence  there  was  therefore  danger- 
ous— that  also  had  been  told  to  him.  Was  it 
then  possible  that  he,  loving  this  woman  as  he 
did — shaving  never  ceased  in  his  love  for  one 
moment,  having  still  loved  \ieT  ■«i.&  ^is  -siVuXfe 
iieazt,  his  whole  strength — &alta'\iaAfta.-a^''ftaK 
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from  him  while  her  heart  was  still  his  own? 
Could  it  be  that  she,  during  their  courtship, 
should  have  seemed  so  cold  and  yet  had  loved 
him? 

A  thousand  times  he  had  reproached  her  in 
his  heart  for  being  worldly  5  but  now  the  world 
seemed  to  have  no  charms  for  her.  A  thousand 
times  he  had  declared  that  she  cared  only  for 
the  outward  show  of  things,  but  these  outward 
shows  were  now  wholly  indifferent  to  her.  That 
they  in  no  degree  contributed  to  her  happiness, 
or  even  to  her  contentment,  that  was  made 
manifest  enough  to  him. 

And  then  these  thoughts  drove  him  wild,  and 
he  began  to  ask  himself  whether  there  could  be 
yet  any  comfort  in  the  fact  that  she  had  loved 
him,  and  perhaps  loved  him  still.  The  motives 
by  which  men  are  actua.ted  in  their  conduct 
are  not  only  various,  but  mixed.  As  Bertram 
thought  in  this  way  concerning  Lady  Harcourt — 
the  Caroline  Waddington  that  had  once  belonged 
to  himself^— he  proposed  to  himself  no  scheme 
of  infamy,  no  indulgence  of  a  disastrous  love, 
no  ruin  for  her  whom  the  world  now  called  so 
fortunate;  but  he  did  think  that,  if  she  still 
loved  him,  it  would  be  pleasant  to  sit  and  talk 
with  her ;  pleasant  to  feel  some  warmth  in  her 
hand ;  pleasant  that  there  should  be  some  con- 
fidence in  her  voice.  And  so  he  resolved — butj 
no,  there  was  no  resolve ;  but  he  alfowed  it  to 
come  to  pass  that  his  intimacy  in  Eaton  Square 
should  not  be  dropped. 

And  then  he  bethought  himself  of  tke.  t^w5l 

which  his  friend  Harcoutl  Vva^  ^^^e^  \xv  "^jkni^ 

matter,  and  speculated  as  lo  \vo^  ^(Jcv^X.^^^'^'^^^^^ 
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fellow  had  cheated  him  out  of  his  wife.  What 
Adela  had  said  might  be  very  true,  but  why 
should  he  regard  Sir  Henry's  happiness?  why 
regard  any  man's  happiness,  or  any  woman's? 
Who  had  regarded  him  ?  So  he  hired  a  horse, 
and  rode  in  the  Park  when  he  knew  Lady  Har- 
court  would  be  there,  dined  with  Baron  Brawl 
because  Lady  Harcourt  was  to  dine  there,  and 
went  to  a  ball  at  Mrs.  Madden's  for  the  same 
reason.  All  which  the  solicitor-general  now 
saw,  and  did  not  press  his  friend  to  lake  a  part 
at  any  more  of  liis  little  dinners. 

What  may  have  passed  on  the  subject  between 
Sir  Henry  and  his  wife  cannot  be  said.  A  man 
does  not  willingly  accuse  his  wife  of  even  the 
first  germ  of  infidelity  j  does  not  willingly  sug- 
gest to  her  that  any  one  is  of  more  moment  to 
her  than  himself.  It  is  probable  that  his  brow 
became  blacker  than  it  had  been,  that  his  words 
were  less  courteous,  and  his  manner  less  kind ; 
but  of  Bertram  himself  it  may  be  presumed 
that  he  said  nothing.  It  might,  however,  have 
been  easy  for  Caroline  to  perceive  that  he  no 
longer  wished  to  have  his  old  friend  at  his 
house. 

At  Mrs.  Madden's  ball,  Bertram  asked  her  to 
dance  with  him,  and  she  did  stand  up  for  a 
quadrille,  Mr.  Madden  was  a  rich  young  man, 
in  Parliament,  and  an  intimate  friend  both  of 
Sir  Henry's  and  of  Bertram's.  Caroline  had 
danced  with  him^ — being  her  first  performance 
of  that  nature  since  her  marriage;  and  having 
done  so,  she  could  not,  as  she  said  to  herself, 

fuse  Mr.  Eertram.  So  ttie^  s^-wA  -a-^  ■,  ^-ai 
busy  solidtofg&aenl,  viW  ft\io-«ft4.  'imfis^iS. 
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for  five  minutes  in  the  room,  saw  them  moving, 
hand-in-hand  together,  in  the  figure  of  the 
dance.  And  as  he  so  moved,  Bertram  himself 
could  hardly  believe  in  the  reality  of  his  position. 
What  if  any  one  had  prophesied  to  him  three 
months  since  that  he  would  be  dancing  with 
Caroline  Harcourt  I 

"  Adela  did  not  stay  with  you  long,"  said  he, 
as  they  were  standing  still. 

"  No,  not  very  long.  I  do  not  think  she  is 
fond  of  London ; "  and  then  they  were  again 
silent  till  their  turn  for  dancing  was  over. 

"No;  I  don't  think  she  is,"  said  Bertram, 
"nor  am  I.  I  should  not  care  if  I  were  to 
leave  it  for  ever.  Do  you  like  London,  Lady 
Harcourt  ?  " 

"Oh,  yes;  as  well  as  any  other  place.  I 
don't  think  it  much  signifies — London  or  Little- 
bath,  or  New  Zealand." 

They  were  then  both  silent  for  a  moment, 
till  Bertram  again  spoke,  with  an  effort  that 
was  evident  in  his  voice. 

"  You  used  not  to  be  so  indifferent  in  such 
matters." 

"  Used ! " 

"  Has  all  the  world  so  changed  that  nothing 
is  any  longer  of  any  interest  ?  " 

"The  world  has  changed,^  certainly — ^with 
me. 

"  And  with  me  also,  Lady  Harcourt.  The 
world  has  changed  with  both  of  us.  But 
Fortune,  while  she  has  been  crushing  me,  has 
been  very  kind  to  you." 

"Has  she  ?    Well,  per\iaps  ^\ie  V-bl^ — ^^s^mA-i 
at  any  rate,  as  I  deserve,    Bxil  '^om  Ta»:j  ^>^  "^"^^ 
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Bof  this — I  do  not  complain  of  her."     And  then 

B^ey  were  again  silent. 

B  '  "  I  wonder  whether  you  ever  think  of  old 

KdaysP"  he  said,  after  a  pause. 

B^  "  At  any  rate,  I  never  talk   of  them,  Mr. 

^^ertram." 

B    "  No ;  I  suppose  not     One  sliould  nol  talk 

■of  them.    But  out  of  a  full  heart  the  mouth  will 

fspeak.  Constant  thoughts  will  break  forth  in 
words.  There  is  nothing  else  left  to  me  of 
which  I  can  think." 

Any  one  looking  at  her  face  as  she  answered 
him  would  have  little  dreamed  how  much  was 
passing  through  her  mind,  how  much  was 
weighing  on  her  heart.  She  commanded  not 
only  her  features,  but  even  her  colour,  and  the 
motion  of  her  eyes.  No  anger  flashed  from 
them ;  there  was  no  blush  of  indignation  as  she 
answered  him  in  that  crowded  room.  And  yet 
her  words  were  indignant  enough,  and  there 
was  anger,  too,  in  that  low  tone  which  reached 
his  ear  so  plainly,  but  which  reached  no  further. 
"  And  whose  doing  has  this  been  ?  Why  i 
it  that  I  may  not  think  of  past  times  ?  Why  is 
it  that  all  thought,  all  memories  are  denied  'I  ^ 
me?  Who  was  it  that  broke  the  cnp  Rt  t' 
very  fountain?  " 
"Wash  I?" 

"  Did  you  ever  think  of  your  prayers  ?    '  For- 
give us  our  trespasses.'     But  you,  in  your  pride 
— ^you  could   forgive  nothing.     And  now   you 
dare  to  twit  me  with  my  fortune!" 
"  Lady  Harcourt  I " 
"/  will  sit  down,  it  you  p\eaM,  ■ao'W. 

not  know  why  I  speak  thus."    Kni  &*»,>« 

I 


hy  is 

■^ 

'For- 
you 

i 
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further  words,  she  caused  herself  to  be  led 
away,  and  sitting  down  between  t\vo  old 
dowagers,  debarred  him  absolutely  from  the 
power  of  another  word. 

Immediately  after  this  he  left  the  house ;. but 
she  remained  for  another  hour — remained  and 
danced  with  young  Lord  Echo,  who  was  a  Whig 
lordling ;  and  with  Mr.  Twisleton,  whose  father 
was  a  Treasury  secretary.  They  both  talked  to 
her  about  Harcourt,  and  the  great  speech  he 
was  making  at  that  moment;  and  she  smiled 
and  looked  so  beautiful,  that  when  they  got 
together  at  one  end  of  the  supper-table,  they 
declared  that  Harcourt  was  out-and-out  the 
luckiest  dog  of  his  day;  and  questioned  his 
right  to  monopolize  such  a  treasure. 

And  had  he  been  cruel  ?  had  he  been  unfor- 
giving ?  had  he  denied  to  her  that  pardon  which 
it  behoved  him  so  often  to  ask  for  himself? 
This  was  the  question  which  Bertram  was  now 
forced  to  put  to  himsel£  And  that  other 
question,  which  he  could  now  answer  but  in 
one  way.  Had  he  then  been  the  cause  of  his 
own  shipwreck  ?  Had  he  driven  his  own  bark 
on  the  rocks  while  the  open  channel  was  there 
clear  before  him  ?  Had  she  not  now  assured 
him  of  her  love,  though  no  word  of  tenderness 
had  passed  her  lips  ?  And  whose  doing  had  it 
been?  Yes,  certainly;  it  had  been  his  own 
doing. 

The  conviction  which  thus  came  upon  him 
did  not  add  much  to  his  comfort    There  was 
but  little  consolation  to  him  now  in  ^.K-e;  ^&^^st- 
ance  that  she  had  loved,  and  dvd\oN^VvKv.  "^^ 
Jiad  hitherto  felt  himself  to  be  scaSxwVax^^  xssaccws 
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but  now  he  had  to  feel  that  he  himself  had  com- 
mitted the  injury.  "  Whose  doing  has  it  been  ? 
You — ^you  in  your  pride,  could  forgive  nothing  I  •* 
These  words  rang  in  his  ears;  his  memory 
repeated  to  him  hourly  the  tone  in  which  they 
had  been  spoken.  She  had  accused  him  of 
destroying  all  her  hopes  for  this  world — and  he 
had  answered  not  a  word  to  the  accusations. 

On  the  morning  after  that  ball  at  Mrs.  Mad- 
den's,  Sir  Henry  came  into  his  wife's  room 
while  she  was  still  dressing.  "  By-the-by,** 
said  he,  ^*I  saw  you  at  Mrs.  Madden's  last 
night." 

"  Yes ;  I  perceived  that  you  were  there  for  a 
moment,"  Caroline  answered. 

"You  were  dancing,  I  don't  know  that  I 
■ever  saw  you  dancing  before." 

''I  have  not  done  so  since  I  was  married. 
In  former  days  I  used  to  be  fond  of  it" 

**  Ah,  yes;  when  you  were  at  Littlebath.  It 
did  not  much  matter  then  what  you  did  in  that 
way;  but " 

"  Does  it  matter  more  now,  Sir  Henry  ?" 

"Well,  if  it  would  entail  no  great  regret, 
I  would  rather  that  you  did  not  dance.  It  is 
all  very  nice  for  girls." 

"You  do  not  mean  to  say  that  married 
women " 

"  I  do  not  mean  to  say  anything  of  the  kind. 
One  man  has  one  idea,  and  another  another. 
Some  women  also  are  not  placed  in  so  con- 
spicuous a  position  as  you  are." 

"  Why  did  you  not  tell  me  your  wishes  be- 
fore?" 

"It  did  not  occur  to  me.    1  did  nox  ^\tC«.  \\. 


Can  I  escape  ?  629 

probable  that  you  would  dance.  May  I  under- 
stand that  you  will  give  it  up  ?  " 

''As  you  direct  me  to  do  so,  of  course  I 
shall." 

"  Direct !  I  do  not  direct,  I  only  request" 

''It  is  the  same  thing,  exactly^  I  will  not 
dance  again.  I  should  have  felt  the  prohibition 
less  had  I  been  aware  of  your  wishes  before  I 
had  offended." 

"Well,  if  you  choose  to  take  it  in  that  light, 
I  cannot  help  it.  Good-morning.  I  shall  not 
dine  at  home  to-day." 

And  so  the  solicitor-general  went  his  way, 
and  his  wife  remained  sitting  motionless  at  her 
dressing-table.  They  had  both  of  them  already 
become  aware  that  the  bargain  they  had  made 
was  not  a  wise  one. 


CHAPTER  XXXV 

CAN   I   ESCAPE? 

Had  not  George  Bertram  been  of  all  men  the 
most  infirm  of  purpose,  he  would  have  quitted 
London  immediately  after  that  ball — at  any  rate, 
for  many  months.  But  he  was  lamentably  infirm 
of  purpose.  He  said  to  himself  over  and  over 
again,  that  it  behoved  him  to  go.  What  had 
either  of  them  done  for  him  that  he  should  re- 
gard them  ?  That  had  hitherto  been  the  question 
within  his  own  breast :  but  now  it  wa&  cVv^sl<^^. 
Had  be  not  greatly  injured  \veil  '^'a.^  ^^  ^'^^a. 
herself  told  him  that  \iis  Y^axvX.  ol  tgrxc.-j  V^ss 
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I  caused  all  her  misery  ?     Ought  he  not, 

e,  to  spare  her  now  ?     But  yet  he  remaini 
I  He  must  ask  her  pardon  before  he  went;   he 
I  would  do  that,  and  thcu  he  would  go. 

His  object  was  to  see  her  without  going  to 
Eaton  Square.  His  instinct  told  him  that  Sir 
Henry  no  longer  wished  to  see  him  there,  and 
he  was  unwilling  to  enter  the  house  of  any  one 
who  did  not  wish  his  presence.  For  two  weeks 
he  failed  in  his  object.  He  certainly  did  see 
Lady  Harcourt,  but  not  in  such  a  way  as  to 
allow  of  conversation ;  but  at  last  fortune  was 
propitious, — or  the  reverse,  and  he  found  him- 
self  alone  with  her. 

She  was  seated  quite  alone,  turning  ovei 
engravings  which  lay  in  a  portfolio  before 
when  he  came  up  to  her, 

"Do  not  be  angry,"  he  said,  "if  I  ask  you 
listen  to  me  for  a  few  moments." 

She  still  continued  to  move  the  engravln(_^ 
before  her,  but  with  a  slower  motion  than  before  f 
and  though  her  eye  still  rested  on  the  plates,  he 
might  have  seen,  had  he  dared  to  look  at  her,  that 
her  mind  was  far  away  from  them.  He  might 
have  seen  also  that  there  was  no  flash  of  anger 
now  in  her  countenance :  her  spirit  was  softer 
than  on  that  evening  when  she  had  reproached 

»him ;  for  she  had  remembered  that  he  also  had 
been  deeply  injured.  But  she  answered  nothing 
to  the  request  which  he  thus  made, 
"You  told  me  that  I  was  unforgiving,"  he 
continued,  "I  now  come  to  beg  that  you  will 
not  be  unforgiving  also ;  Aal  \s,  \t  1  Have  done 
anything  that  has  causei  -yon— cuMsed  "j^^ivi.  \.': 
^}e  less  happy  than  you  taig^it  Vave  \w«a-" 


was 

I 
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"  Less  happy ! "  she  said ;  but  not  with  that 
scom  with  which  she  had  before  repeated  his 
words. 

"  You  believe,  I  hope,  that  I  would  wish  you 
to  be  happy ;  that  I  would  do  anything  in  my 
power  to  msdce  you  so  ?  " 

"There  can  be  nothing  how  in  your  power,' 
Mr.  Bertram.**  And  as  she  spoke  she  involun- 
tarily  put  an  emphasis  on  the  now,  which  made 
her  words  convey  much  more  than  she  had  in- 
tended, 

"  No,"  he  said.  "  No,  What  can  such  a  one 
as  I  do  ?  What  could  I  ever  have  done  ?  But 
say  that  you  forgive  me,  Lady  Harcourt." 

"  Let  us  both  forgive,"  she  whispered,  and  as 
she  did  so,  she  put  out  her  hand  to  him.  *^  Let 
us  both  forgive.  It  is  all  that  we  can  do  for 
each  other." 

"  Oh,  Caroline,  Caroline  ! "  he  said,  speaking 
hardly  above  his  breath,  and  with  his  eyes 
averted,  but  still  holding  her  hand ;  or  attempt- 
ing to  hold  it,  for  as  he  spoke  she  with- 
drew it. 

**  I  was  unjust  to  you  the  other  night.  It  is 
so  hard  to  be  just  when  one  is  so  wretched. 
We  have  bieen  like  two  children  who  have 
quarrelled  over  their  plaything,  and  broken  it 
in  pieces  while  it  was  yet  new.  We  cannot  put 
the  wheels  again  together,  or  make  the  broken 
reed  produce  sweet  sounds." 

"  No,"  he  said.  '*  No,  no,  no.  No  sounds  are 
any  longer  sweet.    There  is  no  music  now,** 

"  But  as  we  have  both  sinned^  Mr.  Bexttaxia.^ 
so  should  we  both  forgive.'* 
''But  I— I  have  notYimg  \o  loxivst^:^ 
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"  Alas,  yes  !  an<5  mine  was  the  first  fault, 
knew  that  you  really  loved  me,  and " 

"  Loved  you  !     Oh,  Caroline  ! " 

"Husb,  Mr.  Bertram;  not  soj  do  not  sp 
sa     I  know  that  you  would  not  wrong  me ; 
know  you  would  not  lead  me  into  trouble- 
into  further  trouble  ;  into  worse  misery." 

"And  I,  that  might  have  led  you^no ;  that 
might  have  been  led  to  such  happiness  I  Lady 
Harcourt,  when  I  think  of  what  I  have  tliroi 

"  Think  of  it  not  at  all,  Mr.  Berlram," 

"And  you ;  can  you  command  your  thoughts. 

"Sometimes  ;  and  by  practice  I  hope  always  ; 
at  any  rate,  I  make  an  effort.  And  now,  good- 
bye. It  will  be  sweet  to  me  to  hear  that  you 
have  forgiven  me.  You  were  very  angry,  you 
know,  when  you  parted  from  me  last  at  Lillle- 
bath." 

"If  there  be  anything  for  me  to  forgive,  I  do 
forgive  it  with  all  my  heart ;  with  all  my  heart." 

"  And  now,  God  bless  you,  Mr.  Bertram.  The 
thing  that  would  most  tend  to  naake  me  con- 
tented would  be  to  see  you  married  to  some 
one  you  could  love;  a  weight  would  then 
be  off  my  soul  which  now  weighs  on  it  very 
heavily."  And  so  saying,  she  rose  from  her  seat 
and  left  him  standing  over  the  engravings.  He 
had  thrown  his  pearl  away  ;  a  pearl  richer  than 
all  his  tribe.  There  was  nothing  for  him  now 
but  to  bear  the  loss. 

There  were  other  sources  of  unpleasantness 
Ifc.  Jwtween  Sir  Henry  and  his  wife  besides  her  in- 
^clination  for  dancing.  Sir  'Henis  \iai  ■&■:."«  ■v^\&. 
^toe  half-yenr's  interest  on  the  sum  ol  mnTiti 
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which  had  been  lent  to  him  by  the  old  gentle- 
man at  Hadley,  and  had  been  rather  disgusted 
at  finding  that  it  was  taken  as  a  matter  of  course. 
He  was  not  at  the  present  moment  by  any  means 
over-burdened  with  money.  His  constant  de- 
votion to  politics  interfered  considerably  with 
his  practice.  He  was  also  perhaps  better  known 
as  a  party  lawyer  than  as  a  practical  or  practis- 
ing one;  and  thus,  though  his  present  career 
was  very  brilliant,  it  was  not  quite  so  profitable 
as  he  had  hoped.  Most  lawyers  when  they 
begin  to  devote  themselves  to  politics  have 
secured,  if  not  fortune,  at  least  the  means  of 
making  it.  And,  even  at  his  age,  Sir  Henry 
might  have  been  said  to  have  done  this  had  his 
aspirations  been  in  any  way  moderate.  But 
they  were  not  moderate.  He  wished  to  shine 
with  extreme  brilliancy ;  to  live  up  to  the  charac- 
ter for  wealth  which  the  world  gave  him ;  and  to 
give  it  out  as  a  fact  to  be  understood  by  all  men 
that  he  was  to  be  the  heir  of  the  Hadley  Croesus. 

There  was,  perhaps,  a  certain  wisdom  in  this, 
a  wisdom  of  a  dashing  chancy  nature.  Fortune 
favours  the  brave ;  and  the  world  certainly  gives 
the  most  credit  to  those  who  are  able  to  give  an 
unlimited  credit  to  themselves.  But  there  was 
certainly  risk  in  the  life  he  led.  The  giving  of 
elegant  little  dinners  two  or  three  times  a  week 
in  London  is  an  expensive  amusement — and  so 
he  began  to  be  very  anxious  about  the  old 
gentleman. 

But  what  was  he  to  do  that  he  might  get 
near  those  money-bags  ?    There  was  the  game. 
What  best  sportsman's  dodg^e  t£v\^\.Nnr.^^^ '^^ 
as  to  get  into  his  bag?    PeiVva^^  x.^  ^^  \^s>Ki«^%^ 
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to  use  no  sportsman's  dodge  would  have  been 
the  best.  But  then  it  is  so  hard  to  do  nothing 
when  so  much  m^ht  be  gained  by  doing  some- 
thing  very  weU. 

Sir  Henry,  duly  instructed  as  to  the  weak- 
nesses customary  to  old  men,  thought  his  wife 
would  be  his  best  weapon— his  surest  dodge. 
If  she  could  be  got  to  be  attentive  and  aSec- 
tionate  to  her  grandfather,  to  visit  him,  and 
.  flatter  him,  and  hovec  about  him,  much  might 
''e  done.  So  thought  Sir  Henry.  But  do  what 
night.  Lady  Harcourt  would  not  assist  him. 
as  not  part  of  her  bargain  that  she  should 
xidy  an  old  man  who  had  never  shown  anj", 
jecial  regard  for  her. 

'  *'  I  think  j^ou  ought  to  go  down  to  Hadley,' 
r  Henry  said  to  her  one  morning. 
"  What,  to  stay  there  ? "  said  CaroFme. 
"  Yes ;  for  a  fortnight  or  so.    Parliament  will 
be  up  now  in  three  weeks,  and  I  shall  go  to 
Scotland  for  a  few  days,     Could  not  you  make 
it  out  with  the  old  gentleman  till  you  go  to  the 
Grimadales*  ? " 
"I  would  much  rather  remain  at  home,  Sit 
1,  Henry." 

|k.  "Ah,  yes;   that  is  Just  like  you.    And  l[ 
Krould  much  rather  that  you  went." 
p  "  If  you  wish  to  shut  the  house  up,  I  shall 
not  object  to  go  to  Littlebath." 

"Very  probably  not.  But  I  should  object 
to  your  going  there — exceedingly  object  to  it. 
Of  all    places,   it    is   the    most   vulgar!   the 

"      >st " 

"  You  forget  that  I  h3.ye  d^a-c  Ctienda  living 
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"  De^  friends  I  Yes ;  Miss  Todd,  I  sup- 
pose. I  think  we  inay  as  well  leave  Miss  Todd 
alone.  At  the  present  moment,  I  am  particu- 
larly anxious  that  you  should,  be  attentive  to 
your  grandfather." 

"  But  I  have  never  been  in  the  habit  of 
staying  at  Hadley." 

"Then  the  sooner  you  get  into  the  habit  the 
better."  .     ; 

"  I  cannot  think  why  you  should  wish  me  16 
trouble  an  old  naan  who  wofuld  not  have  the 
slightest  pleasure  in  seeing  me." 

"That  is  all  nonsense.  If  you  behaved  well 
to  him,  he  would  have  pleasure.  Do  you  evdr 
write  to  Jiim?" 

«  Never." 

"  Write  to  him  to-day  then,  and  ask  whether 
he  would  be  glad  to  have  you." 

Caroline  did  not  answer  her  husband  imme- 
diately, but  went  on  buttering  her  toast,  and 
sipping  her  tea.  She  had  never  yet  disobeyed 
any  positive  order  that  he  had  given,  and  she 
was  now  thinking  whether  she  could  obey  this 
order ;  or,  if  not,  how  she  would  explain  to  him 
that  she  could  not  do  so.  . 

"  Well  I "  s^id  he ;  "  why  do  you  not  answer 
me  ?    Will  you  write  to  him  to-day  ?  " 

"  I  had  much  rather  not" 

"Does  that  mean  that  you  won't?  " 

*'  I  fear,  Sir. Henry,  that  it  must  mean  it  1 
have  not  been  on  t^rms  with  my  grandfathet 
which  would  admit  of  rny  doing  so." 

*^  Nonsense  I "  said  her  lord  and  master. 

"You  are  not  very  civil  to  me  this  mornin^J' 
...  "How  can,  a,  roan,  be  cvv\\  ^\i^^  \va >ftJ^'^ 
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such  trash  as  thai  ?  You  know  how  ! 
situated — how  great  the  stake  is ;  and  you  witt^ 
do  nothing  to  help  me  win  it"  To  this  she 
made  no  answer.  Of  what  use  would  it  be  for 
her  to  answer  ?  She  also  had  thrown  away  her 
pearl,  and  taken  in  exchange  this  piece  of  brass. 
There  was  nothing  for  her,  too,  but  to  bear  her 
I   misery. 

"  Upon  ray  word,  you  take  it  all  very  coolly," 
he  continued  ;  "  you  seem  to  think  that  houses, 
and  furniture,  and  carriages,  and  horses  are  to 
grow  up  all  round  you  without  any  effort  on 
your  own  part.  Does  it  ever  strike  you  that 
these  things  cost  money?" 

"  I  will  give  them  all  up  to-morrow,  if  yoo  ■ 
wish  it."  I 

"  That  you  know  is  nonsense."  ] 

"  It  was  your  doing  to  surround  rae  with 
I  these  things,  and  your  reproach  is  not  just. 
\  Nay,  it  is  not  manly." 

"A  woman's  idea  of  manliness  is  very  ex- 
tended. You  expect  to  get  everything,  and  to 
do  nothing.  You  talk  of  justice  I  Do  you  not 
know  that  when  I  married  you,  I  looked  to 
your  uncle's  fortune  ? " 

"  Certainly  not :  had  1  known  it,  I  should 
have  told  you  how  vain  I  believed  any  such 
hope  to  be." 

"  Then  why  on  earth ?"    But  he  refrained 

from  finishing  his  question.  Even  he  could  not 
bring  himself  to  lell  her  that  he  had  married 
her  with  no  other  view.  He  merely  slammed 
the  door  behind  him  as  he  left  the  room. 

Yes ;  she  had  certainly  thrown  her  pearl 
away.    What  a  life  was  tins  to  which  she  had 
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doomed  herself!  what  treatment  was  this  for 
that  Caroline  Waddington,  who  had  determined 
to  win  the  world  and  wear  it  I  She  had  given 
herself  to  a  brute,  who  had  taken  her  only 
because  she  might  perhaps  be  the  heiress  of  a 
rich  old  man. 

And  then  she  thought  of  that  lost  pearl. 
How  could  she  do  other  than  think  of  it?  She 
thought  of  what  her  life  would  have  been  had 
she  bravely  committed  herself  to  his  hands, 
fearing  nothing,  trusting  everything.  She  re- 
membered his  energy  during  those  happy  days 
in  which  he  had  looked  forward  to  an  early 
marriage.  She  remembered  his  tenderness  of 
manner,  the  natural  gallantry  of  his  heart,  the 
loving  look  of  his  bold  eye;  and  then  she 
thought  of  her  husband. 

Yes,  she  thought  of  him  long  and  wildly. 
And  as  she  did  so,  the  indifference  with  which 
she  had  regarded  him  grew  into  hatred.  She 
shuddered  as  her  imagination  made  that  fright- 
ful contrast  between  the  picture  which  her  eyes 
would  have  so  loved  to  look  on  if  it  were  only 
lawful,  and  that  other  picture  to  look  on  which 
was  her  legal  doom.  Her  brow  grew  wildly 
black  as  she  thought  of  his  caresses,  his  love, 
which  were  more  hateful  to  her  even  than  his 
coarse  ill-humour.  She  thought  of  all  this; 
and,  as  she  did  so,  she  asked  herself  that  ques- 
tion which  comes  first  to  the  mind  of  all 
creatures  when  in  misery:  Is  there  no  means 
of  release;  no  way  of  escape?  was  her  bark 
utterly  ruined,  and  for  ever? 

That  marriage  without  love^is  a  perilous  step 
for  any  woman  who  has  a  heart  within  her 
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bosom.  For  those  who  have  none — or  only  so 
much  as  may  he  necessary  for  tlie  ordinary 
blood-circulating  department — such  an  arrange- 
ment may  be  convenient  enough.  Caroline 
Waddington  had  once  flattered  herself  that 
that  heart  of  hers  was  merely  a  blood-circulating 
instrument.  But  she  had  discovered  her  mis- 
take, and  learned  the  truth  before  it  was  too 
late.  She  had  known  what  it  was  to  love— and 
yet  she  had  married  Henry  Harcourt !  Seldom, 
indeed,  will  punishment  be  so  lame  of  foot  as 
to  fail  in  catching  such  a  criminal  as  she  had 
been. 

Punishment— hitter,  cruel,  remorseless  punish- 
ment—had caught  her  now,  and  held  her  tight 
within  its  grasp.  He,  too,  had  said  that  he  was 
wretched.  But  what  could  his  wretchedness  be 
to  hers?  He  was  not  married  to  a  creature 
that  he  hated :  he  was  not  liound  in  a  foul 
Mezentian  embrace  to  a  being  against  whom 
all  his  human  goi^e  rose  in  violent  disgust. 
Oh  !  if  she  could  only  be  alone,  as  he  was  alone ! 
If  it  could  be  granted  to  her  to  think  of  her 
love,  lo  think  of  him  in  solitude  and  silence — 
in  a  solitude  which  no  beast  with  a  front  of 
brass  and  feet  of  clay  had  a  right  to  break,  both 
by  night  and  day !  Ah  !  if  her  wretchedness 
might  only  be  as  his  wretchedness  I  How 
blessed  would  she  not  think  herself! 

And  then  she  again  asked  herself  whether 
there  might  not  be  some  escape.  That  women 
had  separated  themselves  from  their  husbands, 
she  well  knew.  That  picas  of  iU-osage,  of  neg- 
lect, of  harshness  of  temper,  had  been  put  for- 
ward and  accepted  by  the  world,  to  the  partial 
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enfranchisement  of  the  unhappy  wife,  she  had 
often  heard.  But  she  had  also  heard  that  in 
such  cases  cruelty  must  be  proved.  A  hasty 
word,  a  cross  look,  a  black  brow  would  not 
suffice.  Nor  could  she  plead  that  she  hated 
the  man,  that  she  had  never  loved  him,  that  she 
had  married  him  in  wounded  pique,  because  her 
lover — ^he  whom  she  did  love — had  thrown  her 
off.  There  was  no  ground,  none  as  yet,  on 
which  she  could  claim  her  freedom.  She  had 
sold  herself  as  a  slave,  and  she  must  abide  her 
slavery.  She  had  given  herself  to  this  beast 
with  the  face  of  brass  and  the  feet  of  clay,  and 
she  must  endure  the  cold  misery  of  his  den. 
Separation — solitude — silence  I  He — that  he 
whom  her  heart  worshipped — he  might  enjoy 
such  things  j  but  for  her — there  was  no  such 
relief  within  her  reach. 

She  had  gone  up  into  her  room  when  Sir 
Henry  left  her,  in  order  that  no  one  might  see 
her  wretchedness,  and  there  she  remained  for 
hours.  ^'NoT'  at  last  she  said  aloud,  lifting 
her  head  from  the  pillow  on  which  her  face  had 
been  all  but  hid,  and  standing  erect  in  the  room; 
*^  no !  I  will  not  bear  it.  I  will  not  endure  it. 
He  cannot  make  me."  And  with  quick  steps 
she  walked  across  and  along  the  room,  stretch- 
ing forth  her  arms  as  though  seeking  aid  from 
some  one ;  ay,  and  as  though  she  were  prepared 
to  fight  the  battle  herself  if  no  one  would  come 
to  aid  her. 

At  this  moment  there  was  a  knock  at  her 
chamber-door,  and  her  maid  came  in, 

"Mr.  Bertram  is  in  the  drawing-room,  my 
lady." 
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"  Mr.  Bertram  !     Which  Mr.  Bertrim  ? 

"Mr.  Bertram,  my  lady;  the  gender 
comes  here.     Sir  Henry's  Triend," 

"Oh,  very  well  Why  did  John  say  that  I 
was  at  home?" 

"  Oh,  my  lady,  I  can't  say  that.  Only  he  lold 
me  to  tell  your  ladyship  that  Mr.  Bertram  was 
in  the  drawing-room." 

Lady  Harcourt  paused  for  a  moment.  Then 
she  said, "I  will  be  down  directly;"  and  the 
Abigail  retired.  During  that  moment  slie  had 
decided  that,  as  he  was  there,  she  would  meet 
him  yet  once  again. 

It  has  been  said  that  Bertram  was  unwilling 
to  go  to  Sir  Henry's  house.  As  long  as  he  had 
thought  of  remaining  in  town  he  was  so,  But 
now  he  had  resolved  to  8y,  and  had  resolved 
also  that  before  he  did  so  he  would  call  in  the 
ordinary  way  and  say  one  last  farewell.  John, 
the  servant,  admitted  him  at  once ;  though  he 
had  on  that  same  morning  sent  bootless  away  a 
score  of  other  suppliants  for  the  honour  of  being 
admitted  to  Lady  Harcourt's  presence. 

Bertram  was  standing  with  his  back  to  the 
door,  looking  into  a  small  conservatory  that 
opened  from  the  drawing-room,  when  the  mis- 
tress of  the  house  entered.  She  walked  straight 
up  to  him,  after  having  carefully  closed  the  door, 
and  just  touching  his  hand,  she  said,  "Mr. 
Bertram,  why  are  you  here?  You  should  be 
thousands  and  thousands  of  miles  away  if  that 
were  possible.    ^Vhy  are  you  here?" 

"  Lady  Harcourt,  I  will  divide  myself  from  you 
hy  any  distance  you  may  demand.  But  may  I 
Bot  come  to  you  to  tell  you  that  I  am  going  ?  " 
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"  To  tell  me  that  you  are  going  I " 

"  Yes.  I  shall  not  trouble  you  much  longer. 
I  have  become  sure  of  this ;  that  to  remain  near 
you  and  not  to  love  you,  to  remain  near  you  and 
not  to  say  that  I  love  you  is  impossible.  And 
therefore  I  am  going."  And  he  held  out  his 
hand,  which  she  had  as  yet  hardly  taken — ^had 
barely  touched. 

He  was  going ;  but  she  was  to  remain.  He 
would  escape ;  but  her  prison  bars  could  not  be 
broken.  Ah,  that  she  could  have  gone  with  him ! 
How  little  now  would  wealth  have  weighed  with 
her;  or  high  worldly  hopes,  or  dreams  of  am- 
bition I  To  have  gone  with  him  anywhere — 
honestly  to  have  gone  with  him — trusting  to 
honest  love  and  a  true  heart.  Ah !  bow  much, 
joy  is  there  in  this  mortal,  moribund  world  if 
one  will  but  open  one's  arms  to  take  it ! 

Ah  i  young  ladies,  sweet  young  ladies,  dear 
embr}'0  mothers  of  our  England  as  it  will  be, 
think  not  overmuch  of  your  lovers'  incomes. 
He  that  is  true  and  honest  will  not  have  to  beg 
his  bread — neither  his  nor  yours.  The  true  and 
honest  do  not  beg  their  bread,  though  it  may 
be  that  for  awhile  they  eat  it  without  much 
butter.  But  what  then  ?  If  a  wholesome  loaf 
on  your  tables,  and  a  strong  arm  round  your^ 
waists,  and  a  warm  heart  to  lean  on  cannot  niake 
you  happy,  you  are  not  the  girls  for  whom  I  take 
you. 

Caroline's  bread  was  buttered,  certainly;  but 
the  butter  had  been  mixed  with  gall,  and  she 
could  not  bring  herself  to  swallow  it.  And  now 
lie  had  come  to  tell  her  that  he  was  going;  he 
whose  loaf|  and  arm,  and  heart  she  might  have 
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stiared.    What  would  the  world  say  of  her  if  s^ 
were  to  share  his  flight? 

"Good-bye,"  she  said,  as  she  took  his  proffe* 
hand. 

«  And  is  that  all  ? " 

"What  would  you  have,  Mr,  Bertram?" 

"What  would  I  have?  Ah,  me!  I  woald 
have  that  which  is  utterly — utterly — utterly  be- 
yond my  reach." 

"Ves,  utterly — utterly,"  she  repeated.  And 
as  she  said  so,  she  thought  again,  what  would 
the  world  say  of  her  if  she  were  to  share  his 
flight? 

"  I  suppose  that  now,  for  the  last  time,  I  may 
speak  truly— as  a  man  should  s])eak.  Lady 
Harcourt,  I  have  never  ceased  to  love  you,  never 
for  one  moment ;  never  since  that  day  when  we 
walked  together  among  those  strange  tombs. 
My  love  for  you  has  been  the  dream  of  my 
life." 

"But,    why — why — why? "      She   could 

not  speak  further,  for  her  voice  was  choked  with 
tears. 

"  I  know  what  you  would  say.  Why  was  I 
so  stern  to  you  ! " 

"  Why  did  you  go  away  ?  Why  did  you  not 
come  to  us?" 

"Because  you  distrusted  me;  not  as  your 
lover,  but  as  a  man.  But  I  did  not  come  here 
to  blame  you,  Caroline." 

"Nor  to  be  blamed." 

"No,  nor  to  be  blamed.  What  good  can 
come  of  reproaches?  We  now  know  each 
other's  faults,  if  we  never  did  before.  And  we 
'     PIP  also  each  Other's  truth "     He  paused- 
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a  moment,  and  then  added,  **  For,  Caroline^  your 
heart  has  been  true.'' 

She  sat  herself  down  upon  a  chair,  and  wept, 
with  her  face  hidden  within  her  hands.  Yes,  her 
heart  had  been  true  enough ;  if  only  her  words, 
her  deeds,  her  mind  could  have  been  true  also. 

He  came  up  to  her,  and  lightly  put  his  hand 
upon  her  shoulder.  His  touch  was  very  light, 
but  yet  she  felt  that  there  was  love  in  it — ^illicit, 
dishonest  love.  There  was  treason  in  it  to  her 
lord's  rights.  Her  lord  1  Yes,  he  was  her  lord, 
and  it  was  treason.  But  it  was  very  sweet  that 
touch ;  it  was  as  though  a  thrill  of  love  passed 
across  her  and  embraced  her  whole  body. 
Treason  to  such  a  creature  as  that  1  a  brute 
with  a  face  of  brass  and  feet  of  clay,  who  had 
got  hold  of  her  with  a  false  idea  that  by  her  aid 
he  could  turn  his  base  brass  into  gold  as  base  I 
Could  there  be  treason  to  such  a  one  as  he? 
Ah !  what  would  the  world  say  of  her  were  she 
to  share  that  flight? 

"  Caroline,"  he  murmured  in  her  ear.  **  Caro- 
line; dearest  Caroline  1''  Thus  he  murmured 
soft  words  into  her  ear,  while  his  hand  still  rested 
gently  on  her  shoulder — oh,  so  gently  I  And 
still  she  answered  nothing,  but  the  gurgling  of 
her  sobs  was  audible  to  him  enough,  ''Caroline," 
he  repeated ;  **  dearest,  dearest  Caroline."  And 
then  he  was  on  his  knees  beside  her;  and  the 
hand  which  had  touched  her  shoulder  was  now 
pressed  upon  her  arm. 

"Caroline,  speak  to  me — say  one  word.  I 
will  go  if  you  bid  me.  Yes,  even  alone.  I  will 
go  alone  if  you  have  the  heart  to  say  so»  Speak, 
Caroline." 
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"■What  would  you  have  me  say?"  and  she 
looked  at  him  through  her  tears,  so  haggard,  so 
wild,  so  changed,  that  he  was  almost  frightened 
at  her  countenance.  "What  would  you  have 
me  say?  what  would  you  have  me  do?" 

"  I  will  be  your  slave  if  you  will  let  me," 
said  he.  _  ■' 

"No,  George — you  mean  that  I  might  be 
your  slave— for  awhile,  till  you  thought  roe  too 
base  even  for  that." 

"  Ah  !  you  little  know  me." 

"  I  should  but  little  know  you  if  I  thought 
you  could  esteem  me  in  that  guise.  There ; 
God's  mercy  has  not  deserted  me.  It  is  over 
now.  Go,  George — go — go;  thou,  only  love 
of  my  heart ;  my  darling ;  mine  that  might  have 
been ;  mine  that  never  can  be  now — never — 
never — never.  Go,  George.  It  is  over  now. 
I  have  been  base,  and  vile,  and  cowardly — 
unworthy  of  your  dear  memory.  But  it  shall 
not  be  so  again.  You  shall  not  blush  that  you 
have  loved  me." 

"  But,  ah  1  that  I  have  lost  your  love." 

"You  shall  not  blush  that  you  have  loved 
me,  nor  will  I  blush  that  I,  too,  have  loved  you. 
Go,  George;  and  remember  this,  the  farther, 
the  longer,  the  more  entirely  we  are  apart,  the 
better,  Ihe  safer  it  will  be.  There ;  there.  Go 
now.  I  can  bear  it  now;  dearest,  dearest 
George," 

He  took  her  outstretched  hands  in  his,  and 
stood  for  awhile  gazing  into  her  face.  Then, 
with  the  strong  motion  of  his  arms,  he  drew 
her  close  to  his  breast,  pressed  her  to  his  heart, 
and  imprinted  one  warm  kiss  upon  her  brow. 
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Then  he  left  her,  and  got  to  the  drawing-room 
door  with  his  fleetest  step. 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  said  John,  who 
met  him  exactly  on  the  landing;  ''but  I  think 
my  lady  rang." 

''Lady  Harcourt  did  not  ring.  She  is  not 
well,  and  you  had  better  not  disturb  her,"  said 
Bertram,  trying  to  look  as  though  he  were  no 
whit  disconcerted. 

"  Oh,  very  well,  sir ;  then  I'll  go  down  again ;" 
and  so  saying  John  followed  George  Bertram 
into  the  hall,  and  opened  the  door  for  him  very 
politely. 


CHAPTER  XXXVI 

A   MATRIMONIAL  DIALOGUE 

Sir  Henry  had  said  also  on  this  day  that  he 
would  not  dine  at  home;  but  he  came  home 
before  dinner ;  and  after  being  for  a  few  minutes 
in  his  own  study,  he  sent  for  his  wife.  Abigail, 
coming  up  to  her,  brought  her  Sir  Henry's  love, 
and  would  she  be  good  enough  to  step  down- 
stairs for  five  minutes?  This  was  very  civil; 
so  she  did  step  down,  and  found  Sir  Henry 
alone  in  his  study. 

"George  Bertram  has  been  here  to-day?" 
were  the  first  words  which  the  husband  spoke 
when  he  saw  that  the  door  had  been  fairly 
closed  behind  his  wife. 

What  communication  there  may  have  been 
between  Sir  Henry  and  his  servant  John  is,  oh 
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my  reader,  a  matter  too  low  for  you  and  me. 
That  there  had  been  some  communication  we 
must  both  fear.  Not  that  Sir  Henry  wished  to 
find  his  wife  guilty ;  cot  that  he  at  all  suspected 
that  he  should  find  her  guilty.  But  he  did 
wish  to  have  her  entirely  in  his  power ;  and  he 
wished  also  that  Bertram  should  be  altogether 
banished  from  his  house. 

"George  Bertram  has  been  here  to-day?" 
He  did  not  look  cruel,  or  violent,  or  threatening 
as  he  spoke ;  but  yet  there  was  that  in  his  eye 
which  was  intended  to  make  Caroline  tremble. 
Caroline,  however,  did  not  tremble ;  but  look- 
ing up  into  his  face  with  cahn  dignity  replied, 
that  Mr,  Bertram  had  called  that  morning. 

"  And  would  you  object  lo  telling  me  what 
passed  between  you  ? " 

Caroline  Still  looked  him  full  in  the  face. 
He  was  sitting,  but  she  had  not  sat  down.  She 
was  standing  before  him,  faultless  in  demeanour, 
in  posture,  and  in  dress.  If  it  had  been  his 
aim  lo  confouad  her,  he  certainly  had  so  far 
missed  his  object. 

"  Would  I  object  to  telling  you  what  passed 
between  us  ?  The  question  is  a  very  singular 
one  ; "  and  then  she  paused  a  moment.  "  Yes, 
Sir  Hemy,  I  should  object," 

"I  thought  as  much,"  said  he. 

She  still  stood  before  him,  perfectly  silent; 
and  he  sat  there,  silent  also.  He  hardly  knew 
how  to  go  on  with  the  interview.  He  wanted 
her  to  defend  herself,  but  this  was  the  very 
thing  which  she  did  not  intend  to  do.  "May 
I  go  DOW  ? "  she  asked,  after  awhile. 

not  quite  yet.    Sit  down,  Caiolioe; 
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sit  down,  I  wish  to  speak  to  ytM.  George 
Bertram  has  been  here,  and  there  has  been  that 
between  you  of  which  ybuare  ashamed  to 
speak !  '* 

"  I  never  said  so,  Sir  Henry — ^nor  will  I  allow 
you  to  say  so.  There  has  been  that  between 
us  to-day  which  I  would  rather  bury  in  silence. 
But  if  you  command  me,  I  will  tell  you  all." 

** Command!  you  are  always  talking  of  com- 
mands." 

"I  have  to  do  so  very  often.  In^such  mar- 
riages as  ours  they  must  be  spoken  of— inust  be 
thought  o£  If  you  command  me,  I  will  tell 
you.    If  you  do  not,  I  will  be  silent." 

Sir  Henry  hardly  knew  what  answer  to  make 
to  this.  His  object  was  to  frighten  hi^  wife% 
That  there  had  been  wcnrds  between  her  arid- 
George  Bertram  of  which  she,  as  his  wife> 
would  be  afraid  to  tell,  he  had  been  thoroughly 
convinced.  Yet  she  now  offered  to  repeat  to 
him  everything  if  he  would  only  desire  her  to 
do  soj  and  in  making  this  offer,  she  seemed 
to  be  anything  but  afraid. 

"Sit  down,  Caroline."  She  then  sat  down 
just  opposite  to  him.  ^  I  should  have  thought 
that  you  would  have  felt  that,  circumstanced  as 
he,  and  you,  and  I  are,  the  intercourse  between 
you  and  him  should  have  been  of  the  most 
restrained  kind — should  have  had  in  it  nothing 
of  the  old  familiarity." 

"Who  brought  us  again  together?" 

"I  did  so;  trusting  to  your  judgment  and 
good  taste." 

**  I  did  not  wish  to  see  him.  -  I  did  not  ask 
him  here.    I  would  have  remained  at  home 
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month  after  month  rather  than  have  met  hujj 
had  I  been  allowed  my  own  way,"  

"  Nonsense  1  Why  should  you  have  been  so 
afraid  to  meet  him  ?  " 

"  Because  I  love  him." 

As  she  said  this  she  still  looked  into  his  face 
fearlessly — we  may  almost  say  boldly ;  so  much 
so  that  Sir  Henry's  eyes  almost  quailed  before 
hers.  On  this  she  bad  at  any  rate  resolved, 
that  she  would  never  quail  before  him. 

But  by  degrees  there  came  across  his  brow  a 
cloud  that  might  have  made  her  quail  had  she 
not  been  bold.  He  had  come  there  determined 
not  to  quarrel  with  her.  An  absolute  quarrel 
with  her  would  not  suit  him — would  not  further 
his  plans,  as  they  were  connected  with  Mr, 
Bertram  at  Hadley.  But  it  might  be  that  he 
could  not  fail  to  quarrel  with  her.  He  was  not 
a  man  without  blood  in  his  veins— without  feel- 
ings at  his  heart.  He  could  have  loved  her  in 
his  way,  could  she  have  been  content  to  love 
him.  Nay,  he  had  loved  her;  and  while  she 
was  the  acknowledged  possession  of  another,  he 
had  thought  that  to  obtain  her  he  would  have 
been  willing  to  give  up  many  worldly  goods. 
Now  he  had  obtained  her ;  and  there  she  sat, 
avowing  to  him  that  she  still  loved  his  unsuc- 
cessful rival.  It  was  no  wonder  that  his  brow 
grew  black,  despite  his  own  policy. 

"  And  he  has  been  here  to-day  in  order  that 
you  might  tell  him  so?  " 

"  He  has  been  here  to-day,  and  I  did  tell  him 
so," said  Caroline,  looking  still  full  up  into  her 
iasband's  eyes,  "  W\iaX  biQM^^-  tinv  here  I 
cannot  say," 
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And  you  tell  tne  this  to  my  face?" 

'Well;  would  you  have  me  tell  you  a  lie? 
Did  I  not  tell  you  the  same  when  you  first 
asked  me  to  marry  you?  Did  I  not  repeat 
it  to  you  again  but  a  week  before  we  were 
manied?  Do  you  think  that  a  few  months 
could  make  the  difference?  Do  you  think  that 
such  months  as  these  have  been  could  have 
effaced  his  memory  ?  " 

"And  you  mean,  then,  to  entertain  him  as 
your  lover  ?  " 

"I  mean  to  entertain  him  not  at  all  I  mean 
that  he  shall  never  again  enter  any  house  in 
which  I  may  be  doomed  to  live.  You  brought 
him  here;  and  I — though  I  knew  that  the 
trial  would  be  hard — I  thought  that  I  could 
bear  it  I  find  that  I  cannot.  My  memory  is 
too  clear ;  my  thoughts  of  other  days  too  vivid ; 
my  remorse " 

"Go  on,  madam  ;  pray  go  on." 

"  No,  I  shall  not  go  on.    I  have  said  enough." 

"  Ah  1  you  said  more  than  that  to  him  when 
he  was  here." 

"  Not  half  so  much." 

"  Was  he  not  kneeling  at  your  feet  ?  " 

"Yes,  sir,  he  did  kneel  at  my  feet;"  and  as 
she  answered  the  question  she  rose  up,  as 
though  it  were  impossible  for  her  any  longer 
to  sit  in  the  presence  of  a  man  who  so  evidently 
had  set  a  spy  upon  her  actions. 

"Well,  and  what  then?  Since  you  are  so 
little  ashamed  of  the  truth,  tell  it  all." 

"I  am  not  at  all  ashamed  of  the  tt-a."*-^ 
He  came  to  tell  me  that  he  -mm  ^ovwjr-'a-'^j 
bade  hiat  go." 
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"And  you  allowed  hlra  to  embrace  you — lo 
hold  you  in  his  arms— to  kiss  you  ?  " 

"  Ah  me  I  yes — for  the  last  time.  He  did 
kiss  me.  I  feel  his  lips  now  upon  my  brow. 
And  then  I  told  him  that  I  loved  him ;  loved 
none  but  him ;  could  love  none  other.  Then 
I  bade  biai  begone ;  and  he  went.  Now,  sir,  I 
thiok  you  know  it  all.  You  seem  to  have  had 
two  accounts  of  the  interview ;  I  hope  they  do 
jiot  disagree  ?  " 

"Such  audacious  effrontery  I  never  witnessed 
in  my  life — never  heard  of  before  !  " 

"  What,  sir,  did  you  think  that  I  should  lie  to 
you  ?  " 

,"I  thought  there  was  some  sense  of  shame 
left  in  you." 

"  Too  high  a  sense  of  shame  for  that.  I 
wish  you  could  know  it  all.  I  wish  I  could  tell 
you  the  tone  of  his  voice,  and  the  look  of  his 
eye.  I  ivish  I  could  tell  you  how  my  heart 
diooped,  and  all  but  fainted,  as  I  felt  that  he 
must  leave  me  for  ever.  I  am  a  married 
woman,  and  it  was  needful  that  he  sliould  go." 
After  this  there  was  a  slight  pause,  and  then 
she  added;  "Now,  Sir  Henry,  I  think  you 
know  it  alL     Now  may  I  go  ?  " 

He  rose  from  his  chair  and  began  walking 
the  length  of  the  room,  backwards  and  for- 
wards, with  quick  step.  As  we  have  before 
said,  he  had  a  heart  in  his  bosom;  he  hid 
blood  in  his  veins;  he  had  those  feelings  of  a 
man  which  make  the  scorn  of  a  beautiful  woman 
so  intolerable.  -^  And  then  she  was  his  wife, 
his  property,  his  dependent,  his  own.  For  a 
moment  he  forgot    the    Hadley  money-bags, 
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sorely  as  he  wanted  them,  and  the  true  man 
spoke  out  with  full,  unabated  anger. 

" Braasen-faoed  harlot!"  he  exclaimed,  as  he 
passed  her  in  his  walk ;  '^unmitigated  harlot ! " 

"  Yes,  sir,"  she  answered/  in  a  low  tone^ 
coming  up  to  him  &8  she  spoke,  laying  her  hand 
upon  his  arm,  and  looking  still  full  into  his 
face — ^looking  into  it  with  such  a  gaze  that 
even  he  cowered  before  her.  "  Yes,  sir,  I  was 
the  thing  you  say.  When  I  came  to  you,  and 
sold  my  woman's  purity  for  a  name,  a  house,  a 
place  before  the  world — when  I  gave  yoti  my 
hand,  but  could  not  give  my  heart,  I  was — what 
you  have  said.** 

"And  were  doubly  so  when  he  stood  here 
slobbering  on  your  neck." 

"  No,  Sir  Henry,  no.  False  to  him  I  have 
been ;  false  to  my  own  sex ;  false,  very  false  to 
my  own  inner  self;  but  never  false  to  you." 

"  Madam,  you  have  forgotten  my  honour." 

"  I  have  at  any  rate  been  able  to  remember 
my  own." 

They  were  now  standing  face  to  face;  and  as 
she  said  these  last  words,  it  struck  Sir  Henry 
that  it  might  be  well  to  take  them  as  a  sign  of 
grace,  and  to  commence  from  them  that  half- 
forgiveness  which  would  be  necessary  to  his 
projects. 

You  have  forgotten  yourself,  Caroline " 

Stop  a  moment.  Sir  Henry,  and  let  me 
finish,  since  you  will  not  allow  me  to  remain 
silent.  I  have  never  been  false  to  you,  I  say; 
and,  by  God's  help,  I  never  will  be " 

"  Well,  well" 

"  Stopi  sir,  and  kt  me  speak.    I  Iva^^  \KfA 
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you  often  that  1  did  not  love  you.  I  tell  you 
so  now  again.  I  have  never  loved  you — never 
shall  love  you.  You  have  called  me  now  by 
a  base  name;  and  in  that  I  have  lived  with 
you  and  have  not  loved  you,  I  dare  not  say 
that  you  have  caUed  me  falsely.  But  I  will  sin 
no  more." 

"  What  is  it  you  mean  ? " 

I  will  not  deserve  the  name  again — even 
firora  you," 

"Nonsense;  I  do  not  understand  you.     You 
60  not  know  what  you  are  saying." 

Yes,  Sir  Henry,  I  do  know  well  what  I  am 
saying.  It  may  be  thai  I  have  done  you  some 
injury ;  if  so,  I  regret  iL  God  knows  that  you 
have  done  me  much.  We  can  neither  of  us 
now  add  to  each  other's  comfort,  and  it  will  be 
well  that  we  should  part." 

"  Do  you  mean  me  to  imderstand  that  you 
intend  to  leave  me?" 

That    is    wbat  I    intend  you    to    under- 1 
ind."  m 

Nonsense ;  you  will  do  no  such  thing."        ■ 

What !  would  you  have  us  remain  together,3 
hating  each  other,  vilifying  each  other,  calling 
each  other  base  names  as  you  just  now  called 
ine?  And  do  you  think  that  we  could  still  be 
man  and  wife?  No,  Sir  Henry.  I  have  made 
one  great  mistake — committed  one  wretched, 
fatal  error.  I  have  so  placed  myself  that  I 
must  hear  myself  so  called  and  bear  it  quietly; 
but  I  will  not  continue  to  be  so  used.  Do  you 
think  he  would  have  called  me  so  ?  " 
"Damn  him  1" 
"Thitt  will  not  hurt  him.    Hooi  -wqt^\-jl 
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impotent  against  him,  though  they  may  make 
me  shudder." 

"Do  not  speak  of  him,  then." 

"  No,  I  will  not     I  will  only  think  of  hun." 

"  By  heavens  1  Caroline,  your  only  wish  is  to 
make  me  angry." 

"  I  may  go  now,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"  Go — ^yes ;  you  may  go ;  I  will  speak  to  you 
to-morrow,  whep  you  wiU  be  more  cool." 

"  To-morrow,  Sir  Henry,  I  will  not  speak  to 
you ;  nor  the  day  afterwards,  nor  the  day  after 
that.  What  you  may  wish  to  say  now  I  will 
hear ;  but  remember  this — after  what  has  passed 
to-day,  no  consideration  on  earth  shall  induce 
me  to  live  with  you  again.  In  any  other  respect 
I  will  obey  your  orders — if  I  find  it  possible."  - 

She  stayed  yet  a  little  while  longer,  leaning 
against  the  table,  waiting  to  hear  whether  or  no 
he  would  answer  her ;  but  as  he  sat  silent,  look- 
ing before  him,  but  not  at  her,  with  his  hands 
thrust  deep  into  his  pockets,  she  without  further 
words  withdrew,  and  quietly  closed  the  door 
after  her.  As  she  did  so,  the  faithful  John  was 
seen  moving  away  to  the  top  of  the  kitchen 
stairs.  She  would  hardly  have  cared  had  the 
faithful  John  been  present  during  the  whole 
interview. 

Sir  Henry  sat  silent  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour, 
meditating  how  he  would  now  play  his  game. 
As  regarded  merely  personal  considerations,  he 
was  beginning  to  hate  Caroline  almost  as  much 
as  she  hated  him.  A  man  does  not  like  to  be 
told  by  a  beautiful  woman  that  evetY  VN^&k  c^lVc^^ 
head  is  odious  to  her,  wVvile  XV^^  nctj  Ic^cJv^^j^'^ 
of  another  are  music  in  Viet  eaxs.    ^^^^^"s.  ^ 
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does  not  mend  the  matter  when  the  hated  mafP 
is  the  husband. 

But  still  Sir  Henry  wished  to  keep  his  wife. 
It  has  been  quite  clear  that  Caroline  had 
thrown  up  her  game.  She  had  flattered  herself 
that  she  could  play  it;  but  the  very  moment 
the  cards  went  against  her,  she  discovered  her 
own  weakness  and  threw  them  away.  Sir 
Henry  was  of  a  stronger  mind,  and  not  so 
easily  disgusted  :  he  would  try  yet  another  deal. 
Indeed,  his  stakes  were  too  high  to  allow  of  his 
abandoning  them. 

So  arousing  himself  with  some  exertion,  he 
dressed  himself,  went  out  to  dine,  hurried  down 
to  the  House,  and  before  the  evening  was  over 
was  again  the  happy,  fortunate  solicitor-general, 
fortune's  pet,  the  Crichton  of  the  hour,  the 
ibing  man  of  his  day. 


CHAPTER  XXXVII 

THE   RETURN   TO   HADLEY  ^ 

i 


We  must  now  return  for  a  while  to  Hadlej^l 
Since  the  day  on  which  Miss  Baker  had  written'' 
that  letter  to  Sir  Lionel,  she  had  expressed  no 
wish  to  leave  her  uncle's  house.  Littlebath 
had  no  charms  for  her  now.  The  colonel  was 
still  there,  and  so  was  the  colonel's  first  love — 
Miss  Todd  ;  let  them  forgive  and  forget,  and 
marry  e^ch  other  at  last  if  t\\e^  so  ^\e'i.?,ed. 
Miss  Bakur's  fit  of  ambition  wa.s  oveT,Mvi  *v^ 
Jfas  content   to    keep   het   vindis  ^^ 
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Hadley^  and  to  see  Caroline  whenever  'she 
could  spare  a  day  and  get  up  to  London  for 
that  purpose. 

And  the  old  gentleman  was  less  bearish  than 
she  thought  he  would  have  been.  He  occasion* 
ally  became  rusty  about  shillings  and  sixpenceSi 
and  scolded  because  his  niece  would  have  a 
second  fire  lighted;  but  by  degrees  he  forgot 
even  this  grievance,  and  did  not  make  himself 
more  disagreeable  or  exacting  than  old  age, 
wealth,  and  suffering  generally  are  when  they 
come  together. 

And  then  wHen  Adela  left  London,  Miss 
Baker  was  allowed  to  ask  her  to  stop  with  them 
at  Hadley — ^and  Adela  did  as  she  was  asked. 
She  went  direct  from  Eaton  Square  to  Mr. 
Bertram's  house;  and  was  still  there  at  the 
time  alluded  to  in  the  last  chapter. 

It  was  on  the  second  morning  after  Sir 
Henry's  visit  to  his  wife  that  the  postman 
brought  to  Miss  Baker  a  letter  from  Lady  Har- 
court.  The  two  ladies  were  sitting  at  the  time 
over  the  breakfast  table,  and  old  Mr.  Bertram, 
propped  up  with  pillows,  with  his  crutches  close 
to  his  hand,  was  sitting  over  the  fire  in  his 
accustomed  arm-chair.  He  did  not  often  get 
out  of  it  now,  except  when  he  was  taken  away 
to  bed;  but  yet  both  his  eye  and  his  voice 
were  as  sharp  as  ever  when  he  so  pleased;  and 
though  he  sat  there  paralyzed  and  all  but 
motionless,  he  was  still  master  of  his  house,  and 
master  also  of  his  money. 

"Good   heavens  I"  exclaimed   Miss   Baker^ 
mth  startled  voice,  before  Yvec  \^\Xj»l  V'^^X^r.^cl 
half  read  through. 
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"What's  the  matter?"  demanded  Mr. 
tram  sharply, 

"Oh,  Miss  Baker  !  what  is  it?"  asked  Adela, 
■    " Goodness  gracious  !     Oh,  dear!  oh,   dear! 
oh,  dear  !  "     And   Miss  Baker,  with  her  hand- 
kerchief to   her  eyes,  began   to   weep    mok^ 
bitterly.  ^1 

"What  ails  you?    Who  is  the  letter  frora^f 
said  Mr.  Bertram.  j^B 

"  Oh,  dear  I  oh,  dear  !   Read  it,  Adela.     Ofi^ 
Mr.  Bertram,  here  is  such  a  misfortune  !  " 

"What  is  it.  Miss  Gauntlet?  That  fool  will 
never  tell  me." 

Adela  took  the  letter,  and  read  it  through.  ^M 

"Oh,  sir,"  she  said,  "it  is  indeed   a   n^H 
fortune."  '^M 

"  Devil  take  it !  what  misfortune  ?  "  '  B 

"Caroline  has  quarrelled  with  Sit  Henry," 
said  Miss  Baker. 

"Oh,  is  that  all?"  said  Mr.  Bertram. 

"Ah,  sir;  I  fear  this  quarrel  will  prove 
serious,"  said  Adela. 

"Serious;  nonsense;  how  serious?  You  never 
thought,  did  you,  that  he  and  she  would  live 
together  like  turtle  doves.  He  married  for 
money,  and  she  for  ambition ;  of  course  they'll 
quarrel."  Such  was  the  wisdom  of  Mr.  Bertram, 
and  at  any  rate  he  had  experience  on  his  side. 

"But,  uncle;  she  wishes  to  leave  him,  and 
hopes  that  you'll  let  her  come  here." 

"Come  here— fiddlestick !  What  should  I 
do  here  with  the  wife  of  such  a  man  as  bim?" 

"She  declares  most  positively  that  nothing 
shall  induce  her  to  live  wiX'WWim  a^Mci" 

"J^iddiestick !"  
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"  But,  uncle "^ 

"  Why,  what  on  earth  did  she  expect  ?  She 
didn't  think  to  have  it  all  sunshine,  did  she  ? 
When  she  married  the  man,  she  knew  she 
didn't  care  for  him;  and  now  she  determines 
to  leave  him  because  he  won't  pick  up  her 
pocket-handkerchief  I  If  she  wanted  that  kind 
of  thing,  why  did  not  she  marry  my  nephew  ?  '* 

This  was  the  first  time  that  Mr.  Bertram  had 
been  heard  to  speak  of  George  in  a  tone  of 
affection,  and  both  Miss  Baker  and  Miss  Gaunt- 
let were  not  a  little  surprised.  They  had  never 
heard  him  speak  of  Caroline  as  his  grand- 
daughter. 

During  the  whole  of  that  day,  Mr.  Bertram 
was  obdurate;  and  he  positively  refused  to 
receive  Lady  Harcourt  at  his  house  unless  she 
came  there  with  the  full  permission  of  her  hus- 
band. Miss  Baker,  therefore,  was  obliged  to 
write  by  the  first  post,  asking  for  a  day's  delay 
before  she  sent  her  final  answer.  But  on  the 
next  morning  a  letter  reached  the  old  gentle- 
man himself,  from  Sir  Henry.  Sir  Henry  sug- 
gested that  the  loving  grandchild  should  take 
the  occasion  of  the  season  being  so  nearly  over 
to  pay  a  much-desired  visit  to  her  loving  grand- 
sire.  He  did  not  drop  the  quarrel  altogether ; 
but  just  alluded  to  it  as  a  passing  cloud — an 
unfortunate  cloud  certainly,  but  one  that,  with- 
out doubt,  would  soon  pass  away,  and  leave 
the  horizon  more  bright  than  ever. 

The  matter  was  at  last  arranged  by  Mr.  Ber- 
tram giving  the  desired  permissiotu    Hft  V^^Vw 
no  notice  himself  of  Sir  Hentf  s  \eX.\fc\^  \s^ 
desired  his  niece  to  tell  CatoWtve  vVwaX  ^^  ^^^^ 
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come  there  if  she  liked.  So  Caroline  did  come ; 
and  Sir  Henry  gave  it  out  that  the  London 
season  had  been  too  much  for  her,  and  that  she, 
to  her  deep  regret,  had  been  forced  to  leave 
town  before  it  was  over, 

"  Sir  Omicron  was  quite  imperative,"  said  Sir 
Henry,  speaking  confidentially  to  his  intimate 
parliamentary  friend  Mr.  Madden ;  "  and  as 
she  was  to  go,  it  was  as  well  to  do  the  civil 
to  grandpapa  Crcesus.  I  have  no  lime  myself; 
so  I  must  do  it  by  deputy." 

Now  Sir  Omicron  in  those  days  was  a  great 
physician. 

And  so  Caroline  returned  to  Hadley;  but 
no  bells  rang  now  to  greet  her  coming.  Little 
more  than  six  months  had  passed  since  those 
breakfast  speeches  had  been  spoken,  in  which 
so  much  golden  prosperity  had  been  promised 
to  bride  and  bridegroom  ;  and  now  that  vision 
of  gold  was  at  an  end ;  that  solid,  substantial 
prosperity  had  melted  away.  The  bridal  dresses 
of  the  maids  had  hardly  lost  their  gloss,  and  yet 
all  that  well-grounded  happiness  was  gone. 

"  So,  you  are  come  back,"  said  Mr.  Bertram, 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  Caroline,  in  a  low  voice.  "  I 
have  made  a  mistake  in  life,  and  I  must  hope 
that  you  will  forgive  me." 

"  Such  mistakes  are  very  foolish.  The  sooner 
you  unmake  it  the  better." 

"There  will  be  no  unmaking  this  mistake, 
sir,  never — never — never.  But  I  blame  no  one 
but  myself." 

"Nonsense!  you  will  of  course  go  back  to 
j-our  husband." 
"  Never,  Mr.  Bertram— ^W^g  V  '  V  ''^  "^^^ 
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him,  or  you,  or  both,  if  that  be  possible,  in  all 
things  but  in  that.    But  in  that  I  can  obey  no 


one.'* 


**  Psha ! "  said  Mr.  Bertram.  Such  was  Lady 
Harcourt's  first  greeting  on  her  return  to 
Hadley. 

Neither  Miss  Baker  nor  Adela  said  much  to 
her  on  the  matter  on  the  first  day  of  her  arrival. 
Her  aunt,  indeed,  never  spoke  openly  to  her  on 
the  subject.  It  seemed  to  be  understood  between 
them  that  it  should  be  dropped.  And  there 
was  occasionally  a  weight  of  melancholy  about 
Lady  Harcourt,  amounting  in  appearance  almost 
to  savage  sternness,  which  kept  all  inquiry  aloof. 
Even  her  grandfather  hesitated  to  speak  to  her 
about  her  husband,  and  allowed  her  to  live 
immolested  in  the  quiet,  still,  self-controlling 
mood  which  she  seemed  to  have  adopted  with 
a  determined  purpose. 

For  the  first  fortnight  she  did  not  leave  the 
house.  At  the  expiration  of  that  time,  on  one 
fine  sunny  Sunday  morning  she  came  down 
dressed  for  church.  Miss  Baker  remarked  that 
the  very  clothes  she  wore  were  things  that  had 
belonged  to  her  before  her  marriage,  and  were 
all  of  them  of  the  simplest  that  a  woman  can 
wear  without  making  herself  conspicuous  before 
the  world.  All  her  jewelry  she  had  laid  aside, 
and  every  brooch,  and  every  ring  that  had  come 
to  her  as  a  married  woman,  or  as  a  girl  about 
to  be  married — except  that  one  ring  fi:om  which 
an  iron  fate  would  not  allow  her  to  be  parted. 

Ah,  if  she  could    but  have  \a\^  ^^\^^  ^^ 
also  I 

And  then  she  went  to  dvutcYv.    'tV'^x^  ^^^^ 
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I  the  same  persons  there  to  stare  at  her  now,  in 
het  quiet  wretchedness,  who  were  there  before 
staring  at  her  in  her — iriumpli  may  I  say? 
No,  there  had  been  no  triumph ;  little  even 
then,  except  wretchedness  j  but  that  misery  had 
not  been  so  open  to  the  pubUc  eye. 

She  went  through  h  very  well ;  and  seemed 
to  suffer  even  less  than  did  her  aunt.  She  had 
done  nothmg  to  spread  abroad  among  the 
public  of  Hadley  thai  fiction  as  to  Sir  Omicion's 
opinion  which  her  lord  had  been  sedulous  to 
disseminate  in  London.  She  had  said  very 
little  about  herself,  but  she  had  at  any  rate  said 
nothing  false.  Nor  had  she  acted  falsely  ;  or 
so  as  to  give  false  impressions.  All  that  little 
world  now  around  her  knew  that  she  had 
separated  herself  from  her  grand  husband  ;  and 
most  of  them  had  heard  that  she  had  no  inten- 
tion of  returning  to  him. 

She  had  something,  therefore,  to  bear  as  she 
sat  out  that  service ;  and  she  bore  it  well.  She 
said  her  prayers,  or  seemed  to  say  them,  as 
though  unconscious  that  she  were  in  any  way  a 
mark  for  other  women's  eyes.  And  when  the 
sermon  was  over,  she  walked  home  with  a  steady, 
even  step ;  whereas  Miss  B^ker  trembled  at 
every  greeting  she  received,  and  at  every  step 
she  heard. 

On  that  afternoon,  Caroline  opened  her  heart 
to  Adela.  Hitherto  little  had  passed  between 
them,  but  those  pressings  of  the  hand,  those 
mute  marks  of  sympathy  which  we  all  know  so 
we]]  how  to  give  when  we  long  to  lighten  the 
sorrows  which  aie  too  deicp  vote  ■?to\ii&.\ji 
words.    But  on  this  eveama  aft-w  fesiii  ioaisx. 
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Caroline  called  Adela  into  her  room,  and  then 
there  was  once  more  confidence  between  them. 

**No,  no,  Adela,  I  will  never  go  back  to 
him,"  Caroline  went  on  protesting ;  "  you  will 
not  ask  me  to  do  that  ?  " 

"  Those  whom  God  has  joined  together,  let 
not  man  put  asunder,"  said  Adela,  solemnly. 

"  Ah,  yes ;  those  whom  God  ?ias  joined.  But 
did  God  join  us  ?  **  , 

"  Oh,  Caroline ;  do  not  speak  so." 

"  But,  Adela,  do  not  misunderstand  me.  Do 
not  think  that  I  want  to  excuse  what  I  have 
done ;  or  even  to  escape  the  penalty,  I  have 
destroyed  myself  as  regards  this  world.  All  is 
over  for  me  here.  When  I  brought  myself  to 
stand  at  that  altar  with  a  man  I  never  loved ; 
whom  I  knew  I  never  could  love — whom  I 
never  tried,  and  never  would  try  to  love — when 
I  did  that,  I  put  myself  beyond  the  pale  of  all 
happiness.  Do  not  think  that  I  hope  for  any 
release."  And  Lady  Harcourt  looked  stem 
enough  in  her  resolution  to  bear  all  that  fate 
could  bring  on  her. 

"  Caroline,  God  will  temper  the  wind  to  the 
shorn  lamb,  now  as  always  if  you  will  ask 
Him." 

"  I  hope  so ;  I  hope  so,  Adela." 

"Say  that  you  trust  so." 

**  I  do  trust  I  trust  in  this — that  He  will  do 
what  is  best.  Oh,  Adela  1  if  you  could  know 
what  the  last  month  has  been ;  since  he  came 
to  the  house  I" 

**  Ah  J  why  did  he  ever  com^?  " 

"  Why,  indeed  I     Did  a  man  evex  \i^^N^  ^^ 
madly?" 
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The  man  she  here  alluded  to  was  Sir  Ha 
'   Harcourt,  not  Mr.  Bertram. 

"  But  I  am  glad  of  it,  dearest ;  very  glad.  Is 
it  not  better  so  ?  The  truth  has  been  spoken 
now.     I  have  told  him  all." 

"  You  mean  Sir  Henry  ?  " 

"Yes,  I  told  hirei  all  before  I  left.  But  it 
was  nothing  new,  Adela.  He  knew  it  before. 
He  never  dreamed  that  I  loved  him.  He 
knew,  he  must  have  known  that  I  hated  him." 

"  Oh,  Caroline,  Caroline  !  do  not  speak  like 
that." 

"And  would  not  you  have  hated  him  had 
you  been  tied  to  him  ?  Now  that  sin  will  be 
over.     I  shall  hate  him  no  longer  now." 

"  Such  hatred  is  a  crime.  Say  what  you  will, 
he  is  still  your  husband." 

"  I  deny  it.  What !  when  he  called  tne  by 
that  nanae,  was  he  my  husband  then?  Was 
that  a  husband's  usage?  I  must  carry  his 
name,  and  wearily  walk  with  tliat  burden  to 
the  grave.  Such  is  my  penalty  for  that  day's 
sin.  I  must  abandon  all  hope  of  living  as  other 
women  live.  I  shall  have  no  shoulder  on  which 
to  lean,  hear  no  words  of  love  when  I  am  sick, 
have  no  child  to  comfort  me,  I  shall  be  alone, 
and  yet  not  master  of  myself.  This  I  must 
bear  because  I  was  false  to  my  own  heart.  But 
yet  he  is  not  my  husband,  Listen  to  me, 
Adela;  sooner  than  return  to  him  again,  I 
would  put  an  end  to  all  this  world's  misery  at 
once.  That  would  be  sinful,  but  the  sin  would 
be  lighter  than  that  other  sin." 
When  she  spoke  in  Xhlvi  wi-j,  Kie\3.-Bo\o^'^e^ 
xiared  to  suggest  to  hei  ttial  sUe  mi.4  Su  "ftecw* 
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might  «ven  yet  again  live  together.  In  Adela's 
own  mind,  that  course,  and  that  alone,  would 
have  been  the  right  one.  She  looked  on  such 
unions  as  being  literally  for  better  or  for  worse ; 
and  failing  to  reach  the  better,  she  would  have 
done  her  best,  with  God's  assistance,  to  bear 
the  worst.  But  then  Adela  Gauntlet  could 
never  have  placed  herself  in  the  position  which 
Lady  Harcourt  now  filled. 

But  greatly  as  they  differed,  still  there  was 
confidence  between  them.  Caroline  could  talk 
to  her,  and  to  her  only.  To  her  grandfather 
she  was  all  submission ;  to  her  aunt  she  was 
gentle  and  affectionate ;  but  she  never  spoke  of 
her  fate  with  either  of  them.  And  so  they  went 
on  till  Adela  left  them  in  July ;  and  then  the 
three  that  were  left  behind  lived  together  as 
quiet  a  household  as  might  have  been  found  in 
the  parish  of  Hadley,  or  perhaps  in  the  county 
of  Middlesex. 

.  During  this  time  Lady  Harcourt  had  received 
two  letters  from  her  husband,  in  both  of  which 
he  urged  her  to  return  to  him.  In  answer  to 
the  first,  she  assured  him,  in  the  civilest  words 
whidi  she  knew  how  to  use,  that  such  a  step 
was  impossible;  but,  at  the  same  time,  she 
signified  her  willingness  to  obey  him  in  any 
odier  particular,  and  suggested  that  as  they 
must  five  apart,  her  present  home  with  her 
grandfather  would  probably  be  thought  to  be 
the  one  most  suitable  for  her. .  In  answer  to 
the  second,  she  had  simply  told  him  that  she 
must  decline  any  further  correspondence  with 
him  as  to  the  possibility  of  \\et  i^lAXttv* 

His  next  letter  was  addressed  Vo^x*'^^'^^^'^^ 
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In  Ihis  he  did  not  go  into  the  matter  of  their 
difference  at  all,  but  merely  suggested  that  he 
should  be  allowed  to  call  at  Hadley — with  the 
object  of  having  an  interview  wiih  Mr.  Bertram 
himself, 

"  There,"  said  the  old  man,  when  he  found 
himself  alone  with  his  granddaughter;  "read 
that."  And  Caroline  did  read  it.  "  What  am 
I  to  say  to  that?" 

"  What  do  you  think  you  ought  to  say,  sir?" 

"I  suppose  I  must  see  him.     He'll  bring  an 

action  against  me  else,  for  keeping  his  wife  from 

him.    Mind,  I  tell  you,  you'll  have  to  go  back 

"  No,  sir  !  I  shall  not  do  that,"  said  Caroline, 
rery  quietly,  with  something  almost  like  a  smile 
on  her  face.  And  then  she  left  him,  and  he 
■wrote  his  answer  to  Sir  Henry, 
.  And  then  Sir  Henry  came  down  to  Hadley. 
A  day  had  been  named,  and  Caroline  was  sore 
put  to  it  to  know  how  she  might  best  keep  out 
of  the  way.  At  last  she  persuaded  her  aunt  to 
go  up  to  London  with  her  for  the  day.  This 
they  did,  both  of  them  fearing,  as  they  got  out 
of  the  train  and  returned  to  it,  that  they  might 
unfortunately  meet  the  man  they  so  much 
dreaded.  But  fortune  was  not  so  malicious  to 
them  ;  and  when  they  returned  lo  Hadley  they 
found  that  Sir  Henry  had  also  returned  to 
London. 

"  He  speaks  very  fair,"  said  Mr.  Bertram,  who 
sent  for  Caroline  to  come  to  him  alone  in  the 
dining-room. 

"Does he,  sir?" 

"  He  is  very  anxious  that  70U  ahould  go  back." 
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**  Ah,  sir,  I  cannot  do  that" 

"  He  says  you  shall  have  the  house  in  Eaton 
Square  to  yourself  for  the  next  three  months." 

"  I  shall  never  go  back  to  Eaton  Square,  sir." 

"  Or  he  will  take  a  small  place  for  you  any- 
where at  the  seaside  that  you  may  choose." 

"  I  shall  want  no  place  if  you  will  allow  me 
to  remain  here." 

"  But  he  has  all  your  money,  you  know — your 
fortune  is  now  his." 

"Well,  sir  1" 

"  And  what  do  you  mean  to  do  ?  " 

"  I  will  do  what  you  bid  me — except  going 
back  to  him." 

The  old  man  sat  silent  for  awhile,  and  then 
again  he  spoke. 

'*^Well,  I  don't  suppose  you  know  your  own 
mind,  as  yet" 

"  Oh,  sir  1  indeed  I  do." 

"  I  say  I  suppose  you  don't  Don't  interrupt 
me — I  have  suggested  this :  that  you  should 
remain  here  six  months,  and  that  then  he 
should  come  again  and  see " 

"  You,  sir." 

"  Well — see  me,  if  I'm  alive ;  at  the  end  of 
that  time  you'll  have  to  go  back  to  him.  Now, 
good-night" 

And  so  it  was  settled;  and  for  the  next  six 
months  the  same  dull,  dreary  life  went  on  in 
the  old  house  at  Hadley. 


I 


p 


"iTie  Bertrams 


CHAPTER  XXXVIII 


Men  and  women,  or  I  should  rather  say  ladies 
and  gentlemen,  used  long  ngo,  when  they  gave 
signs  of  weakness  about  the  chest,  to  be  sent  to 
the  south  of  Devonshire;  after  that,  Madeira 
came  into  fashion;  but  now  they  are  all  de- 
spatched to  Grand  Cairo.  Cairo  has  grown  to 
be  so  near  home,  that  it  will  soon  cease  to  be 
beneficial,  and  then  the  only  air  capable  of 
revigorating  the  English  lungs  will  be  that  of 
Labuan  or  Jed  do. 

But  at  the  present  moment.  Grand  Cairo  has 
the  vogue.  Now  it  had  so  happened  during 
the  last  winter,  and  especially  in  the  trying 
month  of  March,  that  Arthur  Wilkinson's  voice 
had  become  weak;  and  he  had  a  sus^Hcious 
cough,  and  was  occasionally  feverish,  and  per- 
spired o'nights ;  and  on  these  accounts  the  Sir 
Oraicron  of  the  Hurst  Staple  district  ordered 
him  off  to  Grand  Cairo. 

This  order  was  given  in  October,  with  refers 
ence  to  the  coming  winter,  and  in  the  latter 
end  of  November,  Arthur  Wilkinson  started  for 
the  East.  Two  articles  he  had  first  to  seek — 
the  one  being  a  necessary,  and  the  other  a 
luxury — and  both  he  found.  These  were  a 
curate  and  a  companion.  The  Reverend  Gabriel 
Gilliflower  was  his  curate ;  and  of  him  we  need 
only  hope  that  he  prospered  well,  and  lived 
happily  under  the  somewhat  stem  surveillance 
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of  his  clerical  superior,  Mrs.  Wilkinson.  His 
companion  was  George  Bertram. 

About  the  end  of  November  they  started 
through  France,  and  got  on  board  the  P.  and 
O.  Company's  vessel  at  Marseilles.  It  is  pos- 
sible that  there  may  be  young  ladies  so  ignorant 
as  not  to  know  that  the  P.  and  O.  is  the  Penin- 
sular and  Oriental  Steam  Navigation  Company, 
and  therefore  the  matter  is  now  explained.  In 
France  they  did  not  stop  long  enough  to  do 
more  than  observe  how  puch  better  the  rail- 
way carriages  axe  there  than  in  England,  how 
much  dearer  the  hotels  are  in  Paris  than  in 
London,  and  how  much  worse  they  are  in 
Marseilles  than  in  any  other  known  town  in  the 
world. 

Nor  need  much  be  said  of  their  journey 
thence  to  Alexandria.  Of  Malta,  I  should  like 
to  write  a  book,  and  may  perhaps  do  so  some 
day ;  but  I  shall  hardly  have  time  to  discuss  its 
sunlight,  and  fortifications,  and  hospitality,  and 
old  magnificence,  in  the  fag-end  of  a  third 
volume ;  so  we  will  pass  on  to  Alexandria. 

Oh,  Alexandria  1  mother  of  sciences  1  once 
the  favoured  seat  of  the  earth's  learning  1  Oh, 
Alexandria  1  beloved  by  the  kings  !  It  is  of  no 
use.  No  man  who  has  seen  the  Alexandria  of 
the  present  day  can  keep  a  seat  on  a  high  horse 
when  he  speaks  of  that  most  detestable  of 
cities.  How  may  it  fitly  be  described  ?  May 
we  not  say  that  it  has  all  the  filth  of  the  East, 
without  any  of  that  picturesque  beauty  with 
which  the  East  abounds ;  and  that  it  has  also 
the  eternal,  grasping,  solemn  love  of  lucre 
which  pervades  our  western  marts,  but  wholly 
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unredeemed  hy  the  society,  the  science,  and 
civilization  of  the  West  ? 

Alexandria  is  fast  becoming  a  European  city; 
hut  its  Europeans  are  from  Greece  and  the 
Levant !  "  Auri  sacra  fames  !  "  is  the  motto  of 
modern  Greece.  Of  Alexandria  it  should  be, 
"  Auri  fames  sacrissima  !  "  Poor  Arabs  !  poor 
Turks  !  giving  way  on  all  sides  to  wretches  so 
much  viler  than  yourselves,  what  a  destiny  is 
before  you ! 

"  What  income,"  I  asked  a  resident  in  Alex- 
andria, "  what  income  should  an  Englishman 
have  to  live  here  comfortably  ? "  "  To  live 
here  comfortably,  yoti  should  say  ten  thousand  a 
year,  and  then  let  him  cut  his  throat  first  t" 
Such  was  my  friend's  reply. 

But  God  is  good,  and  Alexandria  will  become 
a  place  less  detestable  than  at  present.  Fate 
and  circumstances  must  Anglicize  it  in  spite  of 
the  huge  French  consulate,  in  spite  of  legions 
of  greedy  Greeks ;  in  spile  even  of  sand,  mus- 
quitos,  bugs,  and  dirt,  of  winds  from  India,  and 
of  thieves  from  Cyprus. 

The  P.  and  0.  Company  will  yet  be  the  lords 
of  Egypt;  either  that  or  some  other  company 
or  set  of  men  banded  together  to  make  Egypt  a 
highway.  It  is  one  stage  on  our  road  lo  the 
East;  and  the  time  will  soon  come  when  of  all 
the  stages  it  will  neither  be  the  slowest  nor  the 
least  comfortable.  The  railway  from  Alexandria 
to  Suez  is  now  all  opened  within  ten  miles ;  will 
be  all  opened  before  these  pages  can  be  printed. 
This  railway  belongs  to  the  viceroy  of  Egypt ; 
hut  his  passengers  are  the  Englishmen  of  India, 
nnd  his  paymaster  is  an  Uii^«\i  com'ga.'ci-^. 
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But,  for  all  that,  I  do  not  recommend  any  of 
my  friends  to  make  a  long  sojourn  at  Alex- 
andria. 

Bertram  and  Wilkinson  did  not  do  so,  but 
passed  on  speedily  to  Cairo.  They  went  to  the 
Pharos  and  to  Pompey's  Pillar;  inspected 
Cleopatra's  Needle,  and  the  newly  excavated 
so-called  Greek  church;  watched  the  high 
spirits  of  one  set  of  passengers  going  out  to 
India — young  men  free  of  all  encumbrances, 
and  pretty  girls  full  of  life's  brightest  hopes — 
and  watched  also  the  morose  discontented  faces 
of  another  set  returning  home,  burdened  with 
babies  and  tawny-coloured  nurses,  with  silver 
rings  in  their  toes — and  then  they  went  off  to 
Cairo. 

There  is  no  romance  now,  gentle  readers,  in 
this  journey  from  Alexandria  to  Cairo ;  nor  was 
there  much  when  it  was  taken  by  our  two 
friends.  Men  now  go  by  railway,  and  then  they 
went  by  the  canal  boat  It  is  very  much  like 
English  travelling,  with  this  exception,  that  men 
dismount  from  their  seats,  and  cross  the  Nile  in 
a  ferry-boat,  and  that  they  pay  five  shillings  for 
their  luncheon  instead  of  sixpence.  This  ferry 
does,  perhaps,  afford  some  remote  chance  of 
adventure,  as  was  found  the  other  day,  when  a 
carriage  was  allowed  to  run  down  the  bank,  in 
which  was  sitting  a  native  prince,  the  heir  to  the 
pasha's  throne.  On  that  occasion  the  adventure 
was  important,  and  the  prince  was  drowned. 
But  even  this  opportunity  for  incident  will  soon 
disappear ;  for  Mr.  Brunei,  or  Mr.  Stephenson^ 
or  Mr.  Locke,  or  some  other  British  engineeriti!^ 
ceJetarity,  is  building  a  raiVwa'^  \suA%<i  os^  "^^ 
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Nile,  and  then  the  modern  traveller's  heart  will 
be  contented,  for  he  will  he  able  to  sleep  all  the 
way  from  Alexandria  to  Cairo. 

Mr.  Shepheard's  hotel  at  Cairo  is  to  an  Eng- 
lishman the  centre  of  Egypt,  and  there  our  two 
friends  stopped  And  certainly  our  countrymen 
have  made  this  spot  more  English  than  England 
itself.  If  ever  Jolin  Bull  reigned  triumphant 
anywhere  ;  if  he  ever  shows  his  nature  plaioly 
marked  by  rough  plenty,  coarseness,  and  good 
intention,  he  does  so  at  Shepheard's  hotel,  If 
there  be  anywhere  a  genuine  old-fashioned  John 
Bull  landlord  now  living,  the  landlord  of  the 
hotel  at  Cairo  is  the  man.  So  much  for  the 
strange  new  faces  and  outlandish  characters 
which  one  meets  with  in  one's  travels. 

I  will  not  trouble  my  readers  by  a  journey  up 
the  Nile;  nor  will  I  even  take  them  up  a  pyra- 
mid. For  do  not  fitting  books  for  such  purposes 
abound  at  Mr.  Mudie's  ?  Wilkinson  and  Bert- 
ram made  both  the  large  tour  and  the  little  one 
in  proper  style.  They  got  at  least  as  far  aa 
Thebes,  and  slept  a  night  under  the  shade  of 
King  Cheops. 

One  little  episode  on  their  road  from  Cairo  to 
the  Pyramids,  I  will  tell.  They  had  joined  a 
party  of  which  the  conducting  spirit  was  a  mis- 
sionary clergyman,  who  had  been  living  in  the 
country  for  some  yeara,  and  therefore  knew  its 
ways.  No  better  conducting  spirit  for  such  a 
journey  could  have  been  found ;  for  he  joined 
economy  to  enterprise,  and  was  intent  that 
everything  should  be  seen,  and  that  everything 
should  be  seen  cheaply. 
Old  Cairo  is  a  village  some  ^iaea  tcS^ea  fct^-ai. 


Cairo  671 

the  city,  higher  up  the  riirer ;  and  here,  close  to 
the  Nilomcter,  by  which  the  golden  increase 
of  the  river  is  measured,  tourists  going  to  the 
Pyramids  are  ferried  over  the  river.  The 
tourists  are  ferried  over,  as  also  are  the  donke3rs 
on  which  the  tourists  ride.  Now  here  arose  a 
great  financial  question.  The  reis  or  master  of 
the  ferry-*boat  to  which  the  clerical  guide  applied 
was  a  mighty  man,  some  six  feet  high,  graced 
with  a  turban,  as  Arabs  are ;  erect  in  his  bear- 
ing, with  bold  eye,  and  fine,  free  supple  limbs 
-^a  noble  reis  for  that  Nile  ferry-boat  But, 
noble  as  he  was,  he  wanted  too  many  piastres-— 
twopence-hal^nny  a  head  too  much  for  each 
donkey,  with  its  rider. 

And  theft  there  arose  a  great  hubbub.  The 
ordinary  hubbub  at  this  spot  is  worse  than  the 
worst  confusion  of  any  other  Babel.  For  the 
traffic  over  the  Nile  is  great,  and  for  every  man, 
woman,  and  child,  for  every  horse  and  every 
ass,  for  every  bundle  of  grass,  for  every  cock 
and  for  every  hen,  a  din  of  twenty  tongues  is 
put  in  motion,  and  a  perpetual  fury  rages,  as 
the  fury  of  a  hurricane.  But  the  hubbub  about 
the  missionary's  piastres  rose  higher  than  all 
the  other  hubbubs.  Indeed,  those  who  were 
quarrelling  before  about  their  own  affairs  came 
and  stood  round  in  a  huge  circle,  anxious  to 
know  how  the  noble  reis  and  his  clerical 
opponent  would  ultimately  settle  this  stiflf 
financial  difficulty. 

•  In  half  an  hour  neither  side  would  yield  one 
point;  but  then  at  last  the  Egyptian  began  to 
show  that,  noble  as  he  looked,  ^^  ^^  xca.^^  ^^^ 
stuff  compressible     He  gtadxiaW^  %iaN^  \x^^\f»s^ 
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by  para,  till  be  allowed  donkeys,  men,  and 
women  to  clamber  over  the  sides  of  his  boat  at 
the  exact  price  named  by  him  of  the  black  coaL 
Never  did  the  church  have  a  more  perfect 
success. 

But  the  battle  was  not  yet  over.  No  sooner 
was  the  vessel  pushed  off  into  the  stream,  thaa 
the  noble  reis  declared  that  necessity  compelled 
him  to  demand  the  number  of  piastres  originally 
named  by  him.  He  regretted  it,  but  he  assured 
the  clergyman  that  he  had  no  other  alternative. 

And  now  how  did  it  behove  an  ardent  mis- 
sionary to  act  in  such  a  contest  with  a  subtle 
Egyptian  ?  How  should  the  eloquence  of  the 
church  prevail  over  this  Eastern  Mammon  ?  It 
did  prevail  very  signally.  The  soldier  of  peace, 
scorning  further  argument  in  words  with  such  a 
crafty  reis,  mindful  of  the  lessons  of  his  youth, 
raised  his  right  hand,  and  with  one  blow  be- 
tween the  eyes,  laid  the  Arab  captain  prostrate 
on  his  own  deck. 

"There,"  said  he,  turning  to  Wilkinson,  "that 
is  what  we  call  a  pastoral  visitation  in  this 
comilry.    We  can  do  nothing  without  it." 

The  poor  reis  picked  himself  up,  and  picked 
up  also  his  turban,  which  had  been  knocked  ofT, 
and  said  not  a  word  more  about  the  piastres. 
All  the  crew  worked  with  double  diligence  at 
their  oars,  and  the  party,  as  they  disembarked 
from  the  boat,  were  treated  with  especial 
deference.  Even  the  donkeys  were  respected. 
In  Egypt  the  donkeys  of  a  man  are  respected, 
ay,  and  even  his  donkey-boys,  when  he  shows 
himself  able  and  wffli'ng  lo  IlbwJl  dovu  all 
those  around  him. 
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A  great  man  there,  a  native,  killed  his  cook 
one  morning  in  a  rage;  and  a  dragoman, 
learned  in  languages,  thus  told  the  story  to  an 
Englishman: — "De  sahib,  him  vera  respecble 
man.  Him  kill  him  cook,  Solyman,  this  morn- 
ing. Oh,  de  sahib  particklar  respecble  1" 
After  all,  it  may  be  questioned  whether  this  be 
not  a  truer  criterion  of  respectability  than  that 
other  one  of  keeping  a  gig. 

Oh,  those  pyramid  guides  1  foul,  false,  cowardly, 
bullying  thieves !  A  man  who  goes  to  Cairo  mtsst 
see  the  Pyramids.  Convention,  and  the  laws 
of  society  as  arranged  on  that  point,  of  course 
require  it.  But  let  no  man,  and,  above  all,  no 
woman,  assume  that  the  excursion  will  be  in 
any  way  pleasurable.  I  have  promised  that  I 
will  not  describe  such  a  visit,  but  I  must  enter 
a  loud,  a  screeching  protest  against  the  Arab 
brutes — the  sheiks  being  the  very  worst  of  the 
brutes — ^who  have  these  monuments  in  their 
hands.  Their  numbers,  the  filthiness  of  their 
dress — or  one  might  almost  say  no  dress — their 
stench,  their  obscene  indecency,  their  clatter- 
ing noise,  their  rapacity,  exercised  without  a 
moment's  intercession ;  their  abuse,  as  in  this 
wise :  *'  Very  bad  English-man ;  dam  bad ;  dam, 
dam^  dam !  Him  want  to  take  all  him  money 
to  the  grave ;  but  no,  no,  no !  Devil  hab  him, 
and  money  tool"  This,  be  it  remembered, 
from  a  ferocious,^  almost  blackened  Arab,  with 
his  face  within  an  inch  of  your  own.  And  then 
their  flattery,  as  in  this  wise :  '<  Good  English- 
man— very  good  I" — and  then  a  tarwti-^  V^xA. 
pats  your  fsLce,  and  your  baeV,  axv^  >^^  ^^.^ih^^ 
of  your  leg-^**  Him  gib  poor  Ma\>  otLe^^^Ss^^ 
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for  himself— yes, 
let  him  tumble  di 
ye^,  yes;  break  all  him  legs."  And  then  the 
patliog  goes  on  again.  These  things,  I  say, 
put  together,  make  a  visit  to  the  Pyramids  no 
delightful  recreation.  My  advice  to  my  coun- 
trymen who  are  so  unfortunate  as  to  visit  them 
is  this  :  Let  the  ladies  remain  below^not  that 
they  ever  will  do  so,  if  the  gentlemen  who  are 
with  them  ascend^and  let  the  men  go  armed 
with  stout  sticks,  and  mercilessly  belabour  any 
Arab  who  attempts  either  to  bully  or  to  wheedle, 

Let  every  Englishman  remember  this  also, 
that  the  ascent  is  not  difficult,  though  so  much 
noise  is  made  about  the  difficulty  as  naturally 
to  make  a  man  think  that  it  is  so.  And  let 
this  also  be  remembered,  that  noihing  is  to  be 
gained  by  entering  the  pyramid  except  dirt, 
noise,  stench,  vermin,  abuse,  and  want  of  atr. 
Nothing  is  to  be  seen  there — nothing  to  be 
heard.  A  man  may  sprain  his  ankle,  and  cer- 
tainly will  knock  his  head.  He  will  encoanter 
no  other  delights  but  these. 

But  he  certainly  will  come  out  a  wiser  man 
than  he  went  in.  He  will  then  be  wise  enough 
to  know  how  wretched  a  place  is  the  interior  of 
a  pyramid^an  amount  of  wisdom  with  which 
no  teaching  of  mine  will  imbue  him. 

Bertram  and  Wilkinson  were  sitting  beneath 
the  pyramid,  with  their  faces  toward  the  desert, 
enjoying  the  cool  night  air,  when  they  first 
began  to  speak  of  Adela  Gauntlet.  Hitherto 
Arthur  had  hardly  mentioned  her  name.  They 
had  spQken  much  of  his  mDl^iet^TOitii  o^.  "C 
*t  Hurst  Staple,  atiftTgfaftv  y^a  tA\ 
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Harcourt,  of  whose  separation  from  her  huisband 
Ihey  were  of  course  aware;  but  Arthur  had 
been  shy  of  mentioning  Adela's  name. . 

They  had  been  speaking  of  Mrs.  WiUdnson, 
and  the  disagreeable  position  in  which  the  Ticar 
found  himself  in  his  own  house;  when,  after 
sitting  silent  for  a  moment,  he  said,  ''After  aH, 
George,  I  sometimes  think  that  it  would  have 
been  better  for  me  to  have  married." 

**  Of  course  it  would — or  rather,  I  should  ^y, 
will  be  better.  It  is  what  you  will  do  when  you 
return."  " 

"  I  don't  know  about  my  liealth  now." 

"  Your  health  will  be  right  enough  after  this 
winter.    I  don't  see  much  the  matter  with  it" 

**  I  am  better,  certainly ; "  and  then  there  was 
another  pause. 

"Arthur,"  continued  Bertram,  "I  only^wish 
that  I  had  open  before  me  the  same  chance 
in  life  that  you  have — the  same  chance  of 
happiness." 

"  Do  not  despair,  George.  A  short  time 
cures  all  our  wounds." 

**  Yes ;  a  short  time  does  cure  them  aU— and 
then  comes  chaos." 

"  I  meant  a  short  time  in  this  world." 

"  Well,  all  things  are  possible ;  but  I  do  not 
understand  how  mine  are  to  be  cured.  They 
have  come  too  clearly  from  my  own  folly." 

"From  such  folly,"  said  Arthur,  "as  always 
impedes  the  working  of  human  prudence." 

"  Do  you  remember,  Arthur,  my  coming  to 
you  the  morning  after  tiiie  degrees  came  do^fnjL— 
when  you  were  so  low  iti  sp\nl&\>ec^N3&^l<s^^^^, 
broken  down— when  1  was  so  fcJX  ol  Vxvxod:^^ 
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"I  remember  the  morning  well;  but  I  do 
not  remember  any  triumph  on  your  part." 

"Ah  I  I  was  triumphant — triumphant  in  my 
innermost  heart.  I  thought  then  that  all  the 
world  must  give  way  to  me,  because  I  had  taken 
a  double-first.  And  now — I  liave  given  way 
before  all  the  world.  What  have  I  done  with 
all  the  jewels  of  my  youth?  Thrown  them 
before  swine  ?  " 

"  Come,  George ;  you  are  hardly  seven  and 
twenty  yet." 

"No,  harcily;  and  I  have  no  profession,  no 
fortune,  no  pursuit,  and  no  purpose.  I  am 
here,  silting  on  the  broken  store  of  an  old 
tomb,  merely  because  it  is  as  well  for  me  to  be 
here  as  elsewhere,  I  have  made  myself  to  be 
one  as  to  whose  whereabouts  no  man  need 
make  inquiry — and  no  woman.  If  that  black, 
one-eyed  brute,  whom  I  thrashed  a-top  of  the 
pjframid,  had  stuck  his  knife  in  me,  who  would 
have  been  the  worse  for  it?  You,  perhaps — for 
six  weeks  or  so." 

"You  know  there  are  many  would  have  wept 
for  you." 

"I  know  but  one.  She  would  have  wept, 
while  it  would  be  ten  times  better  that  she 
should  rejoice.  Yes,  she  would  weep ;  for  I 
have  marred  her  happiness  as  I  have  marred 
my  own.  But  who  cares  for  me,  of  whose  care 
I  can  be  proud  ?  Who  is  anxious  for  me,  whom 
I  can  dare  to  thank,  whom  I  may  dare  lo 
love  ? " 

"Do  we  not  love  you  at  Hurst  Staple  ? " 
"  /  do  not  know.     But  I  Vno-K  \.\vw,  vVan.  •jw-i 
ought  to  be  ashamed  oS  me.    1  V'w^  ^^^ 
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Gauntlet  is  my  friend ;  that  is,  if  in  our  pig- 
headed country  a  modest  girl  may  love  a  man 
who  is  neither  her  brother  nor  her  lover." 

"I  am  sure  she  is,"  said  Arthur;  and  then 
there  was  another  pause.  "  Do  you  know,"  he 
continued,  **  I  once  thought " 

"Thought  what?" 

"  That  you  were  fond  of  Adela.** 

**  So  I  am,  heartily  fond  of  her." 

•*But  I  mean  more  than  that" 

"  You  once  thought  that  I  would  have  married 
her  if  I  could.     That  is  what  you  mean," 

"  Yes,"  said  Wilkinson,  blushing  to  his  eyes* 
But  it  did  not  matter ;  for  no  one  could  see  him. 

"Well;  I  will  make  a  clean  breast  of  it, 
Arthur.  Men  can  talk  here,  sitting  in  the 
desert,  who  would  be  as  mute  as  death  at  home 
in  England.  Yes ;  there  was  once  a  moment, 
once  one  moment,  in  which  I  would  have 
married  her — z,  moment  in  which  I  flattered 
myself  that  I  could  forget  Caroline  Waddington. 
Ah  1  if  I  could  tell  you  how  Adela  behaved  1 " 

"  How  did  she  behave  ?  Tell  me — what  did 
she  say?"  said  Arthur,  with  almost  feverish 
anxiety. 

"She  bade  me  remember,  that  those  who 
dare  to  love  must  dare  to  suffer.  She  told  me 
that  the  wounded  stag,  '  that  from  the  hunter's 
aim  has  ta'en  a  hurt,'  must  endure  to  live,  *  left 
and  abandoned  of  his  velvet  friends.' — And 
she  told  me  true.  I  have  not  all  her  courage ; 
but  I  will  take  a  lesson  from  her,  and  learn 
to  suffer — quietly,  without  a  word^  \1  \.VvaX  Vji^ 
possible/* 

"  Then  you  did  propose  lo  Viet"*'* ^ 
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<^  No ;  hardly  that    I  cannot  tell  what  I  said 
myself;  but  'twas  thus  she  answered  me/' 

"  But  what  do  you  mean  by  taking  a  lesson 
from  her?    Has  she  any  such  suffering? " 
"  Nay !    You  may  ask  her.     I  did  not.'* 
*•  But  you  said  so  just  now ;  at  any  rate  you 
left  me  to  infer  it.    Is  there  any  one  whom 
Adela  Gauntlet  really  loves?  " 

George  Bertram  did  not  answer  the  question 
at  once.  He  had  plighted  his  word  to  her  as 
her  friend  that  he  would  keep  her  secret ;  and 
then,  moreover,  that  secret  had  become  known 
to  him  by  mere  guesses.  He  had  no  right,  by 
<  any  law,  to  say  it  as  a  fact  that  Adela  Gauntlet 
was  not  heart-whole.  But  still  he  thought  that 
he  would  say  so.  Why  should  he  not  do 
'something  towards  making  these  two  people 
•happy  ? 

"  Do  you  believe  that  Adela  is  really  in  love 
with  any  one  ?  "  repeated  Arthur. 

"  If  I  tell  you  that,  will  you  tell  me  this — Are 
you  in  love  with  any  one — ^you  yourself?  " 

The  young  clergyman  was  again  ruby  red  up 
to  his  forehead.  He  could  dare  to  talk  about 
Adela,  but  hardly  about  himself. 

"  I  in  love  !"  he  said  at  last  "You  know 
that  I  have  been  obliged  to  keep  out  of  that 
kind  of  thing.  Circumstanced  as  I  have  been, 
I  could  not  marry." 

*'  But  that  does  not  keep  a  man  from  falling 
in  love." 

"  Does  not  it  ? "  said  Arthur,  rather  inno- 
cently. 

"That  has  not  preserved  me— nor,  I  pre- 
sume, has  it  preserved  yon.    Come,  Arthur,  be 
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honest ;  if  a  man  with  thirty-nine  articles  round 
his  neck  can  be  honest.  Out  with  the  truth  at 
once.     Do  you  love  Adela,  or  do  you  not  ?  " 

But  the  truth  would  not  come  out  so  easily. 
Whether  it  was  the  thirty-nine  articles,  or  the 
natural  modesty  of  the  man's  disposition,  I  will 
not  say;  but  he  did  not  find  himself  at  the 
moment  able  to  give  a  downright  answer  to  this 
downright  question.  He  would  have  been  well 
pleased  that  Bertram  should  know  the  whole 
truth ;  but  the  task  of  telling  it  went  against  the 
grain  with  him. 

"  If  you  do,  and  do  not  tell  her  so,"  continued 
Bertram,  when  he  found  that  he  got  no  im- 
mediate reply, "  I  shall  think  you But  no  ; 

a  man  must  be  his  own  judge  in  such  matters, 
and  of  all  men  I  am  the  least  (it  to  be  a  judge 
of  others.  But  I  would  that  it  might  be  so,  taC: 
both  your  sakes." 

"  Why,  you  say  yourself  that  she  likes  soi 
some  else." 

"  I  have  never  said  so,  I  have  said  nothinL 
like  it.  There;  when  you  get  home,  do  you 
yourself  ask  her  whom  she  loves.  But  remem- 
ber this — if  it  should  chance  that  she  should 
say  that  it  is  you,  you  must  be  prepared  to 
bear  the  burden,  whatever  may  be  urged  to  the 
contrary  at  the  vicarage.  And  now  we  will 
retire  to  roost  in  this  hole  of  ours." 

Arthur  bad  as  yet  made  no  reply  to  Bertram's 
question ;  but  as  he  crept  along  the  base  of  the 
pyramid,  feeling  his  steps  among  the  sand  and 
loose  stones,  he  did  manage  to  say  a  word  o^^ 
two  of  the  truth.  ^H 


1,  fot^ 

:hin|" 


Ltwo  of  the  truth. 
"  God  bless  you,  George. 
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"  No ;  hardly  that  I  cannot  tell  what  I  said 
myself;  but  'twas  thus  she  answered  me." 

"  But  what  do  you  mean  by  taking  a  lesson 
from  her?     Has  she  any  such  suffering?" 

"  Nay  !     You  may  ask  her,     I  did  not." 

"  But  you  said  so  just  now ;  at  any  rate  you 
•left  me  to  infer  it.  Is  there  any  one  whom 
Adela  Gauntlet  really  loves  ?  " 

George  Bertram  did  not  answer  the  question 
at  once.  He  had  plighted  his  word  to  her  as 
her  friend  that  he  would  keep  her  secret ;  and 
then,  moreover,  that  secret  had  become  known 
to  him  by  mere  guesses.  He  had  no  tight,  by 
any  law,  to  say  it  as  a  fact  that  Adela  Gauntlet 
was  not  heart-whole.  But  still  he  thought  that 
he  would  say  so.  Why  should  he  not  do 
^something  towards  making  these  two  people 
■happy  ? 

"  Do  you  believe  that  Adela  is  really  in  love 
with  any  one?"  repeated  Arthur. 

"  If  I  tell  you  that,  will  you  tell  me  this — Are 
you  in  love  with  any  one— you  yourself?" 

The  young  clergyman  was  again  ruby  red  up 
to  his  forehead.  He  could  dare  to  talk  about 
Adela,  but  hardly  about  himself. 

"I  in  love  1"  he  said  at  last  "You  know 
that  I  have  been  obliged  to  keep  out  of  that 
kind  of  thing.  Circumstanced  as  I  have  been, 
I  could  not  marry." 

"  But  that  does  not  keep  a  man  from  falling 
in  love." 

Does  not  it?"    said  Arthur,   rather  inno- 
.tly. 
■'That  has  not  preserved  me — nor,  I  pre- 

imc,  has  it  preserved  you.    Come,  Arthur, ' 
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honest ;  if  a  man  with  thirty-nine  articles  round 
his  neck  can  be  honest  Out  with  the  truth  at 
once.    Do  you  love  Adela,  or  do  you  not  ?  " 

But  the  truth  would  not  come  out  so  easily. 
Whether  it  was  the  thirty-nine  articles,  or  the 
natural  moiiesty  of  the  man's  disposition,  I  will 
not  say;  but  he  did  not  find  himself  at  the 
moment  able  to  give  a  downright  answer  to  this 
downright  question.  He  would  have  been  well 
pleased  that  Bertram  should  know  the  whole 
truth ;  but  the  task  of  telling  it  went  against  the 
grain  with  him. 

"  If  you  do,  and  do  not  tell  her  so,"  continued 
Bertram,  when  he  found  that  he  got  no  im- 
mediate reply,  "  I  shall  think  you—  But  no ; 
a  man  must  be  his  own  judge  in  such  matters, 
and  of  all  men  I  am  the  least  fit  to  be  a  judge 
of  others.  But  I  would  that  it  might  be  so,  for 
both  your  sakes." 

**  Why,  you  say  yourself  that  she  likes  some 
some  else.'' 

"  I  have  never  said  so.  I  have  said  nothing 
like  it  There;  when  you  get  home,  do  you 
yourself  ask  her  whom  she  loves.  But  remem- 
ber this — ^if  it  should  chance  that  she  should 
say  that  it  is  you,  you  must  be  prepared  to 
bear  the  burden,  whatever  may  be  urged  to  the 
contrary  at  the  vicarage.  And  now  we  will 
retire  to  roost  in  this  hole  of  ours." 

Arthur  had  as  yet  made  no  reply  to  Bertram's 
question ;  but  afr  he  crept  along  the  base  of  the 
pyramid,  feeling  his  steps  among  the  sand  and 
loose  stones,  he  did  manage  to  say  a  word  or 
twoof  the  truth. 

**  God  bless  you,  George.'    I  do  love  her— 
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with  sundry  other  travelling  Britons  who  were 
there ;  and  then  each,  with  his  chair  in  bis 
hand,  went  into  the  dervishes'  halL  This  was 
a  large,  lofty,  round  room,  the  roof  of  which 
was  in  the  shape  of  a  cupola ;  on  one  side,  that 
which  pointed  towards  Mecca,  and  therefore 
nearly  due  east,  there  was  an  empty  throne,  or 
tribune,  in  which  the  head  of  the  college,  or 
dean  of  the  chapter  of  Jervishes,  located  him- 
self on  his  haunches.  He  was  a  handsome, 
powerful  man,  of  about  forty,  with  a  fine  black 
beard,  dressed  in  a  flowing  gown,  and  covered 
by  a  fiat-topped  black  cap- 
By  degrees,  and  slowly,  ia  came  the  college 
of  the  dervishes,  and  seated  themselves  as  their 
dean  was  seated ;  but  they  sat  on  the  floor  in 
•a  circle,  which  spread  away  from  the  tribune, 
getting  larger  and  larger  in  its  dimensions  as 
fresh  dervishes  came  in.  There  was  not  much 
attention  to  regularity  in  their  arrival,  for  some 
appeared  barely  in  time  for  the  closing  scene. 

The  commencement  was  tame  enough.  Still 
seated,  they  shouted  out  a  short  prayer  to  Allah 
a  certain  number  of  times.  The  number  was 
said  to  be  ninety-nine.  But  they  did  not  say 
the  whole  prayer  at  once,  though  it  consisted 
of  only  three  words.  They  took  the  first  word 
ninety-nine  times  ;  and  then  the  second ;  and 
then  the  third.  The  only  sound  to  be  recog- 
nized was  that  of  Allah  ;  but  the  deep  guttural 
tone  in  which  this  was  groaned  out  by  all  the 
voices  together,  made  even  th.it  anything  but  a 
distinct  word. 

And  so  this  was  completed,  the  circlp  getting 
ever  larger  and  larger,    Ag^it  ™*  lemaAed 


that  men  came  in  as  dervishes  who  belonged  to 
various  ordinary  pursuits  and  trades;  there 
were  soldiers  in  the  circle,  and,  apparently, 
comnion  iabourers.  Indeed,  any  one  may  join ; 
though  I  presume  be  would  do  so  with  some 
danger  were  it  discovered  that  he  were  not  a 
Mahomedan. 

Those  who  specially  belonged  to  the  college 
had  peculiar  gowns  and  caps,  and  herded  to-- 
gether  on  one  side  of  the  circle  ;  and  it  appeared 
to  our  friends,  that  throughout  the  ecterlain- 
ment  they  were  by  far  the  least  enthusiastic  of 
the  performers. 

When  this  round  of  groaning  had  been  com- 
pleted— and  it  occupied  probably  half  an  hour" 
— a  young  lad,  perhaps  of  seventeen  years,  very- 
handsome,  and  handsomely  dressed  in  a  puce-- 
coloured  cloak,  or  rather  petticoat,  with  a  purple^ 
hat  on  his  head,  in  shape  like  an  inverted  flower- 
pot, slipped  forth  from  near  the  tribune  into 
the  middle  of  the  circle,  and  began  to  twirl. 
After  about  five  or  six  minutes,  two  other 
younger  boys,  somewhat  similarly  dressed,  did 
the  same,  and  twirled  also;  so  that  there  were 
three  twirling  together. 

But  the  twirling  of  the  elder  boy  was  by  far  1 
the  more  graceful.  Let  any  young  lady  put  out  I 
both  her  hands,  so  as  to  bring  the  one  to  the 
level  of  her  waist,  and  the  other  with  the  crown 
of  her  head,  and  then  go  round  and  round,  as 
nearly  as  possible  on  the  same  spot  j  let  her  do 
this  so  that  no  raising  of  either  foot  shall  ever 
be  visible ;  and  let  her  continue  it  for  fifteen 
minutes,  without  any  variation  in  the  attitude  of 
her  arms,  or  any  sign  of  fatigue— ^ind  then  sbft 
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may  go  in  for  a  twirling  dervish.  It  is  absurd 
to  suppose  that  any  male  creature  in  England 
could  perform  the  feat.  During  this  twirling,  a 
little  black  boy  marked  the  time,  by  beating 
with  two  sticks  on  a  rude  gong. 

This  dance  was  kept  up  at  first  for  fifteen 
minutes.  Then  there  was  another  short  spell 
of  howling;  then  another  dance,  or  twirl ;  and 
then  the  real  game  began. 

The  circle  had  now  become  so  large  as  to 
occupy  the  greater  part  of  tlie  hall,  and  was 
especially  swelled  by  sundry  new  arrivals  at  this 
moment.  In  particular,  there  came  one  swarthy, 
tall,  wretched -looking  creature,  with  wild  eyes, 
wan  face,  and  black  hair  of  extraordinary  length, 
who  took  up  his  position,  standing  immediately 
opposite  to  the  tribune.  Other  new  comers  also 
stood  near  him,  all  of  whom  were  remarkable 
for  the  length  of  their  hair.  Some  of  them  bad 
it  tied  up  behind  Uke  women,  and  now  pro- 
ceeded to  unloose  it. 

But  at  this  period  considerable  toilet  prepara- 
tions were  made  for  the  coming  work.  All 
those  in  the  circle  who  had  not  come  in  from 
the  college  with  gowns  and  caps,  and  one  or 
two  even  of  them,  deliberately  took  off  their 
outer  clothing,  and  tied  it  up  in  bundles. 
These  bundles  they  removed  to  various  comers, 
so  that  each  might  again  find  bis  own  clothes. 
One  or  two  put  on  calico  dressing-gowns,  which 
appeared  to  have  been  placed  ready  for  the 
purpose ;  and  among  these  was  the  cadaverous 
lan  of  the  black  hair. 

And  ilien  they  all  stood  up,  i.\\e  dea.Tv  stand- 
■iog  also  before  hia  wibuna,  8a4  a.  i&e.-s-\s»Ri. 
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murmur  went  round  the  circle.  This  also  was 
the  word  Allah,  as  was  duly  explained  to  Ber- 
tram by  his  dragoman ;  but  without  such 
explanation  it  would  have  been  impossible  to 
detect  that  any  word  was  pronounced  Indeed, 
the  sound  was  of  such  nature  as  to  make  it 
altogether  doubtful  from  whence  it  came.  It 
was  like  no  human  voice,  or  amalgamation  of 
voices ;  but  appeared  as  though  it  came  from 
the  very  bowels  of  the  earth.  At  first  it  was 
exceedingly  low,  but  it  increased  gradually,  till 
at  last  one  might  have  fancied  that  the  legions 
of  Lucifer  were  groaning  within  the  very  bowels, 
of  Pandemonium. 

And  also,  by  slow  degrees,  a  motion  was  seen 
to  pervade  the  circle.  The  men,  instead  of 
standing  fixedly  on  their  legs,  leaned  over,  first 
to  the  right  and  then  to  the  left,  all  swaying 
l^Lckwards  and  forwards  together  in  the  same 
direction,  so  that  both  sound  and  motion  were 
as  though  they  came  from  one  compact  body. 

And  then,  as  the  groan  became  louder,  so  did 
the  motion  become  more  violent,  till  the  whole 
body  heaved  backwards  and  forwards  with  the 
regularity  of  a  pendulum  and  the  voice  of  a 
steam-engine.  As  the  excitement  became 
strong,  the  head  of  the  dervishes  walked  along 
the  inner  circle,  exciting  those  to  more  violence 
who  already  seemed  the  most  violent.  This  he 
did,  standing  for  a  few  minutes  before  each 
such  man,  bowing  his  own  head  rapidly  and 
groaning  deeply;  and  as  he  did  so,  the  man 
before  whom  he  stood  would  groan  and  swing 
himself  with  terrible  energy.  ^^  >^^  "Kisssi. 
with  the  long  hair  were  especiiSX>j  ^A^^x.^^* 
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And  by  degrees  the  lateral  motion  was 
abandoned,  and  the  dervishes  bowed  their 
heads  foni'ards  instead  of  sideways.  No  one 
who  has  not  seen  the  operation  can  conceive 
what  men  may  achieve  in  the  way  of  bowing 
and  groaning.  They  bowed  till  they  swept  the 
floor  with  their  long  hair,  bending  themselvt 
double,  and  after  each  motion  bringing  tht 
selves  up  again  to  an  erect  posture.  And 
dean  went  backwards  from  one  to  another,' 
ui^ng  them  on. 

By  this  time  the  sight  was  terrible  to  behold. 
The  perspiration  streamed  down  them,  the 
sounds  came  forth  as  tliough  their  very  hearts 
were  bursting,  their  faces  were  hidden  by  their 
rlishevelled  locks,  whatever  clothes  they  wore 
were  reeKliig  wet.  But  still  they  flung  them- 
selves about,  the  motion  becoming  faster  and 
faster;  and  still  the  sounds  came  forth  as 
though  from  the  very  depths  of  Tartarus. 
And  still  the  venerable  dean  went  backwards 
and  forwards  slowly  before  them,  urging  them 
on,  and  still  urging  them  on. 

But  at  last,  nature  with  the  greater  number 
of  them  had  made  her  last  effort ;  the  dean 
retired  to  his  tribune,  acd  the  circle  was  broken 
up.  But  those  men  with  the  long  hair  still 
persevered.  It  appeared,  both  to  Bertram  and 
Wilkinson,  that  with  them  the  effort  was  now 
involuntary.  They  were  carried  on  by  an 
ecstatic  frenzy ;  either  that  or  they  were  the 
best  actors.  The  circle  had  broken  up,  thi 
dervishes  were  lying  listlessly  along  the  walli 
^panting  with  heat,  and  nearly  lifeless  with  thei 
y  but  some  four,  remaining  with  th  ' 
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feet  fixed  in  the  old  place,  still  bowed  and  still 
howled. 

"  They  will  die,"  said  Bertram. 

'*  Will  they  not  be  stopped  ?  "  said  Wilkinson 
to  their  dragoman. 

'^Five  minutes,  five  minutes!''  said  the 
dragoman.  *^  Look  at  him — ^look  at  him  witii 
the  black  hair  1 "    And  they  did  look. 

Three  of  them  had  now  Mien,  and  the  one 
remained  still  at  his  task.  He  swept  the 
ground  with  his  hair,  absolutely  striking,  it  with 
his  head  ;  and  the  sounds  came  forth  from  him 
loudly,  wildly,  with  broken  gasps,  with  terrible 
exertion,  as  though  each  would  be  his  last,  and 
yet  they  did  nothing  to  repress  him. 

At  last  it  seemed  as  though  the  power  of 
fully  raising  his  head  had  left  him,  and  also 
that  of  lowering  it  to  the  ground.  But  still  he 
made  as  it  were  a  quarter-circle.  His  hands 
were  clutched  behind  his  back,  and  with  this 
singular  motion,  and  in  this  singular  attitude, 
he  began  to  move  his  feet ;  and  still  groaning 
and  half  bowing,  he  made  a  shuffling  progress 
across  the  hall. 

The  dervishes  themselves  appeared  to  take 
no  notice  of  him.  The  dean  stood  tranquil 
under  his  tribune;  those  who  had  recovered 
from  their  exertions  were  dressing  themselves, 
the  others  lay  about  collecting  their  breath. 
But  the  eyes  of  every  stranger  were  on  the  still 
moving  blacks-haired  devotee. 

On  he  went,  still  howling  and  still  swinging 
his  head,  right  towards  the  wall  of  the  temple. 
His  pace  was  not  fast,  but  it  seemed  as  though 
he  would  inevitably  knock  his  own  brains  out 


The 


by  the  motion  of  his  own  head ;  and  yet  i 
body  stopped  him. 

"  He'll  kill  himself,"  said  Wilkinson, 

"  No,  no,  no  1 "  said  the  dragoman ;  "  him 
no  kill — him  head  berry  hard," 

Beitram  rushed  forward  as  though  to  stay 
the  infuriate  fanatic,  but  one  or  two  of  ihe 
dervishes  who  stood  around  gently  prevented 
him  without  speaking  a  word. 

And  then  the  finale  came.  Crack  he  went 
against  the  wall,  rebounded  off,  and  went  at 
it  again,  and  then  again.  They  were  no  mock 
blows,  but  serious,  heavy  raps,  as  from  a 
small  batten ng-raro.  But  yet  both  Bertram 
and  Wilkinson  were  able  to  observe  that  he  did 
not  strike  the  wall,  as  he  would  naturally  have 
done  had  there  been  no  precaution.  Had  he 
struck  it  wilh  his  head  in  motion,  as  was 
intended  to  be  believed,  the  blow  would  have 
come  upon  his  forehead  and  temples,  and  must 
probably  have  killed  him ;  but  instead  of  this, 
just  as  he  approached  the  wall,  he  butted  at  it 
like  a  ram,  and  saved  his  forehead  at  the  ex- 
pense of  his  pole.  It  may  probably  be  surmised, 
therefore,  that  he  knew  what  he  was  about. 

After  these  three  raps,  the  man  stood,  still 
doubled  up,  but  looking  as  though  he  were 
staggered.  And  then  he  went  again  with  his 
head  towards  the  wall.  But  the  dean,  satis&ed 
with  what  had  been  done,  now  interposed,  and 
this  best  of  dervishes  was  gently  laid  on  his 
back  upon  the  floor,  while  his  long  matted  hair 
was  drawn  from  off  his  face.  As  he  so  lay,  the 
s'ght  was  not  agreeable  to  Christian  eyes,  what- 
ertra  Inie  Mahomedan  itugtittonVQ^it. 
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'Twas  thus  the  dervishes  practised  their  reli- 
gious rites  at  Cairo.  "I  wonder  how  much 
that  black  fellow  gets  paid  every  Friday,"  said 
Bertram,  as  he  mounted  his  donkey ;  "  it  ought 
to  be  something  very  handsome." 


CHAPTER  XXXIX 

THE  TWO  WIDOWS 

The  winter  was  now  nearly  over,  and  the  tra- 
vellers had  determined  to  return  to  England. 
Whatever  other  good  purpose  the  city  of  Cairo 
might  or  might  not  serve,  it  had  restored  Wil- 
kinson to  health.  Bertram  was  sufficiently 
weary  of  living  in  a  country  in  which  the  women 
go  about  with  their  faces  hidden  by  long  dirty 
stripes  of  calico,  which  they  call  veils,  and  in 
which  that  little  which  is  seen  of  the  ladies  by 
no  means  creates  a  wish  to  see  more.  And 
Wilkinson,  since  the  conversation  which  they 
had  had  at  the  P3rramids,  was  anxious  to  assume 
his  own  rights  in  the  vicarage-house  at  Hurst 
Staple.  So  they  decided  on  returning  about 
the  middle  of  March  ;  but  they  decided  also  on 
visiting  Suez  before  doing  so. 

In  these  days  men  go  from  Cairo  to  Suez  as 
they  do  from  London  to  Birmingham — ^by  rail- 
way ;  in  those  days — some  ten  or  twelve  years 
back,  that  is — they  went  in  wooden  boxes,  and 
were  dragged  by  mules  through  the  desert 

We  cannot  stay  long  at  Suei^x^ot  ^qnq^^A. 
carry  my  reader  there,  even  toi  ^  kss^^'^s^i^^^ 
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how  iriste  and  dull  the  place  is,  had  not  our 
hero  made  an  acquaintance  there  which  Tot 
some  lime  was  likely  to  have  a  considerable 
effect  on  his  future  life. 

Suez  is  indeed  a  triste,  unhappy,  wretched 
place.  It  is  3  small  oriental  town,  now  much 
be-Europeanized,  and  in  the  process  of  being 
be-Anglicized.  It  is  not  so  Beelzebub-ridden  a 
spot  as  Alexandria,  nor  falling  to  pieces  like 
Cairo.  But  it  has  neither  water,  air,  nor  verdure. 
No  trees  grow  there,  no  rivers  Sow  there.  Men 
drink  brine  and  eat  goats ;  and  the  thermometer 
stands  at  eighty  in  the  shade  in  winter.  The 
oranges  are  the  only  luxury.  There  is  a  huge 
hotel,  which  contains  long  rows  of  hot  ceils, 
and  a  vast  cave  in  which  people  eat.  The 
interest  of  the  place  consists  in  Pharaoh's  pas- 
sage over  the  Red  Sea ;  but  its  future  prosperity 
will  be  caused  by  a  transit  of  a  diiferent  nature  : 
— the  passage  of  the  English  to  and  from  India 
will  turn  even  Suez  into  an  important  town. 

Here  the  two  travellers  encountered  a  flood 
of  Indians  on  their  return  home.  The  boat 
from  Calcutta  came  in  while  they  were  there, 
and  suddenly  all  the  cells  were  tenanted,  and 
the  cave  was  full  of  spoiled  children,  tawny 
nurses,  pale  languid  mothers,  and  dyspeptic 
fathers.  These  were  to  be  fellow-travellers 
homewards  with  Bertram  and  Wilkinson. 

Neither  of  our  friends  regarded  with  favour 
the  crowd  which  made  them  even  more  uncom- 
fortable than  they  had  been  before.  As  Enghsh- 
men  in  such  positions  generally  do,  they  kept 
themselves  aloof  and  scoY,led,  tto'wned  at  the 
children  who  whined  in  the  iveaiea  Yiev^ti^oi.- 
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hood  to  them,  and  listened  in  disgust  to  the 
continuous  chatter  about  punkahs,  tiffins^  and 
bungalows. 

But  close  to  them,  at  the  end  of  the  long 
table,  at  the  common  dinner,  sat  two  ladies,  on 
whom  it  was  almost  impossible  for  them  to 
frown.  For  be  it  known  that  at  these  hotels  in 
Egypt,  a  man  cannot. order  his  dinner  when  he 
pleases.  He  must  breakfast  at  nine,  and  dine 
at  six,  as  others  do — or  go  without  And 
whether  he  dine,  or  whether  he  do  not,  he  must 
pay.  The  Medes  and  Persians  were  lax  and 
pliable  in  their  laws  in  comparison  with  these 
publicans. 

Both  George  and  Arthur  would  have  frowned 
if  they  could  have  done  so ;  but  on  these  two 
ladies  it  was  impossible  to  frown.  They  were 
both  young,  and  both  pretty.  George's  neigh- 
bour was  uncommonly  pretty — ^was,  indeed,  one 
of  die  prettiest  women  that  he  had  ever  seen ; — 
that  any  man  could  see  anywhere.  She  was  full 
of  smiles  too,  and  her  smile  was  heavenly; — 
was  full  of  words,  and  her  words  were  witty. 
She  who  sat  next  Arthur  was  perhaps  less  at- 
tractive; but  she  had  large  soft  eyes,  which 
ever  and  anon  she  would  raise  to  his  face,  and 
then  let  fall  again  to  her  plate  in  a  manner 
which  made  sparks  fly  round  the  heart  even  of 
our  somewhat  sombre  young  Hampshire  vicar. 

The  four  were  soon  in  full  conversation, 
apparently  much  to  the  disgust  of  two  military- 
looking  gentlemen  who  sat  on  the  other  side  of 
the  ladies.  And  it  was  evident  that  the  military 
gentlemen  and  the  ladies  were,  ox  o\x^\.  Ka  \>^^ 
on  terms  of  intimacy ;  for  ptofieis  cA  ^q>x^%^^^ 
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mutton,  and  wine  were  whispered  low,  and  little 
attempts  at  confidential  intercourse  were  made. 
But  the  proffers  were  rejected,  and  the  attempts 
were  in  vain.  The  ladies  preferred  to  have 
their  plates  and  glasses  filled  by  the  strangers, 
turned  their  shoulders  on  their  old  friends  with 
but  scant  courtesy,  and  were  quite  indifferent 
to  the  frowns  which  at  last  clouded  those  two 
military  brows. 

And  the  brows  of  Major  Biffin  and  Captain 
M'Gramm  were  clouded.  They  had  been  filling 
the  plates  and  glasses  of  these  two  ladies  all  the 
way  from  Calcutta  ;  they  had  walked  with  them 
every  day  on  deck,  had  fetched  their  chairs, 
picked  up  their  handkerchiefs,  and  looked  after 
their  bottled  beer  at  tiffin-time  with  an  assiduity 
which  is  more  than  commendable  in  such 
warm  latitudes.  And  now  to  be  thrown  on  one 
side  for  two  travelling  Englishmen,  one  in  a 
brown  coat  and  the  other  in  a  black  one — for 
two  raufis,  who  had  never  drunk  sangiree  or 
sat  under  a  punkah  I 

This  was  unpleasant  to  Major  Biffin  and 
Captain  M'Gramm,  But  then  why  had  the 
major  and  the  captain  boasted  of  the  favours 
they  had  daily  received,  to  that  soft-looking, 
superannuated  judge,  and  to  their  bilious  friend, 
Dr.  O'Shaughnessey?  Thejudgeandthe  doctor 
had  of  course  their  female  allies,  and  had  of 
course  repeated  to  them  all  the  boasts  of  the 
fortunate  major  and  of  the  fortunate  captain. 
And  was  it  not  equally  of  course  that  these 
ladies  should  again  repeat  the  same  to  Mrs. 
Cox  and  Mrs.  Price?  For  she  who  was  so 
divinely  perfect  was  Mrs.  Cos,  and  she  of  the 
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Boft,  lustrous  eyes  was  Mrs.  Price.     Those  who 
think  that  such  a  course  was  not  natural  know 
little    of   voyages    home     from    Calcutta 
Southampton. 

But  the  major,  who  had  been  the  admirer 
Mrs.  Cox,  had  done  more  tlian  this — had  donff' 
worse,  we  may  say.  The  world  of  the 
ship  "Lahore,"  which  was  bringing  them  all 
home,  had  declared  ever  since  they  had  left 
Point  de  Galle,  that  the  major  and  Mrs.  Cox 
were  engaged.  Now,  had  the  major,  in  boasting 
of  his  favours,  boasted  also  of  his  engagement, 
no  harm  perhaps  might  have  come  of  it.  The 
sweet  good  nature  of  the  widow  might  have 
overlooked  that  offence.  But  he  had  boasted 
of  the  favours  and  pooh-poohed  the  engage- 
ment I  "  Hinc  illK  lacrymje."  And  who  shall 
say  that  the  widow  was  wrong  ?  And  as  to  the 
other  widow,  Mrs,  Price,  she  was  tired  of 
Captain  M'Gramni.  A  little  fact  had  tran- 
spired about  Captain  M'Gramm,  namely,  that 
he  was  going  home  to  his  wife.  And  therefore 
the  two  ladies,  who  had  conspired  together  to 
be  civil  to  the  two  warriors,  now  conspired 
together  to  be  uncivil  to  them.  In  England 
such  things  are  done,  as  it  were,  behind  the 
scenes :  there  these  little  quarrels  are  managed  in 
private.  But  a  passage  home  from  India  admits 
of  but  little  privacy ;  there  is  no  behind  the 
scenes.  The  two  widows  were  used  to  this, 
and  quanelled  with  their  military  admirers  in 
public  without  any  compunction. 

"Hinc  illK  lacryni.-e."  But  the  major  was 
not  inclined  to  shed  his  tears  without  .in  effort. 
He  had  pooh-poohed  the  idea  of  manying  Mrs. 


ne>'  ^^ 
od  I 


btStr  of  doDig  so  was  ukco  fioHi  Um.  Jt  js 
poBBibie  Aat  Ma,  Cox,  wben  she  turned  her 
vmatj  ihonldgr  an  Uaiw-  Biffia,  nuf  herself 
hxie  aztientood  ^aa  pbosb  of  IniBian  future 

The  Bujoc  was  a  bandsooic  □»■,  widi  well* 
bnnbed  hair,  vdl-tiimned  vhiskei^a  6»ebead 
laUier  knr,  bnt  vtrj  iTmmetikal,  a  wdt-shapcd 
oose,  and  a  sroalJ.  pucsy  mouth.  The  wont  of 
his  face  was  that  you  could  by  no  means  re- 
member iL  But  he  knew  himsdf  to  be  a  h^nd- 
some  man,  and  he  coold  not  undetstaod  how 
he  could  be  laid  aside  for  so  ugly  a  lout  as  this 
stranger  fiotn  England.  Captain  M'GTamm 
was  not  a  handsome  man,  and  he  was  aware 
that  be  fought  his  battle  under  the  disadvantage 
of  a  wife.  But  he  had  impudence  enough  to 
compensate  him  for  this  double  drawback. 

During  this  first  dinner,  Arthur  Wilkinson 
was  not  more  than  coldly  civil  to  Mrs.  Price ; 
but  Bertram  became  after  a  while  warmly  civil 
to  Mrs.  Cox.  It  is  so  very  nice  to  be  smiled 
on  by  the  prettiest  woman  in  the  room ;  and  it 
was  long  since  he  had  seen  the  smile  of  any 
pretty  woman  1  Indeed,  for  the  last  eighteen 
months  lie  had  had  but  little  to  do  with  such 
smiles. 

Before  dinner  was  over,  Mrs.  Cox  had  ex- 
plained to  Bertram  that  both  slie  and  her  friend 
Mrs.  Price  were  in  deep  affliction.  They 
I  recently  lost  their  husbands — the  one,  by 
sbolera ;  that  was  poor  dear  Cox,  who  had 
I  collector  of  the  Honourable  Company's 
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taxes  at  Panjal)ee.  Whereas,  Lieutenant  Price, 
of  the  71st  Native  Bengal  Infantry,  had  suc- 
cumbed to — ^here  Mrs.  Cox  shook  her  head, 
and  whispered,  and  pointed  to  the  champagne- 
glass  which  Bertram  was  in  the  act  of  filling  for 
her.  Poor  Cox  had  gone  just  eight  months ; 
but  Price  had  taken  his  last  glass  yrithin  six. 
And  so  Bertram  knew  all  about  it. 

And  then  there  was  a  great  fuss  in  packing 
the  travellers  into  the  wooden  boxes.  It  seems 
that  they  had  all  made  up  their  own  parties  by 
sixes,  that  being  the  number  of  which  one  box 
was  supposed  to  be  capable.  But  pretty  women 
are  capricious,  and  neither  Mrs.  Price  nor  Mrs. 
Cox  were  willing  to  abide  by  any  such  arrange- 
ment. When  the  time  came  for  banding  them 
in,  they  both  objected  to  the  box  pointed  out 
to  them  by  Major  Bifl&n — refused  to  be  lifted  in 
by  the  arms  of  Captain  M*Gramm — ^got  at  last 
into  another  vacant  box  with  the  assistance  of 
our  friends — ^summoned  their  dingy  nurses  and 
babies  into  the  same  box  (for  each  was  so  pro- 
vided)— ^and  then  very  prettily  made  way  for 
Mr.  Bertram  and  Mr.  Wilkinson.  And  so  they 
went  across  the  desert 

Then  they  all  stayed  a  night  at  Cairo,  and 
then  they  went  on  to  Alexandria.  And  by  the 
time  that  they  were  embarked  in  a  boat  together, 
on  their  way  to  that  gallant  first-class  steamer, 
the  "  Cagliari,"  they  were  as  intimate  as  though 
they  had  travelled  round  the  world  together, 
and  had  been  as  long  about  it  as  Captain 
Cook. 

"What  will  you  take  with  you,  Mrs.  Cox?" 
said  Bertram,  as  he  stood  up  in  the  boat  with 
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the  baby  on  one  arm,  while  with  the  other  II 

handed  the  lady  towards  the  ship's  ladder,  _ 

"  A  good  ducking,"   said  Mrs,  Cox,  with  a 

I  cheery  laugh,  as  at  the  moment  a  dashing  wave 

►covered  them  with  its  spray.     "  And  I've  got 

I. it  too,    with   a  vengeance.      Ha!    ha  I     Take 

care  of  the  bahy,  whatever  you  do ;  and  if  she 

falls  over,  mind  you  go  after  her."     And  with 

another  little  peal  of  silver  ringing  laughter,  she 

tripped  up  the  side  of  the  ship,  and  Bertram, 

with  the  baby,  followed  after  her. 

"  She  is  such  a  giddy  thing,"  said  Mrs.  Price, 
turning  her  soft  eyes  on  poor  Arthur  Wilkinson. 
"Oh,  laws!  I  know  I  shall  be  drowned.  Do 
hold  me."  And  Arthur  Wilkinson  did  hold 
her,  and  nearly  carried  her  up  into  the  ship. 
As  he  did  so,  his  mind  would  fly  off  to  Adela 
Gauntlet ;  but  his  arms  and  legs  were  not  th^ 
less  at  the  seri-ice  of  Mrs.  Price.  ■ 

"  And  now  look  after  the  places,"  said  Mmfl 
Cox;  "you  haven't  a  moment  to  lose.  And  ■ 
look  here,  Mr.  Bertram,  rainO,  I  won't  sit  next 
to  Major  Biffin.  And,  for  heaven's  sake,  don't 
let  us  be  near  that  fellow  M'Gramm."  And  so 
Bertram  descended  into  the  salott  to  place  thrir 
cards  in  the  places  at  which  they  were  to  sit 
for  dinner.  "  Two  and  two  ;  opposite  to  each 
other,"  sang  out  Mrs.  Cox,  as  he  went.  There 
was  a  sweetness  in  her  voice,  a  low,  mellow 
cheeriaess  in  her  lone,  which,  combined  with 
her  beauty,  went  far  to  atone  for  the  nature  of 
what  she  said;  and  Bertram  not  unwillingly 
.obeyed  her  behests,  J 

"Oh,   my  blessed  baby!"  said  Mrs.   Pnceifl 
the  nurse  handed  her   the  child — whl ' 
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however,  she  immediately  handed  back.  "  How 
can  I  thank  you  enough,  Mr.  Wilkinson? 
What  should  we  have  done  without  you  ?  I 
wonder  whelher  it's  near  tiffin.     I  am  so  faint." 

"  Shall  I  fetch  you  anything  ? "  said  he. 

"  If  you  could  get  me  a  glass  of  porter.  But  ■ 
I  don't  think  they'll  give  il  you.  They  are  so  | 
uncivil ! "  ,  1 

Arthur  went  for  the  beer ;  but  went  in  vain. 
The  steward  said  that  lunch  would  be  ready  at 
twelve  o'clock. 

"They  are  such  brutes!"  said  Mrs.  Price. 
"  Well,  I  suppose  I  must  wait."  And  she  again 
turned  her  eyes  upon  Arthur,  and  he  again 
thought  of  Atlela  Gauntlet. 

And  then  there  was  the  ordinary  confusion 
of  a  starting  ship.  Men  and  women  were 
hurrying  about  after  their  luggage,  asking  all 
manner  of  unreasonable  questions.  Ladies  were 
complaining  of  iheir  berths,  and  servants  asking 
where  on  dearth  they  were  to  sleep.  Gentle- 
men were  swearing  that  they  had  been  shame- 
fully doubled  uj) — that  is,  made  to  he  with  two 
or  three  men  in  the  same  cabin ;  and  friends 
were  contriving  to  get  commodious  seats  for 
dinner.  The  officers  of  the  ship  were  all  busy, 
treating  with  apparent  indifference  the  thousand 
questions  that  were  asked  them  on  every  sidej 
and  all  was  bustle,  confusion,  hurry,  and  noise. 

And  then  they  were  oflf.  The  pistons  of  the 
engine  moved  slowly  up  and  down,  the  huge 
cranks  revolved,  and  the  waters  under  the  bow 
rippled  and  gave  way.  They  were  off,  and 
the  business  of  the  voyage  commenced.  The 
founger  people  prepared  for  theii  flirtations, 
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the  motlicrs  unpacked  their  children's  clothes, 
and  the  elderly  gentlemen  lighted  their  cigars. 

"  What  very  queer  women  they  are  I "  said 
Arthur,  walking  the  deck  with  his  cousin. 

"  But  very  pretty,  and  very  agreeable.  I  like 
them  both." 

"  Don't  you  think  them  too  free  and  easy  ?  " 

"Ah,  you  must  not  judge  of  them  by  women 
who  have  lived  in  England,  wlio  have  always 
had  the  comfort  of  well-arranged  homes.  They 
have  been  knocked  about,  ill  used,  and  forced 
to  bear  hardships  as  men  bear  them  ;  but  still 
there  is  about  them  so  much  that  is  charming. 
They  are  so  frank  I " 

"  Yes,  very  frank,"  said  Arthur, 

"  It  is  well  to  see  the  world  on  all  sides,"  said 
George.  "  For  myself,  I  think  that  we  are  lucky 
to  have  come  across  them— that  is,  if  Major 
Biffin  does  not  cut  my  throat." 

"I  hope  Captain  M'Gramm  won't  cut  mine. 
He  looked  as  though  he  would." 

"  Did  you  ever  see  such  an  ass  as  that  Biffin  ? 
I  don't  wonder  that  she  has  become  sick  of 
him ;  and  then  he  has  behaved  so  very  badly 
to  her.  I  really  do  pity  her.  She  has  told  mc 
all  about  it." 

"And  so  has  Mrs,  Price  told  me  all  about 
Captain  M'Gramm." 

"  Has  she  ?  Well  I  It  seems  that  he,  Biffin, 
has  taken  advantage  of  her  frank,  easy  manner, 
and  talked  of  her  to  every  man  in  the  ship.  I 
think  she  has  been  quite  right  to  cut  him."  And 
so  they  discussed  the  two  ladies. 
And  at  iast  Mrs.  Price  got,  Vict  ^tter,  and 
Cox  got  her  pale  sic    "1  4»  ^\*-fc  ^S>!«. 
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ale,"  said  she;  "I  suppose  it's  vulgar,  but  I 
can't  help  that.  What  amuses  triQ  is,  that  so 
many  ladies  drink  it  who  are  quite  ashamed  to 
say  they  like  it." 

"They  take  it  for  their  health's  sake,**  said 
Bertram. 

"  Oh,  yes ;  of  course  they  do.  Mrs.  Bangster 
takes  her  half-pint  of  brandy  every  night  for  her 
health's  sake,  no  doubt.  Would  you  believe  it, 
Mr.  Bertram,  the  doctor  absolutely  had  to  take 
her  out  of  the  saloon  one  night  in  the  *  Lahore  ? ' 
Didn't  he,  Mrs.  Price  ?  " 

"  Indeed  he  did.  I  never  was  so  shocked. — 
Just  a  little  drop  more  to  freshen  h."  And  Mr. 
Wilkinson  gave  her  another  glass  of  porter. 

Before  they  reached  Malta,  air  the  passengers 
from  India  had  agreed  that  Mrs.  Cox  and 
Bertram  would  certainly  make  a  match  of  it, 
and  that  Wilkinson  was  also  in  danger. 

**  Did  you  ever  see  such  flirts  ? "  said  Mrs. 
Bangster  to  Dr.  O'Shaughnessey.  "  What  an 
escape  Biffin  has  had ! " 

"  She  is  a  deuced  pretty  woman,  Mi^.  Bang* 
ster;  and  I'll  tell  you  what:  Biffin  would  give 
one  of  his  eyes  to  get  her  back  again  if  he 
could." 

"  Laws,  doctor !  You  don't  mean  to  teU  me 
that  he  ever  meant  to  marry  that  thing?" 

"  I  don't  know  what  he  meant  before^  but  he 
would  mean  it  now,  if  he  got  the  opportunity." 

Here  Captain  M'Gramm  joined  them.  "  Well, 
Mac,"  said  the  doctor,  **what  news  with  the 
widow?" 

"  Widow  I  they'd  all  be  mdo^^  \i^^l  t.^>S^^. 
I  believe/' 
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"  Indeed,   I  wouldn't,   for  one,"  said 
Bangster.     "  E  is  a  deal  too  well  oS  where  j 
is,     Ha!  hat  ha  1"  * 

"But  what   about   Mrs.   Price — eh,   Mat 
continued  the  doctor. 

"There  she  is.  You'd  better  go  and  ask  I 
yoursel£  You  don't  suppose  I  ever  cared  about 
such  a  woman  as  that?  Only  I  do  say  this  ;  if 
she  goes  on  behaving  herself  in  that  way,  some 
one  ought  to  speak  to  the  captain." 

But  Mrs.  Cox  and  Mrs.  Price  went  on  their 
own  way,  heeding  such  menaces  not  at  all ;  and 
by  the  time  they  had  reached  Malta,  they  had 
told  the  whole  history  of  their  lives  to  the  two 
gentlemen — and  perhaps  something  more. 

At  Malta  they  remained  about  six  hours,  and 
the  four  dined  on  shore  together.  Bertram 
bought  for  them  Maltese  veils  and  bad  cameos ; 
and  Wilkinson,  misled  by  such  an  example,  was 
forced  to  do  the  same.  Tliese  treasures  were 
not  hidden  under  a  bushel  when  they  returned 
to  the  ship;  and  Dr.  O'Shaughnessey,  Mrs. 
Bangster,  the  fat  judge,  and  a  host  of  others, 
were  more  sure  than  ever  that  both  the  widows 
were  re-engaged. 

And  Arthur  Wilkinson  was  becoming  fright- 
ened in  his  mind,  "  Upon  ray  word,"  said  he, 
as  he  and  George  were  walking  the  deck  at 
sunrise  the  nest  morning,  "  upon  my  word,  I 
am  getting  very  tired  of  this  woman,  and  I 
really  think  we  are  making  a  show  of  ourselves." 

"  Making  a  show  of  ourselves  1  What  do  you 
mean  ? " 

"Why,  walking  with  them  ex^;!")  4wj,  ^t^i 
always  sitting  next  to  ihero." 
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"As  to  sitting  next  to  them,  we  can't  help 
that  Everybody  always  sits  in  the  same  place, 
and  one  must  sit  next  some  one ;  and  it  wouldn't 
be  kind  to  leave  them  to  walk  alone." 

"  I  think  we  may  overdo  it,  you  know." 

"Ah,  well,"  said  George,  "you  have  some 
one  else  to  think  about.  I  have  no  one,  unless 
it  be  this  widow.  She  is  kind  to  me,  and  as  to 
what  the  world  says,  I  care  nothing  about  it." 

On  that  day  Wilkinson  was  busy  with  his 
books,  and  did  not  walk  with  Mrs.  Price — a 
piece  of  neglect  which  sat  uneasily  on  that 
lady's  mind.  But  at  ten  o'clock,  as  usual, 
Bertram  was  pacing  the  deck  with  Mrs.  Cox. 

"What  is  the  matter  with  your  friend?" 
said  she. 

"  Oh,  nothing.    He  is  home-sick,  I  suppose." 

"  I  hope  he  has  not  quarrelled  with  Minnie;'* 
For  the  two  ladies  had  come  to  call  each  other 
by  their  Christian  names  when  they  were  in 
company  with  the  gentlemen ;  and  Bertram  had 
once  or  twice  used  that  of  Mrs.  Cox,  not  exactly 
in  speaking  to  her,  but  in  speaking  of  her  in 
her  presence. 

"  Oh  dear,  no,"  said  Bertram. 

"  Because  it  is  so  odd  he  should  not  give  her 
his  arm  as  usual.  I  suppose  you.  will  be  treat- 
ing me  so  as  we  draw  nearer  to  Southampton  ?  " 
And  she  looked  up  at  him  with  a  bewitching 
smile,  and  pressed  gently  on  his  arm,  and  then 
let  her  eyes  fall  upon  the  deck. 

My  brother,  when  you  see  these  tricks  played 
upon  other  men,  the  gall  rises  black  within  your 
breast,  and  you  loudly  condercoi  -^'^t.^^  ^^^s^ 
are  so  womanly^  but  whicli  ace  so  \xxc«Qt^  "^^ 
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women.  But  how  do  you  feel  when  they  are 
played  upon  yourself?  The  gall  is  not  so  black, 
the  condemnation  less  loud;  your  own  merit 
seems  to  excuse  the  preference  which  is  shown 
you ;  your  heart  first  forgives  and  then  applauds. 
Is  it  not  so,  my  brother,  with  you  ?  So  it  was, 
at  least,  with  George  Bertram, 

"Whatl  treating  you  with  neglect,  because 
we  are  soon  to  part  P " 

''  Yes,  exactly  so ;  just  that ;  because  we  are 
soon  to  part.  That  is  what  makes  it  so  bitter. 
We  have  been  such  good  friends,  haven't  we?" 

"  And  why  should  we  not  remain  so  ?  Why 
should  we  talk  of  parting?  We  are  both  going 
to  England." 

"  England  I  Yes,  but  England  is  a  large 
place.  Come,  let  us  lean  on  the  taffrail,  and 
look  at  the  dolphins.  There  is  that  horrid 
fellow  eyeing  me,  as  he  always  does ;  Major 
BilKn,  I  mean.  Is  he  not  exactly  like  a  barber'a 
block  ?     I  do  so  hate  him ! " 

"  But  he  doesn't  hate  you,  Mrs.  Cox." 

"  Doesn't  he  ?  Well  then,  he  may  if  he  likes. 
But  don't  let's  talk  of  him.  Talk  to  me  about 
England,  Mr.  Bertram.  Sometimes  I  do  so  long 
to  be  there — and  then  sometimes  I  don't," 

"  You  don't — why  not  ?  " 

"Do  you?" 

"No,  I  do  not;  I  tell  yon  frankly.  I'd  sooner 
be  here  with  you  to  talk  to,  with  you  to  look  at." 

"  Psha,  Mr.  Bertram  !  what  nonsense  I    I  can't 
conceive  that  any  woman  can  ever  be  worth 
looking  at  on  board  a  ship — much  less  such  a 
one  as  I!     1  know  you'ic  dvmjXo  ^ti\.W'ais.;' 
_ "/  might  be  if  I  had  a  home"  ^^ 


The  Two  Widows       703 

"Is  your  home  with  that  uncle  of  your&?" 
She  had  heard  so  much  of  his  family;  but  he 
had  as  yet  spoken  to  her  no  word  about  Caro- 
line. "I  wonder  what  he  would  say  if  he  could 
see  you  now  leaning  here  and  talking  to  me.'' 

''  If  he  has  any  knowledge  of  human  nature^ 
he  would  say  that  I  was  a  very  happy  fellow." 

"And  are  you?"  As  she  asked  him,  she 
looked  up  into  his  face  with  such  an  arch  smile 
that  he  could  not-  find  it  in  his  heart  to  con- 
demn her. 

"  What  will  you  think  of  my  gallantry  if  I 
say  no  ?  " 

"  I  hate  gallantry ;  it  is  all  bosh.  I  wish  I 
were  a  man,  and  that  I  could  call  you  Bertram, 
and  that  you  would  call  me  Cox." 

"  I  would  sooner  call  you  Annie." 

** Would  you?  But  that  wouldn't  be  right, 
would  it?"  And  her  hand,  which  was  still 
within  his  arm,  was  pressed  upon  it  with  ever 
so  light  a  pressure. 

**  I  don't  know  why  it  should  be  ?n:ong  to  call 
people  by  their  Christian  names.  Should  you 
be  angry  if  I  called  you  Annie  ?" 

"That  might  depend  ■  ■■  ■  Tdl  me  this,  Mr. 
Bertram :  How  many  other  ladies  do  you  call 
by  their  Christian  names  ?" 

"  A  dozen  or  two." 

"  I'll  be  bound  you  do." 

"  And  may  I  add  you  to  the  number?" 

"  No,  Mr.  Bertram ;  certainly  not." 

"  May  I  not  ?  So  intimate  as  we  have  be- 
come, I  thought " 

"I  will  not  be  one  of  a  doz^xi  est  Vv<^'*     Ksi^ 
as  she  answered  him,  slie  diOT^^di  \v€t  V-ota  '2^ 
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raillery,  and  spoke  in  a  low,  soft,  sweet  y 
It  sounded  so  sweet  on  Bertram's  ear. 

"  But  if  there  be  not  one — not  one  other ; 
not  one  other  now — what  then,  Annie  ?" 

"Not  one  other  now? — Did  you  say  now? 
Then  there  has  been  one."  ^ 

"  Yes ;  there  has  been  one."  ^M 

"  And  she — what  of  her  ?  "  ^| 

"  It  is  a  tale  I  cannot  tell"  ^| 

"  Not  to  me?  I  should  not  like  you  the  less 
for  telling  rae.  Do  tell  me."  And  she  pressed 
her  hand  again  upon  his  arm.  "  I  have  known 
there  was  something  that  made  you  unhappy," 

"Have  you?" 

"  Oh,  yes.  I  have  long  known  that.  And  I 
have  so  wished  to  be  a  comfort  to  you — if  I 
could.     I,  too,  have  had  great  suffering." 

"  I  am  sure  you  have." 

"  Ah  I  yes.  I  did  not  suffer  less  because  he 
had  been  unldnd  to  me."  And  she  put  her 
handkerchief  to  her  eyes,  and  then  brought  her 
land  again  upon  his  arm.  "  Hut  tell  me  of  her 
—your  one.  She  is  not  your  one  now — is  she, 
Mr,  Bertram?" 

"  No,  Annie  ;  not  now." 

"Is  she — —  ?"  And  she  hesitated  to  ask 
whether  the  lady  were  dead,  or  married  to  some 
one  else.  It  might,  after  all,  only  be  a  lovers' 
quarrel 

"  I  drove  her  (tota  me — and  now  she  is  a 

"Drove  her  from  you  I     Alas  I  alasl"  said 

Mrs.  Cox,  with  the  sweetest  emphasis  of  sym- 

pathy.     But  the  result  ot  tei  la^Viuvca  "«3.^ 'a'it 

nasalisfactorY  to  her. 
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"  I  don't  know  why  I  should  have  told  you 
this,"  said  he. 

"  I  am  so  glad  you  have,"  she  replied. 

"  But  now  that  I  have  told  you — — " 

«  Well '* 

"  Now  may  I  call  you  Annie  ?  ** 

"You  have  done  so  two  or  three  times.** 

"  But  may  I  ?  " 

"  If  it  please  you,  you  may."  And  the 
words,  though  whispered  very  low,  fell  clearly 
upon  his  ear. 

"Dearest  Annie  I" 

"  fiut  I  did  not  say  you  might  call  me  that." 

"  But  you  are.'* 

"Ami?" 

"  Dearest — all  but  she.  Will  that  make  you 
angry  with  me?" 

"  No,  not  angry ;  but ^' 

"But  what?" 

She  looked  up  at  him,  pouting  with  her  lip. 
There  was  a  half-smile  on  her  mouth,  and  half  a 
tear  in  her  eyes  ;  and  her  shoulder  leant  against 
him,  and  her  heart  palpitated.  She  had. never 
been  so  beautiful,  never  so  attractive. 

"But  what ?      What    would  yott    say, 

Annie?" 

"  I  would  say  this. — ^But  I  know  you  will 
think  me  very  bold." 

"  I  shall  not  think  you  too  bold  if  you  will 
say  the  truth."   .  ' 

"  Then  I  would  say  this— that  if  I  loved  a 
man,  I  could  love  him  quite  as  fondly  as  she 
loved  you." 

"  Could  you,  Annie"  ?  ** 

"/  could.    Biit  he  shojAd  noX.  &fw<5^  xsv^  Vto^sv 
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him,  as  you  say  you  did  her  j  never — never — 
never.    He  might  kill  me  if  he  would ;  but  if  I 
once  had  told  him  that  I  loved  him,  I  would 
never  leave  him  afterwards." 
.     "  TeU  me  so,  Annie." 

"  No,  Mr.  Bertrata  We  have  not  known 
each  other  long  enough,"  And  now  she  took 
her  hand  from  his  arm,  and  let  it  drop  by  het 
side. 

"  Tell  me  so,  dear  Annie,"  he  repealed ;  and 
he  Irieti  to  regain  her  hand. 

"There  is  the  luncheon-bell ;  and  since  Mr, 
Wilkinson  won't  go  to  Mrs.  Price,  I  must  do  so." 

"  Shall  I  go  ?  "  said  he. 

"  Do  ;  I  will  go  down  by  myself." 

"But  you  love  me,  Annie? — say  that  you 
love  me." 

"  Nonsense.  Here  is  that  fellow.  Biffin.  Do 
you  go  for  Mrs.  Price — leave  me  to  myself." 

"  Don't  go  down  stairs  wiih  him." 

"  You  may  be  sure  I  won't — nor  with  you 
either  this  morning.  I  am  half  inclined  to  be 
angry  with  you,"  And  so  saying,  she  moved 
away. 

"  Ah,  me  I  what  have  I  done ! "  said  Bertram 
to  himself,  as  he  went  upon  his  mission.  "  But 
she  is  a  sweet  creatiu'e ;  as  beautiful  as  Hebe ; 
and  why  should  I  be  wretched  for  ever?" 

She  had  moved  towards  the  companion 
ladder,  and  as  she  did  so,  Major  Biffin  followed 
her. 

"  Will  you  not  allow  me  to  give  you  an  arm 
down  stairs  ?  "  said  he, 

"Thank  you,  Major  Biffin.  It  la  rather 
crowded,  and  I  can  go  better  alonCi" 
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"  You  did  nol  find  (he  stairs  in  the  '  Lahore ' 
too  crowded." 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  did ;  very  often.  And  the' 
'  Lahore '  and  the  '  Cagliari '  are  different 
things." 

"  Very  dilTerent  it  seems.  But  the  sea  itself 
is  not  so  fickle  as  a  woman."  And  Major  Bifiiin 
became  a  picture  of  injured  innocence. 

"  And  the  land  is  not  so  dry  as  a  man,  Major 
Biftin ;  that  is,  some  men.  Hal  ha  I  hat' 
Good-moraing,  Major  Biffin."  And  so  saying, 
she  went  down  by  herself. 

On  the  next  day,  Arthur  still  preferred  his 
book  to  walking  with  Mrs.  Price ;  and  thit  lady 
was  once  again  seen  with  her  aim  in  that  of 
Captain  M'Gramm's.  This  made  a  considerable 
consternation  in  the  ship ;  and  in  Ihe  afternoon 
there  was  a  slight  quarrel  between  the  two'' 
ladies.  '  < 

"And  so,  Minnie,  you  are  going  to  take  up*' 
with  that  fellow  again  ?"  i 

"  No ;  I  am  not.  But  I  don't  choose  to  be-J 
left  altogether  to  myself." 

"  I  never  would  have  anything  to  say  to  a 
married  man  that  drops  his  wife  as  he  does." 

"  I  don't  care  two  straws  for  him,  or  his  wife 
But  I  don't  want  to  make  myself  conspicuous 
by  a  quarrel" 

"  I'm  sure  Wilkinson  will  be  annoyed,"  said 
Mrs.  Cox, 

"  He's  a  muff,"  said  Mrs.  Price.  "  And,  if  I 
am  not  mistaken,  I  know  some  one  else  who  is 
another," 

"Who  do  you  mean,  Mrs.  Price?" 

"  I  mean  Mr,  Beitram,  Mrs,  Cox." 
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"  Oh,  I  dare  say  he  is  a  muff;  that's  becai 
he's  attentive  to  me  instead  of  leaving  me  td- 
royseif,  as  somebody  does  to  somebody  else,     I 
understand  all  about  that,  my  dear." 

"  You  understand   a   great  deal,  I  have  no 

(doubt,"  said  Mrs.  Price.  "I  always  heard  as 
much." 
"  It  seems  to  me  you  understand  nothing,  or 
you  wouldn't  be  walking  about  with  Captain 
M'Giamni,"  said  Mrs.  Cox.  And  then  th^-r 
parted,  before  blood  was  absolutely  drawn 
tween  them. 

At  dinner  tbat  day  they  were  not  very  coio- 
fortable  together.  Mrs.  Price  accepted  Mr. 
Wilkinson's  ordinary  courtesies  in  a  stately  way, 
thanking  him  for  filling  her  glass  and  looking 
after  her  plate,  in  a  tone  and  with  a  look  which 
made  it  plain  to  all  that  things  were  not  pro- 
gressing well  between  them.  George  and  his 
Annie  did  get  on  somewhat  better;  but  even 
they  were  not  quite  at  their  ease.  Mrs,  Cox 
had  said,  before  luncheon,  that  she  had  not 
known  Mr.  Bertram  long  enough  to  declare  her 
love  for  him.  But  the  hours  between  luncheon 
and  dinner  might  have  been  a  sufficient  pro- 
longation of  the  period  of  their  acquaintance. 
George,  however,  had  not  repeated  the  question; 
and  had,  indeed,  not  been  alone  with  her  for 
five  minutes  during  the  afternoon. 

That  evening,  Wilkinson  again  warned  his 
friend  that  he  might  be  going  too  far  with  Mrs. 
Cox ;  that  he  might  say  that  which  he  could 
neither  fulfil  nor  retract.  For  Wilkinson  clearly 
conceived  it  to  be  irapoaaible  that  Bertram 
sliould  really  iotend  to  mariy  tos  'H\.iQ'«. 
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"Asd  why  should  I  not  many  her?"  saidll 
George. 

"She  would  not  suit  you,  nor  make  you 
happy." 

"  What  right  have  I  lo  think  that  any  woman 
will  suit  me  ?  or  what  chance  is  there  that  any 
woman   will   make  me    happy  ?     Is  it  not  all 
leather  and  prunella  ?     She  is  pretty  and  clever, 
soft  and  feminiae.     Where  shall  I  find  a  nicer 
toy  to  play  with  ?     You  forget,  Arthur,  that  I    ■ 
have    had   my    day-dreams,  and    been   roused  J 
from  them  somewhat  roiighiy.     With  you,  the*  J 
pleasure  is  still  to  come."  ^ 

After  tliis  they  turned  in  and  went  to  bed. 
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Early  in  their  journeyings  together,  Mrs.  Cox 
bad  learned  from  George  that  he  was  possessed 
of  an  eccentric  old  uncle;  and  not  long  after- 
wards, she  had  learned  from  Arthur  that  this 
uncle  was  very  rich,  that  he  was  also  childless, 
and  that  he  was  supposed  to  be  very  fond  of 
his  nephew.  Putting  all  these  things  together, 
knowing  that  Bertram  had  no  profession,  and 
thinking  that  therefore  he  must  be  a  rich  man, 
she  had  considered  herself  to  be  acting  with 
becoming  prudence  in  dropping  Major  Biffin 
for  his  sake. 

But  on  the  day  after  the  love  stena  \ftK.w.!ia&. 
in  the  last  chapter,  a  sUange  cba,a%<&  w)»k.  ^"^'^'^ 


the  spirit  of  her  dream.  "I  am  a  very  poor 
man,"  Bertram  had  said  to  her,  after  maJcing 
some  allusion  to  what  had  taken  place. 

"If  that  were  all,  that  would  make  no  differ- 
ence with  me,"  said  Mrs.  Cox,  magnanimously. 

"  If  that  were  all,  Annie  I  What  does  that 
mean  ? " 

"  If  I  really  loved  a  man,  I  should  not  care 
about  his  being  poor.  But  your  poverty  is 
what  I  should  call  riches,  I  take  it," 

"  No,  indeed.  My  poverty  is  absolute  poverty. 
My  own  present  income  is  about  two  hundred 
a  year." 

"Oh,  I  don't  understand  the  least  about 
money  myself.  I  never  did.  I  was  such  a 
child  when  1  was  married  to  Cox.  But  I 
thought,  Mr.  Bertram,  your  uncle  was  very 
rich." 

"  So  he  is  ;  as  rich  as  a  gold-mine.  But  we 
are  not  very  good  friends — at  any  rate,  not  such 
friends  as  to  make  it  probable  that  he  will  leave, 
me  a  farthing.  He  has  a  granddaughter  of  hisl 
own."  '4 

This,  and  a  little  more  of  the  same  kind|Q 
taught  Mrs.   Cox  that   it   behoved  her   to   be' 
cautious.     That  Major  Biffin  had  a  snug  little 
income  over  and  above  that  derived  from  his 
profession  was  a  fact  that  had  been  very  well 
ascertained.     That  he  was  very  dry,  as  dry  a»^ 
B  barber's  block,  might  be  true.     That  Georj    " 
Bertram  was  an  amusing  fellovf,  and  made  \o^ 
in  much  better  style  than  the  major,  certain!] 
I  was  true.     But  little  as  she  might  know  about 
i  money,  Mrs.  Cox  did  know  this — that  when 
L  poverty  comes  in  at  the  door,  love  flies  out  at 
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the  win(Tow  ;  that  eating  and  drinking  are  stem 
necessities ;  that  love  in  a  cottage  is  supposed  to 
be,  what  she  would  call,  bosh;  and  that  her  own 
old  home  used  to  be  very  unpleasant  when  Cox 
was  in  debt,  and  those  eastern  Jewish  harpies 
would  come  down  upon  him  with  his  overdue 
bills.  Considering  all  this,  Mrs.  Cox  thought 
it  might  be  well  not  to  ratify  her  engagement 
with  Mr.  Bertram  till  after  they  should  reach 
Southampton,  What  if  Biffin — the  respectable 
Bifiin — should  again  corae  forward  ! 

And  so  they  went  on  for  a  few  days  longer. 
Bertram,  when  they  were  together,  called  her 
Annie,  and  once  again  asked  her  whether  she 
loved  him.  "  Whether  I  do,  or  whether  I  do 
not,  I  shall  give  you  no  answer  now,"  she  had 
said,  half  laughing,  "  We  have  both  been  very 
foolish  already,  and  it  is  time  that  we  should 
begin  to  have  our  senses.  Isn't  it?"  But  still 
she  sat  next  him  at  dinner,  and  still  she  walked 
with  him.  Once,  indeed,  he  found  her  saying 
a  word  to  Major  Bifiin,  as  that  gentleman  stood 
opposite  to  her  chair  upon  the  deck.  But  as 
soon  as  the  major's  back  was  turned,  she  said 
to  Bertram,  "I  think  the  barber's  block  wants 
to  be  new  curled,  doesn't  it  ?  I  declare  the 
barber's  man  has  forgotten  to  comb  out  its 
whiskers."  So  that  Bertram  had  no  ground  for 
jealousy  of  the  major. 

Somewhere  about  this  time,  Mrs.  Price 
deserted  them  at  dinner.  She  was  going  to  sit, 
she  said,  with  Mrs.  Eangster,  and  Dr,  Shaugh- 
nessey,  and  the  judge.  Mrs.  Bangster  had 
made  a  promise  to  old  Mr.  Price  in  England  to 
look  after  herj  and,  therefore,  Bhetho^htit 
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belter  to  go  back  to  Mrs.  Bangster  before  they 
reached  Southamplon.  They  were  now  past 
Gibraltar,  So  on  that  day,  Mrs.  Price's  usual 
chair  at  dinner  was  vacant,  and  WilkinsoD, 
looking  down  the  tables,  saw  that  room  had 
been  made  for  her  next  to  Dr.  Shaughnessey. 
And  on  her  other  side,  sat  Captain  M'Gramm, 
in  despite  of  Mrs.  Bangster's  motherly  care  and 
of  his  own  wife  at  home.  On  the  following 
morning,  Mrs.  Price  and  Captain  M'Gramm 
were  walking  the  deck  together  just  as  they  had 
been  used  to  do  on  the  other  side  of  Suez. 

And  so  things  went  on  till  ihe  day  before 
their  arrival  at  Southampton.  Mrs.  Cox  still 
kept  her  seat  next  to  Bertram,  and  opposite  to 
Wilkinson,  though  no  other  lady  remained  to 
countenance  her.  She  and  Bertram  still  walked 
the  deck  arm  in  arm ;  but  their  whisperings 
were  not  so  low  as  they  had  been,  nor  were 
their  words  so  soft,  nor,  indeed,  was  the  temper 
of  the  lady  so  sweet.  What  if  she  should  have 
thrown  away  all  the  advantages  of  the  voyage  ! 
What  if  she  had  fallen  between  two  stools  I 
She  began  to  think  that  it  would  be  better  to 
close  with  one  or  with  the  other— with  the  one 
despite  his  poverty,  or  with  the  other  despite 

And  now  it  was  the  evening  of  the  last  day. 
They  had  sighted  the  co.ist  of  Devonshire,  and 
the  following  morning  would  see  them  within 
the  Southampton  waters.  Ladies  had  packed 
their  luggage;  subscriptions  had  been  made  for 
the  band ;  the  captain's  health  had  been  drunk 
at  the  last  dinner;  and  the  mail  boxes  were 
being  piled  between  the  decks. 
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Well,  it  is  nearly  over,"  said  Mrs,  Cox,  a 
she    came    upon    deck   after    dinner,   warmly'^ 
cloaked.     "  How  cold  we  all  are  I " 

"  Yes ;  it  is  nearly  over,"  answered  Bertram, 
"  What  an  odd  life  of  itself  one  of  these  voyages, 
is !     How  intimate  people  are  who  will  never."* 
see  each  other  again  ! " 

"  Yes ;  that  is  the  way,  I  suppose.     Oh,  Mr.  J 
Bertram  I " 

"  Well,  what  would  you  have  ?  " 

"Ah,  me!  1  hardly  know.  Fate  has  evoij 
been  against  me,  and  I  know  that  it  will  be  sol 
to  the  last." 

"Is  it  not  cold?"  said  Bertram,  buttoning! 
up  a  greatcoat  as  he  spoke, 

"  Very  cold  !  very  cold  1 "  said  Mrs.  Coiujj 
But  there  is  something  much  colder  than  thei 
weather — very  much  colder." 
You  are  severe,  Mrs,  Cox." 
Yes.  It  is  Mrs.  Cox  here.  It  was  Anniefl 
n  we  were  off  Gibraltar.  That  comes  of 
being  near  home.  But  I  knew  that  it  would  be 
so.  I  hate  the  very  idea  of  home."  And  she 
put  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes. 

She  had  had  her  chance  as  far  as  Bertram 
was  concerned,  and  bad  let  it  pass  from  her. 
He  did  not  renew  his  protestations ;  but  in  lieu 
of  doing  so,  lit  a  cigar,  and  walked  away  into 
the  fore-part  of  the  vessel.  "  After  ail,  Arthur 
is  right,"  said  he  to  himself;  "  marriage  is  too 
serious  a  thing  to  be  arranged  in  a  voyage  from 
Alexandria  to  Southampton." 

But  luckily  for  Mrs.  Cox,  everybody  did  not 
think  as  he  did.  He  had  gone  from  her  ruth- 
lessly, cruelly,  falsely,  with  steps  which  sgund*^^ 
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'  as  though  there  were  triumph  in  his  escape, 
left  her  seated  alone  near  the  skylights, 
she  was  not  long  alone.  As  she  looked  after 
him  along  the  deck,  the  head  of  Major  Biffia 
appeared  to  her,  emerging  from  the  saloon 
stairs.  She  said  nothing  to  herself  now  about 
barber's  blocks  or  uncurled  whiskers. 

"  Well,  Mrs,  Cox,"  said  the  major,  accosting 
her. 

"  Well,  Major  Biffin ; "  and  the  major  thought 
that  he  saw  in  her  eye  some  ghnipse  of  the 
smile  as  of  old. 

"We  are  very  near  home  now,  Mrs.  Cox," 
said  the  major. 

"Very  near  indeed,"  said  Mrs.   Cox, 
then  there    was  a  slight  pause,  during  whicl 
Major   Biffin   took  an    opportunity   of   sir' 
down  not  very  far  from  his  companion. 

"  I  hope  you  have  enjoyed  your  voy^^' 
said  he. 

"  Which  voyage  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  Oh  I  your  voyage  home  from  Alexandria — 
your  voyage  since  you  made  the  acquaintance 
of  Mr. — what's  his  name,  the  parson's  cousin  ?  " 

"  Mr.  Wbat's-his-name,  as  you  call   him,  is 
nothing  to  me,  I  can  assure  you,  Major  Biffin. 
His  real  name,  however,  is  Bertram.     He  has 
been  very  civil  when  some  other  people  werft- 
not  inclined  to  be  so,  that  is  all."  nb 

"  Is  that  all  ?     The  people  here  do  say       ■I'U 

"Then  I  tell  you  what,  Major  Biffin,  I  dc^ 
not  care  one  straw  what  tlie  people  say — not" 
one  straw.     You  know  whose  fault  it  has  been 
if  I  have  been  thrown  with  this  stranger.     No- 
body knows  it  as  well.    And  mind  this,  Major 
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EfiifiiD.  I  shall  always  do  H3  I  like  in  such  I 
BmKtters  without  reference  to  you  or  to  any  one  'J 
^«l5e.    I  am  my  own  mistress."  -    1 

^     "And  do  you  mean  to  remain  so?"  J 

i_  -■  "  Ask  no  questions,  and  then  you'll  te  told  j 
no  stories,"  I 

"  That's  civil."  I 

"If  you  don't  like  it,  you  had  better  go,  fori 
there's  more  to  follow  of  the  same  sort"  I 

"  You  are  very  sharp  to-night."  I 

"Not   a  bit    sharper   than   I   shall    be   to- 1 
morrow."  I 

"  One  is  afraid  even  to  speak  to  you  now."       ' 

"  Then  one  had  better  hold  one's  tongue." 

Mrs.  Cox  was  receiving  her  suitor  rather 
sharply  ;  but  she  probably  knew  his  disposition. 
He  did  not  answer  her  immediately,  but  sat 
biting  tbe  top  of  his  cane.  "  I'll  tell  you  what 
it  is,  Mrs.  Cox,"  he  said  at  last,  "  I  don't  like 
this  kind  of  thing." 

"  Don't  you,  Mr,  Biffin  ?  And  what  kind  of 
thing  do  you  like?" 

"  I  like  you." 

"Pshal  Tell  me  something  new,  if  you 
must  tell  me  anything." 

"  Come,  Annie;  do  be  serious  for  a  moment. 
There  isn't  much  time  left  now,  and  I've  come 
to  you  in  order  that  I  may  get  a  plain  answer." 

"  If  you  want  a  plain  answer,  you'd  better 
ask  a  plain  question.  I  don't  know  what  you 
mean." 

"  Will  you  have  me  ?  That's  a  plain  questioflj 
or  the  deuce  is  in  it." 

"  And  what  should  I  do  with  you  ? " 
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"  Ha !  ha  1  ha !    And  it  has  come  to   ihat, 

s  il  ?  What  was  it  you  said  lo  Dr.  O'Shaugh- 
nessey  when  we  were  off  Point  de  Galle  ?  " 

■'  Well,  what  did  I  say  ?  " 

"  I  know  what  you  said  well  enough.  And 
so  do  you,  too.  If  I  served  you  right,  I  should 
never  speak  to  you  again." 

"  A  man  doesn't  like  to  he  humbugged,  you 
know,  before  a  whole  shipful  of  people,"  said 
the  major,  defending  himself. 

"  And  a  woman  likes  it  just  as  little,  Major 
Biffin  ;  please  to  remember  that." 

"  Weil ;  I'm  sure  you've  been  down  upon  me 
long  enough." 

"  Not  a  bit  longer  than  you  deserved,  You 
told  O'Shaughnessey,  that  il  was  all  very  well  to 
amuse  yourself,  going  home.  I  hope  you  like 
your  amusement  now.  I  have  liked  mine  very 
well,  I  can  assure  you." 

"  I  don't  think  so  bad  of  you  as  to  believe 
you  care  for  that  fellow." 

"There,  are  worse  fellows  than  he  is,  Major 
Biffin,  But  there,  I  have  bad  my  revenge ;  and 
now  if  you  have  anything  to  say,  I'll  give  you 
an  answer." 

"  I've  only  to  say,  Annie,  that  I  love  you 
better  than  any  woman  in  the  world." 

"  I  may  believe  as  much  of  that  as  I  like." 

"  You  may  believe  it  all.     Come,  there's  my 

"  Well,  I  suppose  I  must  forgive  you.  There's 
mine.     Will  that  please  you  ? " 

Major  Biffin  was  the  happiest  man  in  the 
world,  and  Mrs.  Cox  went  to  her  berth  that 
night  not  altogether  dissatisfied.    Before  she 
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^^d  so,  she  had  the  major's  offer  in  writing  iif 
Kfaer  pocket;  and  had  shown  it  to  Mrs.  Price, 
Blirith  whom  she  was  now  altogether  reconciled, 
Bir    "  I  only  wish,  Minnie,  that  there  was  no  Mrs.- 
^(M'Gramna,"  said  she. 
Bt<i   "  He  wouldn't  be  the  man  for  me  at  all, 
Hiidear ;  so  don't  let  that  fret  you." 

■  ('  "There's  as  good  fish  in  the  sea  as  ever  i 
l«Caughtyet;  eh,  Minnie?" 
k  "  Of  course  there  are.  Though  of  course 
B*you  think  there  never  was  such  a  fish  as  Bifl^in." 
M"  "  He'll  do  well  enough  for  me,  Minnie  ;  and 
ft*  when  you  catch  a  bigger,  and  a  better,  I  won't 
^? begrudge  him  you." 

mf '  That  night  Mrs.  Cox  took  her  evening  modi-- 
Ucum  of  creature-comforts  sitting  next  to  her' 
K^ver,  the  major;  and  our  two  friends  were  left 
B«Ione  by  themselves.  The  news  had  soon 
B  spread  about  the  ship,  and  to  those  ladies  who 
■tjpoke  to  her  on  the  subject,  Mrs.  Cox  made  no 
B«cret  of  the  fact.  Men  in  this  world  catch 
■Ifheir  fish  by  various  devices ;  and  it  is  necessary 
l^^at  these  schemes  should  be  much  studied 
■^before  a  man  can  call  himself  a  fisherman.  It 
Vis  the  same  with  women ;  and  Mrs.  Cox  was  an 
■JItaak  Walton  among  her  own  sex.  Had  she 
■■'tiot  tied  her  fly  with  skill,  and  thrown  her  line 
■*  with  a  steady  hand,  she  would  not  have  had 

■  7lier  trout  in  her  basket.  There  was  a  certain 
B ''amount  of  honour  due  to  her  for  her  skill,  and 
B*Bhe  was  not  ashamed  to  accept  it. 

Hi  "  Good-night,  Mrs.  Cox,"  Bertram  said  to  her 
Bthat  evening,  with  a  good-humoured  tone ;  "  I 
B^hear  that  I  am  to  congratulate  you." 
Bfci''  "Good-night,"  said  she,  giving  him  hec. 
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"  And  I'll  say  good-bye,  too,  for  we  shall  all  be 
■in  such  a  flurry  to-morrow  morning.  I'm  sure 
you  think  I've  done  the  right  thing — don't  you? 
And,  mind  this,  I  shall  hope  to  see  you  some 
day,"  And  so  saying,  she  gave  him  a,  kindly 
.grasp,  and  they  parted.  "Done  right!"  said 
Bertram ;  "  yes,  I  suppose  she  has ;  right  eaough 
-at  least  as  far  as  I  am  concerned.  After  all, 
what  husband  is  so  convenient  as  a  barber's 
block?" 

On  the  following  morning  they  steamed  up 
the  Southampton  river,  and  at  nine  o'clock  they 
"were  alongside  the  quay.  All  manner  of  people 
had  come  on  board  in  boats,  and  the  breakfast 
was  eaten  in  great  confusion.  But  few  of  the 
•ladies  were  to  be  seen.  They  had  tea  and  rolls 
in  their  own  cabins,  and  did  not  appear  till  the 
jast  moment.  Among  these  were  Mrs.  Cox  and 
Mrs.  Price. 

These  ladies  during  their  journey  home  had 
certainly  not  been  woe-begone,  either  in  personal 
appearance  or  in  manner.  And  who  would 
have  the  heart  to  wish  that  they  should  be  so? 
Tbey  had  been  dressed  as  young  ladies  on 
board  ship  usually  do  dress,  so  that  their 
widowhood  had  been  forgotten ;  and,  but  for 
their  babies,  their  wifehood  might  have  been 
forgotten  also. 

But  now  they  were  to  be  met  by  family 
friends — by  friends  who  were  thinking  of  nothing 
but  their  bereavements.  Old  Mr.  Price  came 
to  meet  them  on  board,  and  Mrs.  Cox's  uncle ; 
old  gentlemen  with  faces  prepared  for  sadness, 
and  young  ladies  with  sympathetic  handker- 
chiefs    Kow  signally  suipiised  the  sad  old 
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gentlemen  and  the  sympathetic  yotmg  ladieff-l 
must  have  been  I  1 

:  Not  a  whit  I  Just  as  our  friends  were  about 
to  leave  the  ship  that  morning,  with  all  their 
luggage  collected  round  them,  they  were  startled 
by  the  apparition  of  two  sombre  female  figures, 
buried  in  most  sombre  tokens  of  affliction. 
Under  the  deep  crape  of  their  heavy  black 
bonnets  were  to  be  seen  that  chiefest  sign  of 
heavy  female  woe — a  widow's  cap.  What  signal 
of  sorrow  that  grief  holds  out,  ever  moves  so 
much  as  this?  Their  eyes  were  red  with  weep- 
ing, as  could  be  seen  when,  for  a  moment,  their 
deep  bordered  handkerchiefs  were  allowed  to  fall 
from  their  faces.  Their  eyes  were  red  with 
weeping,  and  the  agonizing  grief  of  domestic 
bereavement  sat  chiselled  on  every  feature.  If 
you  stood  near  enough,  your  heart  would  melt 
at  the  sound  of  their  sobs. 

Alas  !  that  forms  so  light,  that  creatures  so 
young,  should  need  to  be  shrouded  in  such  vest- 
ments I  They  were  all  crape,  that  dull,  weep- 
ing, widow's  crape,  from  the  deck  up  to  their 
shoulders.  There  they  stood,  monuments  of 
death,  living  tombs,  whose  only  sign  of  life  was 
in  their  tears.  There  they  stood,  till  they  might 
fall,  vanquished  by  the  pangs  of  memory,  into 
the  anns  of  their  respective  relations. 

They  were  Mrs.  Cox  and  Mrs.  Price.  Ber- 
tram and  Wilkinson,  as  they  passed  them,  lifted 
their  hats  and  bowed,  and  the  two  ladies  ob- 
serving them,  returned  their  salutation  with  the 
coldest  propriety. 
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On  their  journey  up  from  Southamptoi , 

and  Arthur  parted  from  each  other.      George 

went  on   direct   to  London,  whereas   Arthur 

turned  off  from  Basingstoke  towards  his  owa 

home. 

"  Take  my  advice  now,  if  you  never  do  again," 
said  Bertram,  as  they  patted ;  "  make  yourself 
master  of  your  own  house,  and  as  soon  after  as 
possible  make  her  the  mistress  of  it." 

"  That's  easily  said,  old  fellow,"  repeated  the 
other. 

"  Make  the  attempt,  at  any  rate.  If  I  am 
anything  of  a  prophet,  it  won't  be  in  vain;" 
and  so  they  parted. 

At  Southampton  they  had  iearnt  that  there 
had  been  a  partial  crash  in  the  governraenL 
The  prime  minister  had  not  absolutely  walked 
forth,  followed  by  all  his  satellites,  as  is  the  case 
when  a  successful  turn  in  the  wheel  gives  the 
outs  a  full  whip-hand  over  the  ins,  but  it  had 
become  necessary  to  throw  overboard  a  brace 
or  two  of  Jonahs,  so  that  the  ship  might  be 
lightened  to  meet  a  coming  storra ;  and  among 
those  so  thrown  over  had  been  our  unfortunate 
friend  Sir  Henry  Harcourt. 

And  this,  as  regards  him,  had  hardly  been 
the  worst  of  it.  We  all  know  that  bigwigs  are 
never  dismissed.  When  it  becomes  necessary  to 
get  rid  of  them,  they  resign.     Now  resignation 
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is  clearly  a  voluntary  act,  and  it  seemed  that  * 
Sir  Henry,  having  no  wish  that  way,  had  not  at- 
first  performed  this  act  of  vohtion.  His  own 
particular  friends  in  the  cabinet,  those  to  wboni 
he  had  individually  attached  himself,  were  gone ; 
but,  nevertheless,  he  made  no  sign ;  he  was  still 
ready  to  support  the  government,  and  as  the 
attorney-general  was  among  those  who  had 
shaken  the  dust  fjom  their  feet  and  gone  out. 
Sir  Henry  expected  that  he  would,  as  a  matteBt  J 
of  course,  walk  into  that  gentleman's  shoes.        -r 

But  another  learned  gentleman  was  appointed,'* 
and  then  at  last  Sir  Henry  knew  that  he  must  I 
go.     He  had  resigned  ;  but  no  resignation  hadtl 
ever  appeared  to  have  less  of  volition  in  it.    And»l 
how  could  it  be  otherwbe?    Political  success;^ 
was  everything  to  him ;  and,  alas  1  he  had  so " 
played  his  cards  that  it  was  necessary  to  him 
that  that  success  should  be  immediate.   He  was 
not  as  those  are  who,  in  losing  power,  lose  a 
costly  plaything,  which  they  love  indeed  over 
well,  but  the  loss  of  which  hurts   only  their 
pride.     Place  to  him  was  everything ;  and  feel- 
ing this,  he  had  committed  that  most  grievous 
of  political  sins — he  had  endeavoured  to  hold 
his  place  longer  than  he  was  wanted.    Now, 
however,  he  was  out    So  much,  in  some  sort 
of  way,   Bertram    had    learnt    before  he    left 
Southampton. 

His  first  business  in  London  was  to  call  onr 
Mr.  Pritchett. 

"  Ob,  master  George !  oh,  master  George  1 " 
began  that  worthy  man,  as  soon  as  he  saw  him. 
His  tone  had  never  been  so  lachrymose,  nor 
his  face  so  full  of  woe.    "  Oh,  master  George  1 " 


ID  his  kindest  way  asked  i 
uncle,  ^ 

"  Oh,  master  George  I  3rou  shouldn't  be  going 
to  them  furren  paits — indeed  you  shouldn't; 
and  be  in  such  a  state." 

"Is  he  worse  than  when  I  last  saw  him, 
Prilchelt?" 

"Gentlemen  at  his  time  of  life  don't  | 
much  better,  master  George— nor  yet  at  i 
It's  half  a  million  of  money;  half — a — millioj 
— of — money  1  But  it's  no  use  talking  to  you, 
sir — it  never  was." 

By  degrees  Gertram  gathered  from  him  that 
his  uncle  was  much  weaker,  that  he  had  had 
a  second  and  a  much  more  severe  attack  of 
paralysis,  and  that,  according  to  all  the  doctors, 
the  old  gentleman  was  not  much  longer  for  this 
world.  Sir  Omicron  himself  had  been  there. 
Miss  Baker  had  insisted  on  it,  much  in  oppo- 
sition to  her  uncle's  wishes.  But  Sir  Omicroa 
had  shaken  his  head  and  declared  that  the  fiat 
had  gone  forth. 

Death  had  given  his  order ;  the  heavy  burden 
of  the  half-million  must  be  left  behind,  and 

Jthe  soul  must  walk  forth,  free  from  all  its  toils, 
to  meet  such  ^ethereal  welcome  as  it  could 
find. 
Mr.  Bertram  had  been  told,  and  had  answered, 
that  he  supposed  as  much.  "  A  man  when  he 
was  too  old  to  live  must  die,"  he  bad  said, 
"  though  all  the  Sir  Omicrons  in  Europe  should 

t cluster  round  his  bed.  It  was  only  throwing 
money  away.  What,  twenty  pounds  I "  And 
being  loo  weak  to  scold,  he  had  turned  his  face 
to  the  wall  in  sheet  vexation  of  spirit.     Death 


I  could  piit  a  Codicil     7^3! 

he  could  encounter  like  a  man ;  but  why  should  1 
he  be  robbed  in  his  last  moments  ? 

"You'll  go  down  to  him,  master  George," 
wheezed  out  poor  Pritchett.  "  Though  it's  too 
late  for  any  good.  It's  all  arranged  now,  of 
course." 

Bertram  said  that  he  would  go  down  imme- 
diately, irrespective  of  any  such  arrangements. 
And  then,  remembering  of  whom  that  Hadley 
household  had  consisted  when  he  left  England 
in  the  early  winter,  he  asked  as  to  the  two  ladies. 

"Miss  Baker  is  there,  of  course?" 

"  Oh,  yes.  Miss  Baker  is  there.    She  doesn't  ■ 
to  any  furren  parts,  master  George."  J 

"  And — and "  I 

"Yes,  she's  in  the  house,  too — poor  creature  | 
*-poor  creature !  " 

"Then  how  am  I  to  go  there  ?"  said  George, 
[>eakiog  rather  to  himself  than  to  Mr.  Pritchett. 

"  What !  you  wouldn't  stay  away  from  him 
low  because  of  that  ?  You  ought  to  go  to  him, 
Oiaster  George,  though  there  were  ten  Lady 
Barcourts  there — or  twenty."  This  was  said  in 
"a  tone  that  was  not  only  serious,  but  full  of 
melancholy,  Mr.  Pritchett  had  probably  never 
joked  in  his  life,  and  had  certainly  never  been 
less  inclined  to  do  so  than  now,  when  his  patron 
was  dying,  and  all  his  patron's  money  was  to  go 
into  other  and  into  unknown  hands. 

Some  Other  information  Bertram  received 
from  his  most  faithful  ally.  Sir  Henry  had 
been  three  times  to  Hadley,  but  he  had  only 
once  succeeded  in  seeing  Mr.  Bertram,  and 
then  the  interview  had  been  short,  and,  as  Mr. 
Pritchett  _surmised,  not  very  satisfactory.     His   . 
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last  visit  liad  been  since  th:it  paid  by  Sir  Omi-  ' 
cron,  and  on  that  occasion  the  siclt  man  had 
sent  out  to  say  that  he  could  not  see  strangers. 
All  this  Mr.  Pritchett  had  learnt  irom  Miss 
Baker.  Sir  Henry  had  not  seen  his  wife  since 
that  day — now  nearly  twelve  months  since — on 
which  she  had  separated  herself  from  him. 
He  had  made  a  formal  application  to  lier  to 
return  to  him,  but  nothing  had  come  of  it ;  and 
Mr.  Pritchett  took  upon  himself  to  surmise 
again,  that  Sir  Henry  was  too  anxious  about  the 
old  gentleman's  money  to  take  any  steps  that 
could  be  considered  severe,  until— ^ —  And 
then  Mr.  Pritchett  wheezed  so  grievously  that 
what  he  said  was  not  audible. 

George  immediately  wrote  to  Miss  Baker, 
announcing  bJs  return,  and  expressing  his  wisli 
to  see  his  uncle.  He  did  not  mention  Lady 
Harcourt's  name;  but  lie  suggested  that  per- 
haps it  would  be  better,  under  existing  circum- 
stances, that  he  should  not  remain  at  Hadley. 
He  hoped,  however,  that  his  uncle  would  not 
refuse  lo  see  him,  and  that  his  coming  to  the 
house  for  an  hour  or  so  might  not  be  felt  to  be 
au  inconvenience.  By  return  of  post  he  got  an 
answer  from  Miss  Baker,  in  which  she  assured 
him  that  his  uncle  was  most  anxious  for  his 
presence,  and  had  appeared  to  be  more  cheer- 
ful, since  he  had  heard  of  his  nephew's  return, 
ihan  he  had  been  for  the  last  two  raontbs.  As 
for  stayiiig  at  Hadley,  George  could  do  as  lie 
liked,  Miss  Baker  said.  But  it  was  but  a  sad 
j  household, and  perhaps  it  would  be  more  com- 
[  fortable  [oi  him  to  go  backwards  and  forwards 
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This  correspondence  caused  a  delay  of  two 
days,  and  on  one  of  them  Bertram  received  a 
visit  which  he  certainly  did  not  expect.  He 
was  sitting  in  his  chamber  alone,  and  was  sad 
enough,  thinking  now  of  Mrs.  Cox  and  his  near 
escape,  then  of  Adela  and  his  cousin's  possible 
happiness,  and  then  of  Caroline  and  the  ship- 
wreck of  her  hopes,  when  the  door  opened,  and 
Sir  Henry  Harcourt  was  standing  before  him. 

"  How  d'ye  do,  Bertram  ? "  said  the  late 
solicitor-general,  putting  out  his  hand.  The 
attitude  and  the  words  were  those  of  friendship, 
but  his  countenance  was  anything  but  friendly. 
A  great  change  had  come  over  him.  His  look 
of  youth  had  deserted  him,  and  he  might  have 
been  taken  for  a  care-worn  middle-aged  man. 
He  was  thin,  and  haggard,  and  wan ;  and  there 
was  a  stem,  harsh  frown  upon  his  brow,  as 
though  he  would  wish  to  fight  if  he  only  dared. 
This  was  the  successful  man — fortune's  pet,  who 
had  married  the  heiress  of  the  millionaire,  and 
risen  to  the  top  of  his  profession  with  un- 
exampled rapidity. 

"How  are  you,  Harcourt?"  said  Bertram, 
taking  the  proffered  hand.  "I  had  no  idea 
that  you  had  heard  of  my  return." 

"  Oh,  yes ;  I  heard  of  it.  I  supposed  you'd 
be  back  quick  enough  when  you  knew  that  the 
old  man  was  dying." 

"  I  am  glad,  at  any  rate,  to  be  here  in  time 
to  see  him,"  said  George,  disdaining  to  defend 
himself  against  the  innuendo. 

"  When  are  you  going  down  ?  " 

"To-morrow,  I  suppose.  But  I  expect  to 
have  a  line  from  Miss  Baker  in  the  anorning." 
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"Tell  me  honestly,  then,  if  you  can  be 
houest  in  the  matter,  who  is  to  have  his 
money?" 

"lean  be  very  honest,  for  I  know  nothing. 
My  behef  is  that  neither  you  noi  I  will  hare  a 
shilling  of  it." 

"  Well,  then ;  I'll  tell  you  what.  Of  course 
you  know  thai  Lady  Harcourt  is  down  there  ?  " 

"Yes;  I  know  that  she  is  at  HadJey." 

"  I'll  not  submit  to  be  treated  in  this  way.  I 
have  been  a  deuced  sight  too  quiet,  because  I 
have  not  chosen  to  disLurb  him  in  his  iliness. 
Now  I  will  have  an  answer  from  him.  I  will 
know  what  he  means  to  do  ;  and  if  I  do  not 
know  by  to-moirow  night,  I  will  go  down,  and 
will,  at  any  rate,  bring  my  wife  away  with  me. 
I  wish  you  to  tell  him  that  I  want  to  know  what 
his  intentions  are.     I  have  a  right  to  demand 

"  Be  that  as  it  may,  you  have  no  right  to 
demand  anything  through  me." 

"  I  have  ruined  myself — or  nearly  so,  for  that 
woman." 

"I  wonder,  Harcourt,  that  you  do  not  see 
that  I  am  not  the  man  you  should  select  to 
speak  to  on  such  a  subject." 

"You  are  the  man,  because  you  are  her 
cousin.  1  went  to  enormous  expense  to  give 
her  a  splendid  home,  knowing,  of  course,  that 
his  wealth  would  entlUe  her  to  it.  I  bought  a 
house  for  her,  and  furnished  it  as  though  she 
were  a  duchess — —  " 

•  Good  heavens,  Harcourt  I  Is  this  anything 
'  to  me?  Did  I  bid  you  buy  the  house?  If  you 
'   c'^^  given  her  a  chair  to  sit  on,  should  I 
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have  complained  ?  I  tell  you  fairly,  I  will  have 
nothing  to  do  with  it." 

"  Then  it  will  be  the  worse  for  her— that's  all." 

"May  God  help  her!  She  must  bear  her 
lot,  as  must  I  mine,  and  you  yours." 

"  And  you  tefuse  to  take  my  message  to  your 
uncle  ?  " 

"  Certainly.  Whether  I  shall  see  him  or  not 
I  do  not  yet  know.  If  I  do,  I  certainly  shall 
not  speak  to  him  about  money  unless  he  begins. 
Nor  shall  I  speak  about  you,  unless  he  shall 
seem  to  wish  it.  If  he  asks  about  you,  I  will 
tell  him  that  you  have  been  with  me." 

After  some  further  discussion,  Harcourt  left 
him.  George  Bertram  found  it  difficult  to  un- 
derstand what  motive  could  have  brought  him 
there.  But  drowning  men  catch  at  straws.  Sir 
Henry  was  painfully  alive  to  the  consideration, 
that  if  anything  was  to  be  done  about  the  rich 
man's  money,  if  any  useful  step  could  be  takei?, 
it  must  be  done  at  once ;  the  step  must  be  taken 
'  now.  In  another  week,  perhaps  in  another  day, 
Mr.  Bertram  would  be  beyond  the  power  of 
will-making.  No  bargain  could  then  be  driven 
in  which  it  should  be  stipulated  that  after  his 
death  his  grandchild  should  be  left  unmolested 
— -for  a  consideration.  The  bargain,  if  made  at 
-  all,  must  be  made  now — now  at  once. 

It  will  be  thought  that  Sir  Henry  would  have 
played  his  game  better  by  remaining  quiet ;  that 
his  chance  of  being  remembered  in  that  will 
would  be  greater  if  he  did  not  now  make  him- 
self disagreeable.  Probably  so.  But  men  running 
hither  and  thither  in  distress  do  not  well  calcu- 
late their  chances.    They  are  too  nervous,  too 
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excited  to  play  their  game  with  judgment.  Sir 
Henry  Harcourt  had  now  great  trouhle  on  his 
shoulders :  he  was  in  debt,  was  pressed  for 
money  on  every  side,  had  brought  his  profes- 
sional bark  into  great  disasters— nearly  to  ulter 
shipwreck — and  was  known  to  have  been  aban- 
doned by  his  wife.  The  world  was  not  smiling 
on  him.  His  great  hope,  his  once  strong  hope, 
was  now  buried  in  those  Hadley  coffers;  and 
it  was  not  surprising  that  he  did  not  take  the 
safest  way  in  his  endeavours  to  reach  those 
treasures  which  he  so  coveted. 

On  the  following  morning,  George  received 
Miss  Baker's  letter,  and  very  shortly  afterwards 
he  started  for  Hadley.  Of  course  he  could  not 
but  remember  that  Lady  Harcouit  was  staying 
there  j  that  she  would  naturally  be  attending 
upon  her  grandfather,  and  that  it  was  all  but 
impossible  that  he  should  not  see  her.  How 
were  they  to  meet  now?  Wlien  last  they  had 
been  together,  he  had  held  her  in  his  arms,  had 
kissed  her  forehead,  had  heard  the  assurance  of 
her  undying  love.  How  were  they  to  meet 
now? 

George  was  informed  by  the  servant  who  came 
to  the  door  that  his  uncle  was  very  111.  "  Weaker 
to-day,"  the  girl  said,  "  than  ever  he  had  been." 
"  Where  was  Miss  Baker  ?  "  George  asked.  The 
girl  said  that  Miss  Baker  was  in  the  dining-room. 
He  did  not  dare  to  ask  any  further  question. 
"And  her  ladyship  is  with  her  grandfather,"  the 
girl  added ;  upon  hearing  which  George  walked 
with  quicker  steps  to  the  parlour  door. 

Miss  Baker  met  him  as  though  there  had  been 
a&  breadi  ia  their  former  intimacy.    With  hcTi 


I  could  put  a  Codicil     731 

the  momenty  Lady  Harcourt  and  her  troubles 
'  forgotten,  and  she  thought  only  of  the 
*  man  upstairs, 
am  so  glad  you  have  come ! "  she  said, 
'oes  not  say  much  about  it.    You  re- 
he  never  did  talk  about  such  things, 
low  that  he  yrill  be  delighted  to  see 

...     Sometimes  he  has  said  that  he  thought 
you  had  been  in  Egypt  quite  long  enough." 

"  Is  he  so  very  ill,  then  ?  " 

"  Indeed  he  is ;  very  ill.  You'll  be  shocked 
when  you  see  him:  you'll  find  him  so  much 
altered.  He  knows  that  it  cannot  last  long, 
and  he  is  quite  reconciled." 

''Will  you  send  up  to  let  him  know  that  I 
am  here  ?  " 

*'Yes,  now — ^immediately.  Caroline  is.  with 
him ;"  and  then  Miss  Baker  left  the  roonu 

Caroline  is  with  him  !  It  was  so  singular  to 
hear  her  mentioned  as  one  of  the  same  family 
with  himself;  to  have  to  meet  her  as  one  sharing 
the  same  interests  with  him,  bound  by  the  same 
bonds,  anxious  to  relieve  the  same  suffering. 
She  had  said  that  they  ought  to  be  as  far  as  the 
poles  asunder ;  and  yet  fortune,  unkind  fortune, 
would  bring  them  together  1  As  he  was  thinking 
of  this,  the  door  opened  gently,  and  she  was  in 
the  room  with  him. 

She,  too,  was  greatly  altered.  Not  that  her 
beauty  had  faded,  or  that  the  lines  of  her  face 
were  changed :  but  her  gait  and  manners  were 
more  composed;  her  dress  was  so  much  more 
simple,  that,  though  not  less  lovely,  she  certainly 
looked  older  than  when  he  had  last  seen  her. 
She  was  thinner  too,  and,  in  the  light-gray  silk 
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which  she  wore,  seemed  to  be  taller,  and  to  be 
paler  too. 

She  walked  up  to  him,  and  putting  out  her 
liand,  said  some  word  or  two  which  he  did  not 
hear ;  and  he  utlered  something  which  was  quite 
as  much  lost  on  her,  and  so  their  greeting  was 
o\'er.  Thus  passed  their  iirst  interview,  of  which 
he  had  thought  so  much  in  looking  forward  to 
it  for  the  last  few  hours,  that  his  mind  had  been 
estranged  from  his  uncle.  h 

"  Does  he  know  I  am  here  ?  "  ^H 

"  Yes.    You  are  to  go  up  to  him.    You  knt^^ 
the  room?"  ^| 

"  The  same  he  always  had  ? " 

"Oh,  yes;  the  same."  And  then,  creeping 
on  tiptoe,  as  men  do  in  such  houses,  to  the 
infinite  annoyance  of  the  invalids  whom  they 
wisii  to  spare,  he  went  upstairs,  and  stood  by 
his  uncle's  bed. 

Miss  Baker  was  on  the  other  side,  and  the 
sick  man's  face  was  turned  towards  her.  "  You 
had  better  come  round  here,  George,"  said  sha 
"  It  would  trouble  Mr.  Bertram  to  move." 

"  She  means  that  I  can't  stir,"  said  the  old 
man,  whose  voice  was  still  sharp,  though  no 
longer  loud.  "  I  can't  turn  round  that  way. 
Come  here,"  And  so  George  walked  round 
the  bed. 

He  literally  would  not  have  known  his  uncle, 
so  completely  changed  was  the  face.  It  was  not 
only  that  it  was  haggard,  thin,  unshorn,  and  gray 
with  coming  death ;  but  the  very  position  of 
the  features  had  altered.  His  cheeks  had  fallen 
away;  his  nose  was  contracted;  his  mouth, 
which  he  could  hardly  close,  was  on  one  side. 
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Miss  Baker  to!d  George  afterwards  that  the  left 
side  was  altogether  motionless.  George  cer- 
tainly would  not  have  known  his  uncle — -not  at 
the  first  glance.  But  yet  there  was  a  spark  left 
in  those  eyes,  of  the  old  fire ;  such  a  spark  as 
had  never  gleamed  upon  him  from  any  other 
human  head.  That  look  of  sharpness,  which 
nothing  could  quench,  was  stili  there.  It  was 
not  the  love  of  lucre  which  was  to  be  read  in 
those  eyes,  so  much  as  the  possessor's  power 
of  acquiring  it.  It  was  as  though  they  said, 
"Look  well  to  all  you  have;  put  lock  and  bar 
to  your  stores ;  set  dragons  to  watch  your  choice 
gardens;  fix  what  man-traps  you  will  for  your 
own  protection.  In  spite  of  everything,  I  will 
have  it  all!  When  I  go  forth  to  rob,  no  one 
can  stay  me  1 "  So  had  he  loolced  upon  men 
through  all  his  long  life,  and  so  now  did  he  . 
look  upon  his  nephew  and  his  niece  as  they-  ] 
stood  by  to  comfort  him  in  his  extremity.  * 

"I  am  sorry  to  see  you  in  this  state,"  said 
George,  putting  his  hand  on  to  that  of  his 
uncle's,  which  was  resting  on  the  bed. 

"  Thank'ee,  George,  thank'ee.  \Vhen  men 
get  to  be  as  old  as  I  am,  they  have  nothing  for 
it  but  to  die.  So  you've  been  to  Egypt,  have 
you  ?     What  do  you  think  about  Egypt  ?  " 

"  It  is  not  a  country  I  should  like  to  live  in, 
sir."  ■ 

"  Nor  I  to  die  in,  from  all  that  I  hear  of  it^"' 
Well,  you're  just  in  time  to  be  in  at  the  last' 
gasp — that's  all,  my  boy.'' 

"  I  hope  it  has  not  come  to  that  yet,  s 

"  Ah,  but  it  has.  How  long  a  time  did  that: 
niao  give  me,  Mary — he  that  got  the  twentjr  • 
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pounds?  They  gave  a  fellow  twenty  pounds 
to  come  and  tell  me  that  1  was  dying !  as  if  I 
didn't  know  that  without  him," 

"We  thought  it  right  to  get  the  best  advice 
we  could,  George,"  said  poor  Miss  Baker. 

"Nonsense!"  said  the  old  man,  almost  in 
his  olden  voice.  "  You'll  find  by-and-by  that 
twenty  pounds  are  not  so  easy  to  come  by. 
George,  as  you  are  here,  I  might  as  well  tell 
you  about  my  money.'' 

George  begged  him  not  to  trouble  himself 
about  isucb  a  matter  at  present ;  but  this  was 
by  no  means  the  way  in  which  to  propitiate  his 
uncle. 

'*  And  if  I  don't  talk  of  it  now,  when  am  I  to 
do  it?  Go  away,  Mary— and  look  here — come 
up  again  in  about  twenty  minutes.  What  I 
have  got  to  say  won't  take  me  long."  And  so 
Miss  Baker  left  the  room. 

"  George,"  said  his  uncle,  "  I  wonder  whether 
you  really  care  about  money  ?  sometimes  I  have 
almost  thought  that  you  don't" 

"  I  don't  think  I  do  very  much,  sir." 

"  Then  you  must  be  a  great  fool." 

"  I  have  often  thought  I  am,  lately." 

"  A  very  great  fooi.  People  preach  against 
it,  and  talk  against  it,  and  write  against  it,  and 
tell  Jies  against  it ;  but  don't  you  see  that  every- 
body is  fighting  for  it  ?  The  parsons  all  abuse 
it ;  but  did  you  ever  know  one  who  wouldn't  go 
to  law  for  his  tithes  ?  Did  you  ever  _hear  of  a 
bishop  who  didn't  take  his  dues  ? " 

"  I  am  quite  fond  enough  of  it,  sir,  to  take 
all  that  I  can  earn." 

"  That  does  not  seem  to  be  much,  George^ . 
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You  haven't  played  your  cards  well — ^have  you, 
my  boy  ?  " 

"No,  uncle;  not  very  welL  I  might  have 
done  better," 

"No  man  is  respected  without  mopey — ^no 
man.  A  poor  man  is  always  thrust  to  the  wall 
— always.  Now  you  will  be  a  pioor  man,  I  fear, 
an  your  life.'* 

"  Then  I  must  put  up  with  the  wall,  su*." 

"  But  why  were  you  so  harsh  with  me  when 
I  wanted  you  to  marry  her  ?  Do  you  see  now 
what  you  have  done  ?  Look  at  her,  and  what  she 
might  have  been.  Look  at  yourself,  and  what 
you  might  have  been.  Had  you  done  th^ 
you  might  have  been  my  heir  in  everything.^' 

"  Well,  sir,  I  have  made  my  bed,  and  I  must 
lie  upon  it  I  have  cause  enough  for  regret — 
though,  to  tell  the  truth,  it  is  not  about  your 
money." 

"Ah,  I  knew  you  would  be  stiflf  to  the  last," 
ssid  Mr.  Bertram,  angry  that  he  could  not  move 
his  nephew  to  express  some  sorrow  about  the 
half-million. 

*^  Am  I  stiff,  sir  ?    Indeed,  I  do  not  mean  it" 

"No,  it's  your  nature.  But  we  will  not 
quarrel  at  the  last ;  will  we,  George  ?  '* 

"I  hope  not,  sir.  I  am  not  aware  that  we 
have  ever  quarrelled.  You  once  asked  me  to 
do  a  thing  which,  had  I  done  it,  would  have 
made  me  a  happy  man——" 

**  And  a  rich  man  also." 

"  And  I  fairly  tell  you  now,  that  I  would  I 
bad  done  as  yoo  would  have  had  me*  That  is 
not  being  stiff,  sir." 

"  It  is  too  late  now,  George." 
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'Oh,  yes,  it  is  too  late  now;  indeed  it  u 

'  Not  but  that  I  could  put  a  codicil" 

"Ah,  sir,  you  can  put  no  codicil  that  can  do 
me  a  service.  No  codicil  can  make  her  a  free 
womaa  There  arc  sorrows,  sir,  which  no 
codicil  can  cure." 

"  Psha ! "  said  his  uncle,  trying  in  his  anger 
to  turn  himself  on  his  bed,  but  failing  utterly. 
"  Psha  1    Then  you  may  live  a  pauper." 

George  remained  standing  at  the  bedside ; 
but  he  knew  not  what  to  do,  or  what  answer  to 
make  Co  this  ebullition  of  anger, 

"I  have  nothing  further  to  say,"  coniinued 
his  uncle. 

"But  we  shall  part  in  friendship,  shall  we 
not  ?  "  said  George.  "  I  have  so  much  to  thank 
-you  for,  that  I  cannot  bear  that  you  should  be 
angry  with  me  now." 

"  Vou  are  an  ass — a  fool ! " 

"You  should  look  on  that  as  roy  misfortune, 
sir."  And  then  he  paused  a  moment  "  I  will 
leave  you  now,  shall  I  ?  " 

"  Yes,  and  send  Mary  up." 

"  But  I  may  corae  down  again  to-morrow?" 

"  What !  haven't  they  a  bed  for  you  in  the 
house?" 

Bertram  hummed  and  hawed,  and  said  he 
did  not  know.  But  the  conference  ended  in 
his  promising  to  stay  there.  So  he  went  up  to 
town,  and  returned  again  bringing  down  his 
carpet  bag,  and  preparing  to  remain  till  all 
should  be  over. 

That  was  a  strange  household  which  was 
now  collected  together  in  the  house  at  Hadley. 
The  old  man  was  lying  upstairs,  daily  expecting 
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his  death;  and  he  was  attended,  as  it  was 
seemly  that  he  should  be,  by  his  nearest 
relatives.  His  brother's  presence  he  would  not 
have  admitted ;  but  his  grandchild  was  there, 
and  his  nephew,  arid  her  whom  he  had  always 
regarded  as  his  niece.  Nothing  could  be  more 
fitting  than  this.  But  not  the  less  did  Caroline 
and  George  feel  that  it  was  not  fitting  that  they 
should  be  together. 

And  yet  the  absolute  awkwardness  of  the 
meeting  was  soon  over.  They  soon  found 
themselves  able  to  sit  in  the  same  room,  con- 
versing on  the  one  subject  of  interest  which  the 
circumstances  of  the  moment  gave,  without  any 
allusion  to  past  times.  They  spoke  only  of  the 
dying  man,  and  asked  each  other  questions 
only  about  him.  Though  they  were  frequently 
alone  together  while  Miss  Baker  was  with  Mr. 
Bertram,  they  never  repeated  the  maddening 
folly  of  that  last  scenein  Eaton  Square. 

"She  has  got  over  it  now,"  said  Bertram 
to  himself;  and  he  thought  that  he  rejoiced 
that  it  was  so.     But  yet  it  made  his  heart  sad. 

It  has  passed  away  like  a  dream,  thought 
Lady  Harcourt;  and  now  he  will  be  happy 
again.  And  she,  too,  strove  to  comfort  herself 
in  thinking  so;  but  the  comfort  was  very  cold. 

•  And  now  George  was  constantly  with  his 
unclie.  For  the  first  two  days  nothing  further 
was  said  about  money.  Mr.  Bertram  seemed 
to  be  content  that  matters  should  rest  as  th^ 
wer6  then  settled,  and  his  nephew  Certainly  had 
no  intention  of  recurring  to  the  subject  on  his 
own  behalf.  The  old  man,  however,  had  be- 
come much  kinder  in  his  '  manner  to  him — 
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kinder  to  him  than  to  any  one  else  in  the 
house ;  and  exacted  from  him  various  little 
promises  of  things  to  be  done — of  last  wishes  to 
be  fulfilled. 

"  Perhaps  it  is  better  as  it  is,  George,"  he 
said,  as  Bertram  was  sitting  by  his  bedside  late 
one  night. 

"  I  am  sure  it  is,  sir,"  said  George,  not  at  all, 
however,  knowing  what  was  the  state  of  things 
which  his  uncle  described  as  being  better. 

"  All  men  can't  be  made  alike,"  continued  the 
uncle. 

"No,  uncle;  there  must  be  rich  men,  and 
there  must  be  poor  men," 

"  And  yon  prefer  the  latter." 

Now  George  had  never  said  this ;  and  the 
assertion  coming  from  his  uncle  at  such  a 
moment  when  he  could  not  contradict  it,  was 
rather  hard  on  him.  He  had  tried  to  prove  to 
Mr.  Bertram,  not  so  much  then,  as  in  their 
former  intercourse,  that  he  would  in  no  way 
subject  his  feelings  to  the  money-bags  of  any 
man ;  that  he  would  make  no  sacrifice  of  his 
aspirations  for  the  sake  of  wealth;  that  he 
would  not,  in  fact,  sell  himself  for  gold,  But 
he  had  never  said,  or  intended  to  say,  that 
money  was  indifferent  to  him.  Much  as  his 
uncle  understood,  he  had  failed  to  understand 
his  nephew's  mind.  But  George  could  not 
explain  it  to  him  now ; — so  he  merely  smiled, 
and  let  the  3:isertion  pass. 

"  Wei! ;  be  it  so,"  said  Mr.  Bertram,  "  But 
you  will  see,  at  any  rate,  that  I  have  trusted 
you.  Why  father  and  son  should  be  so  much 
unlike,  God  only  can  understand."    And  &obi 
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that  time  he  said  little  oi  nothing  more  about-' 
his  will. 

But  Sir  Omicron  had  been  wrong.  Mr.  Ber- 
tram overlived  the  week,  and  overlived  the 
fortnight.  We  must  now  leave  him  and  his 
relatives  in  the  house  of  sickness,  and  return  to 
Arthur  Wilkinson. 


CHAPTER   XLII 

MBS.   WILKINSON'S   TROUBLES 

Arthur  Wilkinson  was  received  at  home  with) 
open  arms  and  warm  embraces.  He  was  ann^ 
only  son,  an  only  brother,  the  head  aod  stay  of 
his  family ;  and  of  course  he  was  beloved.  His 
mother  wept  for  joy  as  she  saw  the  renewed 
plumpness  of  his  cheeks,  and  declared  that 
Egypt  must  indeed  be  a  land  of  fatness ;  and 
liis  sisteis  surrounded  him,  smiling  and  kissing 
him,  and  asking  questions,  as  though  he  were 
another  Livingstone.  This  was  very  delightful ; 
but  a  cloud  was  soon  to  come  across  all  this 
sunshine. 

Mrs.  Wilkinson,  always  excepting  what  care 
she  may  have  had  for  her  son's  ill  health,  had 
not  been  unhappy  duruig  his  absence.  She  had 
reigned  the  female  vicaress,  without  a  draw- 
back, praying  daily,  and  in  her  heart  almost 
hourly,  for  the  continuance  in  the  land  of  such  - 
excellent  noblemen  as  Lord  Stapledean.  The 
curate  who  had  taken  Arthur's  duty  had  been 
a  very  mild  young  man,  and  had  been  quite 
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contented  that  Mrs.  Wilkinson  should  leave  to 
him  the  pulpit  and  the  reading-desk.  In  all  other 
matters  he  had  been  satisfied  not  to  interfere 
with  her  power,  or  to  contradict  her  edicts. 

"  Mr.  Giliiilower  has  behaved  excellently," 
she  said  to  her  son,  soon  after  his  return  j  "  and 
has  quite  understood  my  position  here.  I  only 
wish  we  could  keep  him  in  the  parish ;  but  tha^ 
of  course,  is  impossible." 

"  I  shouldn't  want  him  at  all,  mother,"  Arthur 
had  replied.     "  I  am  as  strong  as  a  horse  now." 

"  All  the  same ;  I  should  like  to  have  him 
here,"  said  Mrs.  Wilkinson,  in  a  tone  which 
was  the  beginning  of  the  battle.  How  sweet  it 
would  have  been  to  her  if  Arthur  could  have 
gone  to  some  good  neighbouring  parish,  leaving 
her,  with  Gabriel  Gilliflower  as  her  assistant,  to 
manage  the  souls  of  Hurst  Staple  !  And  why, 
as  she  almost  asked  herself — why  should  she 
not  be  addressed  as  the  Reverend  Mrs.  Wil- 
kinson ? 

But  the  battle  had  to  be  fought,  and  there 
was  to  be  an  end  to  these  sweet  dreams.  Her 
son  had  been  meek  enough,  but  he  was  not  as 
meek  as  Mr,  Gilliflower ;  and  now  he  was 
sharpening  his  arrows,  and  looking  to  his  bow, 
and  preparing  for  the  war. 

"  Is  Adela  at  Littlebath  ? "  he  asked  of  one 
of  his  sisters,  on  the  third  or  fourth  day  after 
his  arrival. 

"  Yes,"  said  Mary.  "  She  is  with  her  aunt. 
1  had  a  letter  from  her  yesterday." 

"  I  wonder  whether  she  would  come  here  if   . 
you  were  to  ask  her." 

"Oh,  that  she  would,"  said  Ms^. 
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"  I  doubt  it  very  much,"  said  the  more  prudent 
Sophia. 

Mrs.  Wilkinson  heard  the  conversation,  and 
pondered  over  it.  At  the  moment  she  said 
nothing,  pressing  down  her  grief  in  her  deep 
heart ;  but  that  evening,  in  the  book-room,  slie 
found  Aithur  alone ;  and  then  she  began, 

"  You  were  not  in  earnest  just  now  about 
Adela,  were  you,  Arthur?" 

"  Indeed  I  was,  mother ;  quite  in  earnest." 

"  She  has  been  very  much  away  from  Little- 
bath  since  her  aunt  came  back  from  Italy  to 
make  a  home  for  her.  She  was  with  us ;  and 
with  tiie  Harcourts,  in  London;  and,  since  the 
break  up  there,  she  was  at  Hadley.  It  would 
not  be  right  Co  Miss  Gauntlet  to  ask  her  away 
so  soon." 

"I  don't  think  Miss  Gauntlet  would  mind. 
hei  coming  here ;  and  even  if  she  does " 

"  And  then  my  time  is  so  much  taken  up — 
what  with  the  schools,  and  what  with  the  parish 
visiting " 

"  Adela  will  do  the  visiting  with  you." 

"  I  really  had  rather  not  have  her  just  at 
present ;  that  is,  unless  you  have  some  very 
particular  reason." 

"Well,  mother,  I  have  a  particular  reason., 
But  if  you  had  rather  that  she  did  not  come: 
here,  I  will  go  to  Littlebath  instead." 

There  was  nothing  more  said  on  this  occasion; 
but  that  was  the  beginning  of  the  battle.  Mrs. 
Wilkinson  could  not  but  know  what  her  son 
meant :  and  she  now  knew  that  all  that  she 
(keaded  was  to  come  upon  her.  It  was  not 
that  she  did  not  yish  to  aee  ber  son  happy,  or. 
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that  she  did  not  think  his  being  married  and 
settled  would  tend  to  his  happiness ;  but  she 
was  angry,  as  other  mothers  are  angry,  when 
their  foolish,  calf-like  boys  will  go  and  marry 
without  any  incomes  on  which  to  support  a 
wife.  She  said  to  herself  over  and  over  again 
Ihat  night,  "  I  cannot  have  a  second  family 
here  in  the  parsonage  ;  that's  certain.  And 
where  on  earth  they're  to  live,  I  don't  know ; 
and  how  they're  to  live  when  his  fellowship  is 
gone,  I  can't  think."  And  then  she  shook  her 
head,  clothed  as  it  was  in  her  nightcap,  and 
reposing  as  it  was  on  her  pillow.  "  Two  thou- 
sand pounds  is  every  shilling  she  has— every 
shilling."  And  then  she  shook  her  head  again. 
She  knew  that  the  ecclesiastical  income  was  her 
own ;  for  had  not  the  good  Lord  Stapledean 
given  it  to  her  ?  But  she  had  sad  thoughts, 
and  feared  that  even  on  this  point  there  might 
be  a  contest  between  her  and  her  son. 

Two  mornings  after  this  the  blow  came  very 
suddenly.  It  was  now  her  habit  to  go  into  the 
book-room  after  breakfast,  and  set  herself  down 
to  work — as  her  husband,  the  former  vicar,  had 
done  in  his  time — and  as  Arthur,  since  hia 
return,  usually  did  tiie  same,  they  naturally 
found  themselves  alone  together.  On  the 
morning  in  question,  she  had  no  sooner  seated 
herself,  with  her  papers  before  her,  than  Arthur 
began.    And,  alas  !  he  had  to  lell  her,  not  what 

khe  was  going  to  do,  but  what  he  had  done, 
"  I  spoke  to  you,  mother,  of  going  to  Little- 
bath  the  other  day." 
"  Yes,  Arthur,"  said  she,  taking  her  spectacles 
off,  and  laying  them  beside  her. 
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**I  have  written  to  herj  instead* 

''And  you  have  made  her  an  offer  of 
marriage  V 

''Exactly  sa  I  was  sure  you  must  have 
known  how  my  heart  stood  towards  her.  It  is 
many  years  now  since  I  first  thought  of  this ; 
but  I  was  deterred,  because  I  feared  that  my 
income— oiir  income,  that  is— *-was  insufficient." 

"  Oh,  Arthur,  and  so  it  is*  What  will  you 
do?  How  will  you  live?  Adela.has  got  just 
two  thousand  pounds — about  seventy  or  eighty 
pounds  a  year.  And  your  fellowship  mil  be  gone. 
Oh,  Arthur,  how  will  all  the  mouths  be  fed  when 
you  have  six  or  seven  children  round  you  ?  " 

"rii  tell  you  what  my  plans:  are.  If  Adela 
should  accept  me-: — '* 

''Oh,  accept  you!  She'll  accept  you  fest 
enough,''  said  Mrs.  Wilkinson,  with  the  venom 
with  which  mothers  will  sometimes  speak  of  the 
girls  to  whom  their  sons  are  attached. 

"  It  makes  me  very  happy  to  hear  you  say  so. 
But  I  don't  know.  When  I  did  hint  at  the 
matter  once  before,  I  got  no  encouragement." 

"  Psha  ! "  said  Mrs.  Wilkinson. 

This  Sound  was  music  to  her  son's  ears ;  so  he 
went  on  with  the  more  cheerfulness  to  describe 
his  plans. 

"  You  see,  mother,  situated  as  I  am,  I  have 
no  right  to  expect  any  increase  of  incompi  or  to 
hope  that  I  shall  ever  be  better  able  to  marry 
than  I  am  now." 

"  But  you  might  marry  a  girl  who  had  some- 
thing to  help.    There  is  Miss  Glunter " 

'*But  it  so  happens  that  I  am  attached  to 
Adela^  and  not  to  Miss  Glunter," 
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"  Attached  !    But,  of  course,  you  must  have 

Lir  own  way.     You  are  of  age,  and  I  cannot 

^ent  your  marrying  the  cook-maid  if  you  like. 
fhat  I  want  to  know  is,  where  do  you  mean  to 
(Kve  ?  " 

"  Here,  certainly." 

"  What !  in  this  house  ?  " 

"Certainly.    I  am  bound  to  live  here,  as  the 
'  "clergyman  of  the  parish." 

Mrs.  Wilkinson  drew  herself  up  to  her  full 
height,  put  her  spectacles  on,  and  looked  at  the 
papers  before  her ;  then  put  them  off  again,  and 
fixed  her  eyes  on  her  son.  "  Do  you  think 
there  will  be  room  in  the  house  ?  "  she  said.  "  I 
fear  you  would  be  preparing  great  discomfort 
for  Adela.  'Where  on  earth  would  she  find  room 
for  a  nursery?  But,  Arthur,  you  have  not 
thought  of  these  things." 

Arthur,  however,  liad  Ihouglit  of  them  very 
often.  He  knew  where  to  find  the  nursery,  and 
the  room  for  Adela.  His  difficultywasas  tothe 
rooms  tor  his  mother  and  sisters.  It  was  nec^- 
sary  now  that  this  difference  of  opinion  should 
be  explained. 

"I  suppose  that  my  children,  if  I  have 
any " 

"  Clergymen  always  have  large  families,"  said 
Mrs.  Wilkinson. 

"Well,  I  suppose  they'll  have  the  sa 
nursery  that  we  had." 

"What,  and  turn  Sophy  and  Mary  out 
it ! "  And  then  she  paused,  and  began 
rearrange  her  papers.  "That  will  not  do 
all,  Arthur,"  she  continued,  "It  would 
unjust  in  me  to  allow  that  j  much  as  I  thii 
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of  your  iaterests,  I  must  of  course   thmk 
theirs  as  well." 

How  was  he  to  tell  her  that  the  house  W£ 
his  own  ?  It  was  essentially  necessary  that  h< 
should  do  so,  and  that  he  should  do  so  now.. 
If  he  gave  up  the  point  at  the  present  moment, 
he  might  give  it  up  for  ever.  His  resolve  was, 
that  his  mother  and  sisters  should  go  elsewhere ; 
but  in  what  words  could  he  explain  this  resolil'i 
tion  to  her  ?  n 

"  Dear  mother,  I  think  we  should  understand' 
each  other " 

"  Certainly,"  said  Mrs.  Wilkinson,  laying  her 
hands  across  each  other  on  the  table,  and  pre- 
paring for  the  onslaught. 

"  It  is  clearly  my  duty,  as  clergyman,  to  live 
in  this  parish,  and  to  live  in  this  house." 

"  And  it  is  my  duty  also,  as  was  excellently 
explained  hy  Lord  Stapledean  after  your  poor 
father's  death." 

"  My  idea  is  this "  and  then  he  paused, 

for  his  heart  misgave  him  when  he  attempted  lo 
tell  his  mother  that  she  must  pack  up  and  turn 
out.  His  courage  all  but  failed  him.  He  felt 
that  he  was  right,  and  yet  he  hardly  knew  how 
to  explain  tliat  he  was  right  without  appearing 
to  be  unnatural. 

"  I  do  not  know  that  Lord  Stapledean  saidi 
anything  about  the  house ;  but  if  he  did,  iti 
could  make  no  difference."  ; 

"Not  the  least,  I  should  think,"  said  the 
lady.  "  When  he  appointed  me  to  the  income 
of  the  parish,  it  could  hardly  be  necessary  that 
he  should  explain  that  I  was  to  have  the  house 
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"  Mother,  when  I  accepted  the  living,  I  pro- 
mised him  that  I  would  give  you  three  hundred 
and  fifty  pounds  out  Of  the  proceeils  ;  and  so  I 
will  Adela  and  I  will  be  very  poor,  but  I  shall 
endeavour  to  eke  out  our  income ;  that  la,  of 
course,  if  she  consents  to  mairy  me " 

"Psha!" 

" — To  eke  out  our  income  by  taking  pupils. 
To  do  that,  I  must  have  the  house  at  my  own 
disposal." 

"  And  you  mean  to  tell  me,"  said  the  female 
vicaress,  rising  to  her  feet  in  her  wrath,  "  that  I 
—that  I — am  to  go  away?" 

"  1  think  it  will  be  better,  mother." 

"  And  the  poor  girls  I  " 

"  For  one  or  two  of  them  there  would  be 
room  here,"  said  Arthur,  trying  to  palliate  the 
matter. 

"One  or  two  of  them  I  Is  that  the  way  you 
would  treat  your  sisters  ?  I  say  nothing  about 
myself,  for  I  have  long  seen  that  you  are  tired 
of  me.  I  know  how  jealous  you  are  because 
Lord  Stapledean  has  thought  proper  to  " — she 
could  not  exactly  remember  what  phrase  would 
best  suit  her  purpose— "  to— to — to  place  me 
here,  as  he  placed  your  poor  father  before.  I 
have  seen  it  all,  Arthur.  But  I  have  my  duty 
to  do,  and  I  shall  do  it.  What  I  have  under- 
taken in  this  parish  I  shall  go  through  with,  and 
if  you  oppose  me  I  shall  apply  to  his  lordship." 

"  I   think    you    have    misunderstood    Lord 

Stapledean." 

I        "  I  have  not  misunderstood  him  at  all.     I 

I  know  very  well  what  he  meant,  and  I   quite 

Appreciate  his  motives.     I  have  endeavoured  to 
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act  up  to  them,  and  shall  continue  to  do  SO.  I 
had  thought  that  I  had  made  the  house  as  com- 
fortable to  you  as  any  young  man  could  wish." 

"  And  so  you  have," 

"  And  yet  you  want  to  turn  me  out  of  it-^ 
out  of  ray  own  house  ! " 

"Not  to  turn  you  out,  mother.  If  it  suits 
you  to  remain  here  for  another  year " 

"  It  will  suit  Kie  to  remain  here  for  another 
ten  years,  if  I  am  spared  so  long.  Little  viper  ! 
I  suppose  this  comes  from  her.  After  warming 
her  in  my  bosom  when  her  father  died  ! " 

"  It  can  hardly  have  come  from  her,  seeing 
that  there  has  never  yet  been  a  word  spoken 
between  us  on  the  subject.  I  fear  that  you 
greatly  mistake  the  footing  on  which  we  stand 
together.  I  have  no  reasonable  ground  for 
hoping  for  a  favourable  answer." 

"  Psha  I  viper  I "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Wilkinson, 
in  dire  wrath.  Mothers  are  so  angry  when 
other  girls,  not  their  own,  will  get  offers ;  so 
doubly  angry  when  their  own  sons  make  them. 

"You  will  make  me  very  unhappy  if  you 
speak  ill  of  her,"  said  Arthur. 

"  Has  it  ever  come  into  your  head  to  think 
where  your  mother  and  sisters  are  to  live  when 
you  turn  them  out?  "  said  she. 

"  Littlebath,"  suggested  Arthur. 

"  Littlebath  ! "  said  Mrs,  Wilkinson,  with  all 
the  scorn  that  she  could  muster  to  the  service. 
"  Littlebath  I  I  am  to  put  up  with  the  aunt, 
1  suppose,  when  you  take  the  niece.  But  I 
shall  not  go  to  Littlebath  at  your  bidding,  sir." 
And  so  saying,  she  gathered  up  her  spectacles, 
and  stalked  out  of  the  room. 
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Arlhtir  was  by  no  means  satisfied  with  the 
interview,  and  yet  had  he  been  wise  he  might 
have  been.  The  subject  had  been  broached, 
and  that  in  itself  was  a  great  deal.  And  the 
victory  had  by  no  means  been  with  Mrs.  Wil- 
kinson. She  had  threatened,  indeed,  to  appeal 
to  Lord  Stapledean  ;  but  that  very  threat  showed 
how  conscious  she  was  that  she  had  no  power 
of  her  own  to  hold  her  place  where  she  was. 
He  ought  to  have  been  satisfied  ;  but  he  was 
not  30. 

And  now  he  had  to  wait  for  his  answer  from 
Adela.  Gentlemen  who  make  offers  by  letter 
must  have  a  weary  time  of  it,  waiting  for  the 
return  of  post,  or  for  the  return  of  two  posts,  as 
was  the  case  in  this  instance.  And  Arthur  had 
a  weary  time  of  it.  Two  evenings  he  had  to 
pass,  after  the  conversation  above  recounted, 
before  he  got  his  letter  ;  and  dreadful  evenings 
they  were.  His  mother  was  majestic,  glum,  and 
cross  ;  his  sisters  were  silent  and  dignified.  It 
was  clear  to  him  that  they  had  all  been  told ; 
and  so  told  as  to  be  leagued  in  enmity  against 
him.  What  accoimt  their  mother  may  have 
given  to  them  of  their  future  poverty,  he  knew 
not ;  but  he  felt  certain  that  she  had  explained 
to  them  how  cruelly  he  meant  to  turn  them 
out  on  the  wide  world ;  unnatural  ogre  that  he 


Mary  was  his  favourite,  and  to  her  he  did  say 
a  few  words.  "Mamma  has  told  you  what  I 
have  done,  hasn't  she?" 

■'  Yes,  Arthur,"  said  Mary,  demurely. 

"And  what  do  you  think  about  ft?" 

■'Tjiink  about  it  I"  
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"  Yes.    Do  you  think  she'll  accept  me  ?  " 

"  Oh !  she'll  accept  you.  I  don't  doubt  about 
that.**  How  cheap  girls  do  make  themselves 
when  talking  of  each  other  I 

"And  will  it  not  be  an  excellent  thing  for 
me?"  said  he. 

"  But  about  the  house,  Arthur !  **  And  Mary 
looked  very  glum.  So  he  said  nothing  further 
to  any  of  them. 

On  the  day  after  this  he  got  his  answer;  and 
now  we  will  give  the  two  letters.  Arthur's  was 
not  written  without  much  trouble  and  various 
copies ;  but  Adela's  had  come  straight  from  her 
heart  at  once. 

*'  Hurst  Staple,  April,  184—. 

"  My  dear  Adela, — You  will  be  surprised  to 
receive  a  letter  from  me,  and  more  so,  I  am 
sure,  when  you  read  its  contents.  You  have 
heard,  I  know,  from  Mary,  of  my  return  home. 
Thank  God,  I  am  quite  strong  again.  I  enjoyed 
my  trip  very  much.  I  had  feared  that  it  would 
be  very  dull  before  I  knew  that  George  Bertram 
would  go  with  me. 

"  I  wonder  whether  you  recollect  the  day 
when  I  drove  you  to  Ripley  Station !  It  is 
eighteen  months  ago  now,  I  believe ;  and  indeed 
the  time  seems  much  longer.  I  had  thought 
then  to  have  said  to  you  what  I  have  to  say 
now;  but  I  did  not.  Years  ago  I  thought  to 
do  the  same,  and  then  also  I  did  not  You  will 
.know  what  I  mean.  I  did  not  like  to  ask  you 
to  share  such  poverty,  such  a  troubled  house  as 
-mine  will  be. 

"  But  I  have  loved  you,  Adela,  for  years  and 
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years.  Do  you  remember  how  you  used  to 
comfort  me  at  that  grievous  time,  when  I  dis- 
appointed them  alt  so  much  about  my  degree? 
I  remember  it  so  well.  It  used  to  lie  on  my 
tongue  then  to  tell  you  that  I  loved  you ;  but 
that  would  have  been  folly.  Then  came  my 
poor  father's  death,  and  the  living  which  I  had 
to  take  under  such  circumstances.  I  made  Up 
my  mind  then  that  it  was  my  duty  to  live  single. 
I  think  I  told  you,  though  I  am  sure  you  forget 
that 

"  I  am  not  richer  now,  but  I  am  older.  I 
seem  to  care  less  about  poverty  on  my  own 
behalf;  and — though  I  don't  know  whether  you 
will  forgive  me  for  this — I  feel  less  compunction 
in  asking  you  to  be  poor  with  me.  Do  not 
imagine  from  this  that  I  feel  confident  as  to 
your  answer.  I  am  very  far  from  that.  But  I 
know  that  you  used  to  love  me  as  a  friend — and 
I  now  venture  to  ask  you  to  love  me  as  my  wife. 
"  Dearest  Adela !  I  feel  that  I  may  call  you 
so  now,  even  if  I  am  never  to  call  you  so  again. 
If  yon  will  share  tlie  world  with  me,  I  will  give 
you  whatever  love  can  give — though  I  can  give 
but  little  more.  I  need  not  tell  you  how  we 
should  be  circumstanced.  My  mother  must 
have  three  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  out  of  the 
living  as  long  as  she  lives ;  and  should  I  survive 
her,  I  must,  of  course,  maintain  the  girls.  But 
I  mean  to  explain  to  my  mother  that  she  had 
better  live  elsewhere.  There  will  be  trouble 
about  this;  but  I  am  sure  that  it  is  right.  I 
shall  tell  her  of  this  letter  to-morrow.  I  think 
I  she  knows  what  my  intention  is,  though  I  have 
'not  exactly  told  it  to  her.  _    ^ 
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"  I  need  not  say  how  anxious  I  shall  be  till  I  j, 
hear  from  you.  I  shall  not  expect  a  letter  till 
Thursday  morning ;  but,  if  possible,  do  let  me 
have  it  then.  Should  it  be  favourable — though 
I  do  not  allow  myself  to  have  any  confidence — 
but  should  it  be  favourable,  I  shall  be  at  Little- 
bath  on  Monday  evening.  Believe  me,  that  I 
love  you  dearly.  ^^ 

"  Yours,  dear  Adela,  '^^^1 

"Artiiuk  WiLKmsoH."  '^^^^| 

Aunt  Penelope  was  a  lady  addicted  to  very 
early  habits,  and  consequently  she  and  AdeU 
had  usually  left  the  breakfast-table  before  the 
postman  had  visited  them.  From  this  it  resulted 
that  Adela  received  her  letter  by  herself.  The 
first  words  told  her  what  it  contained,  and  her 
eyes  immediately  became  suffused  with  tears. 
After  all,  then,  her  patience  was  to  be  rewarded. 
But  it  had  not  been  patience  so  much  as  love; 
love  that  admitted  of  no  change ;  love  on  which 
absence  had  had  no  effect  j  love  which  had 
existed  without  any  hope;  which  had  been 
acknowledged  by  herself,  and  acknowledged  as 

a  sad  misfortune.     But  now She  took  the 

letter  up,  but  she  could  not  read  it.  She  turned 
it  over,  and  at  the  end,  through  her  tears,  she 
saw  those  words — "  Believe  me,  that  I  love  you 
dearly,"  They  were  not  like  the  burning  words, 
the  sweet  violent  protestations  of  a  passionate 
lover.  But  coming  from  him,  they  were  enough. 
At  last  she  was  to  be  rewarded. 

And  then  at  length  she  read  it.    Ah  I  yes ; 
she  recollected  the  day  well  when  he  had  driven-    ^_ 
her  to   Ripley  Station,  and  asked   her  those>^H 


^.52  The  Bertrams 


I 

Vfpiestions  as  he  was  persuacjing  Dumpling  to 

V  mount  the  hill.     The  very  words  were  Gtill  in 

her  ears.     "  Would  yov  come  to  such  a  house, 

Adeia?"    Ay,  indeed,  would  she^f  only  she 

were  duly  asked.     But  he !     Had  it  not 

seemed  then  as  if  he  almost  wished  that  the 

I  proffer  should  come  from  her?  Not  to  that 
would  she  stoop.  But  as  for  sharing  such  a 
house  as  his— any  house  with  him !  What  did 
•true  love  mean,  if  she  were  not  ready  to  do  that  ? 
And  she  remembered,  too,  that  comforting  of 
which  be  spoke.  That  had  been  the  beginning 
of  it  all,  when  he  took  those  walks  along  the 
river  to  West  Putford;  when  she  had  learned 
to  look  for  his  figure  coming  througii  the  little 
wicket  at  the  bottom  of  their  lawn.  Then  she 
had  taxed  her  young  heart  with  imprudence — 

tbut  in  doing  so  she  had  fouod  that  it  was  too 
late.  She  had  soon  told  the  truth — to  herself 
that  is ;  and  throughout  she  had  been  true. 
Now  she  had  her  reward ;  there  in  her  hands, 
pressing  it  to  her  heart.  He  had  loved  her  for 
years  and  years,  he  said.  Yes,  and  so  had  she 
loved  him ;  and  now  he  should  know  it.  But 
not  quite  at  once — in  some  sweet  hour  of  fulleal 
confidence  she  would  whisper  it  all  to  him. 
"  I  think  I  told  you ;  though,  I  am  sure, 
have  forgotten  that." 

Forget  it!  no,  not  a  word,  not  one  of  his' 
tones,  not  a  glance  of  bis  eyes,  as  he  sat  there 
in  her  father's  drawing-room  that  morning,  all 
but  unable  to  express  his  sorrows.  She  could 
never  forget  the  effort  with  which  she  had  pre- 
vented the  tell-tale  blood  firom  burning  in  her 
cheeks,  or  the  difiiculty  with  which  she  had 
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endured  his  confidence.  But  she  had  endured 
it,  and  now  had  come  her  reward.  Then  he 
had  come  to  tell  her  that  he  ivas  too  poor  to 
many.  Much  as  she  loved  him,  she  had  then 
almost  despised  him.  £ut  the  world  had  told 
him  to  be  wiser.  The  world,  which  makes  so 
many  niggards,  had  taught  him  to  be  freer  of 
heart.  Now  he  was  worthy  of  her,  now  that  he 
cared  nothing  for  poverty.  Yes,  now  she  had 
her  reward.  ' 

He  had  allowed  her  till  the  second  post  for' 
her  reply.  That  was  so  kind  of  him,  as  it  was 
necessary  that  she  should  tell  her  aunt.  As  to 
the  nature  of  her  reply — as  to  that  she  never 
doubted  for  a  moment.  She  would  consult  her 
aunt ;  but  she  would  do  so  with  her  mind  fully 
made  up  as  to  the  future.  No  aunt,  no  Mrs. 
Wilkinson,  should  rob  her  of  her  happiuess  now 
that  he  had  spoken.  No  one  should  rob  him 
of  the  comfort  of  her  love  !  ' 

In  the  evening,  after  thinking  of  it  for  hours, 
she  told  her  aunt;  or,  rather,  handed  to  her 
Arthur's  letter,  that  she  might  read  it.  Miss 
Penelope's  face  grew  very  long  as  she  did  read 
it;  and  she  made  this  remark — "  Three  hundred 
and  fifty  pounds !  why,  my  dear,  there  will  be 
only  one  hundred  and  fifty  left." 

"  We  can't  keep  our  carriage,  certainly,  aunt." 

"Then  you  mean  to  accept  tiim?"  - 

"  Yes,  aunt." 

"Oh,  dear!  oh,  dear  I  What  will  you  do' 
when  the  children  come?"  -i 

"  We  must  make  the  best  of  it,  aunt."  ■ 

"Oh,  dear  I  oh,  dear!  And  you  will  havo1 
his  mother  with  you  always." 
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"  If  so,  then  we  should  not  be  so  very  poor ; 
P'but  I  do  not  think  that  that  is  what  Arthur 
means." 

There  was  not  much  more  said  about  it 
between  Ihem  ;  and  at  last,  in  the  seclusion  of 
her  own  bedroom,  Adela  wrote  her  letter, 

"Ultkbatli,  Tuesday  night. 
Dear  Arthur, — I  received  your  letter  this 
morning ;  but  as  you  were  so  kind  as  to  give 
me  a  day  to  answer  it,  I  have  put  oft  doing 
so  till  I  could  be  quite  alone.  It  will  be  a 
very  simple  answer.  I  value  your  love  more 
tbxn  anything  in  the  world.  You  have  my 
iirhole  heart.  I  hope,  for  your  sake,  that  the 
rtroubles  which  you  speak  of  will  not  be  many ; 
"but  whatever  they  may  be,  I  will  sh.ire  ihetn. 
If  I  can,  I  will  lessen  them. 

"  I  hope  it  is  not  unmaidenly  to  say  that  I 
have  received  your  dear  letter  with  true  delight ; 
I  do  not  know  why  it  should  be.  We  have 
known  each  other  so  long,  that  it  is  almost 
natural  that  I  should  love  you.  I  do  love  you 
dearly,  dearest  Arthur;  and  with  a  heart  thank- 
ful for  God's  goodness  to  me,  I  will  put  niy  hand 
in  yours  with  perfect  trust — fearing  nothing, 
then,  as  far  as  this  world  is  concerned. 

"I  do  not  regard  the  poverty  of  which  you 
speak,  at  least  not  for  my  own  sake.  What  I 
have  of  my  own  is,  I  know,  very  little.  I  wish 
now  that  I  could  make  it  more  for  you.  But, 
no ;  I  will  wish  for  nothing  more,  seeing  that 
BO  much  has  been  given  to  me.  Everything 
has  been  given  to  me  when  I  have  your  love. 
■  I  hope  that  this  will  not  interfere  with  your 
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mothar's  comfort.  If  anything  nowcould  make 
me  unhappy^  it  would  ,be  that  §he  should  not  be 
pleased  at  our  prospect9.  Give  her  my  kindest, 
kindest  love;  and  tell  her  that  I  hope  -she  will 
let  me  look  on  her  as  a  mother. 

"  I  will  write  to  Mary  very  soon  j  but  hid  her 
write  to  me  first  I  cannot  tell  her  how  happy, 
how  very  happy  I  really  am,  till,  she  has  first 
wished  me  joy. 

^' I  have,  of  course^  told  aunt  Penelope.  She, 
too,  says  something  about  poverty.  I  tell  her 
it  is  croaking.  The  honest  do  not  beg  their 
bread;  do  they,  Arthur?  But  in  spite  of  her 
croaking,  she  will  be  very  jbappy  to  see  you  on 
Monday,  if  it  shall  suit  you  to  come.  If  so, 
let  me  have  one  other  little  line.  But  I  am  so 
contented  now,  that  I  shall  hardly  be  more  so 
even  to  have  you  here. 

"  God  bless  you,  my  own,  own,  own  dearest 
"Ever  yours  with  truest  afiection, 

«  Adela." 

And  I  also  hope  that  Adelfi's  letter  will  not 
be  considered  unmaidenly ;  but  I  have  my  fears. 
There  will  be  those  who  will  s^  jthai  it  is  sadly 
deficient  in  reserve.  Ahl  had  she  not  been 
reserved  enough  for  the  last  four  or  five  years? 
Reserve  is  beautiful  in  a  maiden  if  it  be  rightly 
timed.  Sometimes  one  would  fain  have  more 
of  it.  But  when  the  heart  is  full,  and  when  it 
may  speak  out ;  when  time,  and  circumstances, 
and  the  world  permit — ^then  we  should  say  that 
honesty  is  better  than  resejrye,  Adela's  letter 
was  honest  on  the  apur  c^  &e  moment  Her 
reserve  had  been  the  work  of  years. 
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Arthur,  at  any  rate,  was  satisfied.  Her  letter 
seemed  to  him  to  be  the  very  perfection  of 
words.  Armed  with  that  he  would  face  his 
mother,  though  she  appeared  armed  from  head 
to  foot  in  the  Stapledean  panoply.  While  he 
was  reading  his  letter  he  was  at  breakfast  with 
them  all ;  and  when  he  had  finished  it  for  the 
second  lime,  he  handed  it  across  the  table  to 
his  mother. 

"  Oh  !  I  suppose  so,"  was  her  only  answer,  as 
she  gave  it  him  back. 

The  curiosity  of  the  girls  was  too  great  now 
"for  the  composure  of  their  silent  dignity.  "It 
is  from  Adela,"  said  Maryj  "what  does  she 
say  ?  " 

"  You  may  read  it,"  said  Arthur,  again  hand- 
ing the  letter  across  the  table. 

"Well,  I  do  wish  you  joy,"  said  Mary, 
"  though  there  will  be  so  very  little  money," 

Seeing  that  Arthur,  since  his  father's  death, 
had,  in  fact,  supported  his  mother  and  sisters 
out  of  his  own  income,  this  reception  of  his 
news  was  rather  hard  upon  hira.  And  so  he 
felt  it. 

"You  will  not  have  to  share  the  hardships," 
he  said,  as  he  left  the  room  ;  "  and  so  you  need 

There  was  nothing  more  said  about  it  that 
morning;  but  in  the  evening,  when  they  were 
alone,  he  spoke  to  his  sister  again.  "  You  will 
write  to  her,  Mary,  I  hope  ?  " 

I  will  write  to  her,"  said  Mary,  half 
ashamed  of  herself 

Perhaps  it  is  not  surprising  that  my  mother 
should  be  vexed,  seeing  the  false  position  in 
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which  both  she  and  I  have  been  placed;  partly 
by  my  fault,  for  I  should  not  have  accepted  the 
living  under  such  conditions,** 

"  Oh,  Arthur,  you  would  not  have  refused  it?" 

*'  I  ought  to  have  done  so.  But,  Mary,  yoa 
and  the  girls  should  be  ready  to  receive  Adela 
with  open  arms.  What  other  sister  could  I 
have  given  you  that  you  would  have  loved 
better?" 

"  Oh,  no  one ;  not  for  her  own  sake — ^no  one 
half  so  well." 

"Then  tell  her  so,  and  do  not  cloud  her 
prospects  by  writing  about  the  house.  You 
have  all  had  shelter  and  comfort  hitherto,  and 
be  trustful  that  it  will  be  continued  to  you." 

This  did  very  well  with  his  sister;  but  the 
affair  with  his  mother  was  much  more  serious. 
He  began  by  telling  her  that  he  should  go  to 
Littlebath  on  Monday,  and  be  back  on  Wed« 
nesday. 

**  Then  I  shall  go  to  BoweiB  oh  Wednesday," 
said  Mrs.  Wilkinson.  Now  we  all  know  that 
Bowes  is  a  long  way  from  Staplehurst.  The 
journey  has  already  been  made  once  in  these 
pages.  But  Mrs.  Wilkinson  was  as  good  as  her 
word. 

"  To  Bowes ! "  said  Arthur. 

"Yes,  to  Bowes,  sir;  to  Lord  Stapledean. 
That  is,  if  you  hold  to  your  scheme  of  turning 
me  out  of  my  own  house." 

"  I  think  it  would  be  better,  mother,  that  we 
should  have  two  establishments." 

**  And,  therefore,  I  am  to  make  way  for  you 
and  that—  "  viper,  she  was  going  to  say  again ; 
but  looking  into  her  son's. face,  she   became 
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somewhat  more  merciful — "  for  you,"  she  s 

"  and  that  chit !  " 

"  As  clergyman  of  the  parish,  I  think  that  I 
ought  to  live  in  the  parsonage.  You,  mother, 
will  have  so  much  the  larger  portion  of  the 
income." 

"  Very  well.  There  need  be  no  more  words 
about  it  I  shall  start  for  Bowes  on  next 
Wednesday."     And  so  she  did. 

Arthur  wrote  his  "  one  other  litde  line."  As 
it  was  three  times  as  long  as  his  first  letter,  it 
shall  not  be  printed.  And  he  did  make  his 
visit  to  Littlebath.  How  happy  Adela  was  as 
she  leant  trustingly  on  his  arm,  and  felt  that  it 
was  her  own  I  He  stayed,  however,  but  one 
night,  and  was  back  at  Staplehuist  before  his 
mother  started  for  Bowes, 


CHAPTER  XLIII 

ANOTHER  JOURNEY   TO   BOWES 

Mrs.  Wilkinson  did  not  leave  her  home  for 
her  long  and  tedious  journey  without  consider- 
able parade.  Her  best  new  black  silk  dress 
was  packed  up  in  order  tliat  due  honour  might 
be  done  to  Lord  Stapledean's  hospitality,  and 
so  large  a  box  was  needed  that  Dumpling  and 
the  four-wheeled  carriage  were  hardly  able  to 
take  her  to  the  railway-station,  Then  there 
arose  the  question  who  should  drive  her.  Arthur 
ulfered  to  do  so ;  but  she  was  going  on  a  journey 
of  decided  hostility  as  regarded  him.  and  under 
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such  circumstances  she  could  not  bring  herself 
to  use  his  services  even  over  a  portion  of  the 
road.    So  the  stable-boy  Was  her  charioteer. 

She  talked  about  Lord  Stapledean  the  whole 
evening  before  she  went.  Arthur  would  have 
explained  to  her  something  of  that  nobleman's 
character  if  she  would  have  permitted  it.  But 
she  would  not  When  he  hinted  that  she  would 
find  Lord  Stapledean  austere  in  his  manner^  shel 
answered  that  his  lordship  no  doubt  had  had 
his  reasons  for  being  austere. with  so  very- young 
a  man  as  Arthur  had  been.  When  he  told  her 
about  the  Bowes  hotel,  she  merely  shook  her 
head  significantly.  A  nobleman  who  had  been 
so  generous  to  her  and  hers  as  Lord  Stapledean- 
would  hardly  allow  her  to  remain  at  the  inn. : 

"  I  am  very  sorry  that  the  journey  is  forced 
upon  me/'  she  said  to  Arthur,  as  she  sat  with 
her  bonnet  on,  waiting  for  the  vehicle. 

"  I  am  sorry  that  you  are  going,  mother,  cer- 
tainly," he  had  answered;  ''because  I  know 
that  it  will  lead  to  disappointment" 

"But  I  have  no  other  course  left  open  to 
me,"  she  continued.  "  I  cannot  see  my  poor 
girls  turned  out  houseless  on  the  world."  And 
then,  refusing  even  to  lean  on  her  son's  arm, 
she  stepped  up  heavily  into  the  carriage,  and 
seated  herself  beside  the  boy. 

"  When  shall  we  expect  you,  mamma  ?  '*  said 
Sophia. 

"  It  will  be  impossible  for  me  to  say ;  but  I 
shall  be  sure  to  write  as  soon  as  I  have  seen  his 
lordship;  Good-bye  to  you,  girls,"'  And  then 
she  was  driven  away. 

*^  It  is  a  very  foolish  journey/'  said  Arthox* 
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feels  that  she  is  driven  to  i^"  said 

Sophia. 

Mrs.  Wilkinson  had  written  to  Lord  Staple- 
dean  two  days  before  she  started,  informing  his 
lordship  that  it  had  become  very  necessary  that 
she  should  wait  upon  him  on  business  connected 
with  the  living,  and  therefore  she  was  aware 
that  her  coming  would  not  be  wholly  unexpected. 
In  due  process  of  time  she  arrived  at  Bowes, 
very  tired  and  not  a  litUe  disgusted  at  the  great 
expense  of  her  journey.  She  had  travelled  but 
little  alone,  and  knew  nothing  as  to  the  cost  of 
hotels,  and  not  a  great  deal  as  to  that  of  rail- 
ways, coaches,  and  post-chaises.  But  at  last 
^e  found  herself  in  the  same  little  inn  which 
had  previously  received  Arthur  when  he  made 
the  same  journey. 

"  The  lady  can  have  a  post-chaise,  of  course," 
said  the  landlady,  speaking  from  the  bar.  "  Oh, 
yes,  Lord  Stapledean  is  at  home,  safe  enough. 
He's  never  very  far  away  from  it  to  the  best  of 
my  belief." 

"It's  onljr  a  mile  or  so,  is  it?"  said  Mrs. 
Wilkinson. 

"Seven  long  miles,  ma'am,"  said  the  land- 
lady. 

"  Seven  miles  I  dear,  dear.  I  declare  I  never 
was  so  tired  in  my  life.  You  can  put  the  box 
somewhere  behind  in  the  post-chaise,  can't 
you  ?  " 

"  Yes,  ma'am ;  we  can  do  that  Be  you 
a-going  to  stay  at  his  lordship's,  then  P" 

To  this  question  Mrs.  Wilkinson  made  an 
.ambiguous  answer.  Her  confidence  was  wan- 
'  ig,  now  that  she  drew  near  to  the  centre  of 
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her  aspirations.  But  at  last  she  did  exactly  as 
her  son  had  done  before  her.  She  said  she 
would  take  her  box ;  but  that  it  was  possible 
she  might  want  a  bed  that  evening.  **Veiy 
possible,"  the  landlady  said  to  herself. 

"And  you'll  take  a  bite  of  something  before 
you  start,  ma'am/'  she  said,  out  loud.  But,  no ; 
it  was  only  now  twelve  o'clock,  and  she  would 
be  at  Bowes  Lodge  a  very  little  after  one.  She 
had  still  sufficient  confidence  in  Lord  Staple- 
dean  to  feel  sure  of  her  lunch.  When  people 
reached  Hurst  Staple  Vicarage  about  that  hour, 
there  was  always  something  for  them  to  eat. 
And  so  she  started. 

**  it  was  April  now ;  but  even  in  April  tliat 
bleak  northern  fell  was  very  cold.  Nothing 
•more  inhospitable  than  that  road  could  be  seen. 
It  was  unsheltered,  swept  by  every  blast,  very 
steep,  and  mercilessly  oppressed  by  turnpikes. 
Twice  in  those  seven  miles  one-and-sixpence 
was  inexorably  demanded  from  her^ 

^  But  I  know  one  gate  always  clears  ttte 
other,  when  they  are  so  near,"  she  argued. 

"Noa,  they  doant,"  was  all  the  answer  she 
received  from  the  turnpike  woman,  who  held  a 
baby  under  each  arm. 

**  I  am  sure  the  woman  is  robbing  me/'  said 
poor  Mrs.  Wilkinson. 

"  No,  she  beant,"  said  the  post-boy.  They 
are  good  hearty  people  in  that  part  of  the 
world;  but  they  do  not  brook  suspicion,  and 
the  courtesies  of  life  are  somewhat  neglected. 
And  then  she  arrived  at  Lord  Stapledean's  gate. 

"  Beyou  she  what  sent  the  letter?  **  said  the 
woman  at  the  lodge,  holding  it  only  half  open. 
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Yes,  my  good  woman ;  yes,"  said  Mra 
Wilkinson,  thinking  that  her  troubles  were  now 
nearly  over.  "I  am  the  lady;  I  am  Mrs. 
Wilkinson." 

"  Then  my  lord  says  as  how  you're  to  send 
np  word  what  you've  got  to  say."  And  the 
woman  still  stood  in  the  gateway. 

"  Send  up  word  ! "  said  Mrs.  Wilkinson, 

"Yees.  Just  send  up  word.  Here's  Jock 
can  rin  up." 

"  But  Jock  can't  tell  his  lordship  what  I  have 
to  say  to  him.  I  have  to  see  his  lordship  on  most 
important  business,"  said  she,  in  her  dismay. 

"  I'm  telling  you  no  more  than  what  my  lord 
said  his  ain  sell.  He  just  crawled  down  here 
his  aio  sell.  '  If  a  woman  comes,'  said  he, 
'don't  let  her  through  the  gate  liU  she  sends 
up  word  what  she's  got  to  say  to  me.' "  And 
the  portress  looked  as  though  she  were  resolved 
to  obey  her  master's  orders. 

"  Good  heavens !  There  must  be  some  mis- 
take in  this,  I'm  sure.  I  am  the  clergyman  of 
Staplehurst — ^I  mean  his  widow.  Staplehurst, 
you  know  ;  his  lordship's  property." 

"  I  didna  know  nothing  aboot  it" 

"Oh,  drive  on,  post-boy.  There  must  be 
some  mistake.  The  woman  must  be  making 
some  dreadful  mistake." 

At  last  the  courage  of  the  lodge-keeper  gave 
way  before  the  importance  of  the  post-chaise, 
and  she  did  permit  Mrs.  Wilkinson  to  proceed, 

"  Mither,"  said  the  woman's  eldest  hope, 
"  you'll  cotch  it  noo," 

"  Eh,  tad  ;  weel.     He'll  no  hang  me."     And 

the  woman  consoled  herself. 
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The  house  called  Bowes  Lodge  looked  damper 
and  greener,  more  dull,  silent,  and  melancholj,. 
even  than  it  had  done  when  Arthur  made  his 
visit  The  gravel  sweep  before  the  door  was 
covered  by  weeds,  and  the  shrubs  looked  as 
though  they  had  known  no  gardener's  care  for 
years.  The  door  itself  did  not  even  appear  to 
be  for  purposes  of  ingress  and  egress,  and  the 
postrboy  had  to  search  among  the  boughs  and 
foliage  with  which  the  place  was  overgrown 
before  he  could  find  the  bell.  When  found, 
it  sounded  with  a  hoarse,  rusty,  jangling  noise, 
as  though  angry  at  being  disturbed  in  so  unusual 
a  manner. 

But,  rusty  and  angry  as  it  was,  it  did  evoke  a 
servant — though  not  without  considerable  delay. 
A  cross  old  man  did  come  at  last,  and  the  door 
was  slowly  opened  "Yes,"  said  the  man* 
'^  The  marquis  was  at  home,  no  doubt.  He  was 
in  the  study.  But  that  was  no  rule  why  he 
should  see  folk."  And  then  he  looked  very 
suspiciously  at  the  big  trunk,  and  muttered 
something  to  the  post-boy,  which  Mrs.  Wil- 
kinson c^d  not  hear. 

"Will  you  oblige  me  by  giving  my  card  to 
his  lordship — Mrs.  Wilkinson  ?  I  want  to  see 
him  on  very  particular  business.  I  wrote  ix>  his 
lordship  to  say:  that  I  should  be  here."    . 

".Wrote  to  his  lordship,  did  yoii  ?  Then  it's 
my  opinion  he  won't  see  you  at  alL" 

"  Yes,  he  wilL  If  you'll  take  him  my  card,  I 
know  he'll  see  me.  Will  you  oblige  me,  sir,  by 
taking  it  in  to  his  lordship  ?  "  And  she  put  on 
htx  most  imperious  look^ 

The  man  went,  and  Mrs.  Wilkinson  sat  silent 
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it!  the  post-chaise  for  a  quarter  of  i 
Then  the  servant  returned,  informing  her  tBI 
she  was  to  send  in  her  message.  His  lordship 
had  given  directions  at  the  lodge  that  she  was 
not  to  come  up,  and  could  not  understand  how 
it  had  come  to  pass  that  the  lady  had  forced 
her  way  to  the  hall-door.  At  any  rate,  he  would 
'  not  see  her  till  he  knew  what  it  was  about. 

Now  it  was  impossible  for  Mrs,  Wilkinson  to 
explain  the  exact  nature  of  her  very  intricate 
case  to  Lord  Stapledean's  butler,  and  yet  she 
could  not  bring  herself  to  give  up  the  battle 
without  making  some  further  effort,  "It  is 
about  the  vicarage  at  Hurst  Staple,"  siid  she ; 
"the  vicarage  at  Hurst  Staple,"  she  repeated, 
impressing  the  words  on  the  man's  memory. 
"  Don't  forget,  now."  The  man  gave  a  look  of 
ineffable  scorn,  and  then  walked  away,  leaving 
Mrs.  Wilkinson  still  in  the  post-chaise. 

And  DOW  came  on  an  April  shower,  such  as 
April  showers  are  on  the  borders  of  Westmore- 
land. It  rained  and  blew;  and  after  a  while 
the  rain  turned  to  sleet.  The  post-boy  buttoned 
up  his  coat,  and  got  under  the  shelter  of  the 
portico ;  the  horses  drooped  their  heads,  and 
shivered.  Mrs.  Wilkinson  wished  herself  back 
at  Hurst  Staple — or  even  comfortably  settled  at 
Littlebath,  as  her  son  had  once  suggested, 

"  His  lordship  don't  know  nothing  about  the 
vicarage,"  bellowed  out  the  butler,  opening  the 
halMoor  only  half  way,  so  that  his  face  just 
appeared  above  the  lock, 

"  Oh,  dear !  oh,  dear  1 "  said  Mrs.  Wilkinson, 
I  "  Just  let  me  down  into  the  hall,  and  then  I 
^will  esplain  it  to  you." 
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''Them  'orses  '11  be  foundered  as  sur€  as 
heggs,"  said  the  post-boy. 

Mrs.  Wilkinson  at  last  succeeded  in  making 
her  way  into  the  hall,  and  the  horses  were 
allowed  to  go  round  to  the  yard.  And  then  at 
last,  afler  half  a  dozen  more  messages  to  and 
fro,  she  was  informed  that  Lord  Stapledean 
would  see  her.  So  dreadful  had  been  the  con- 
test hitherto,  that  this  amount  of  success  was 
very  grateful.  Her  feeling  latterly  had  been 
one  of  intense  hostility  to  the  butler  rather  than 
to  her  son.  Now  that  she  had  conquered  that 
most  savage  Cerberus,  all  would  be  pleasant 
with  her.  But,  alas  i  she  soon  found  that  in 
passing  Cerberus  she  had  made  good  her  footing 
in  a  region  as  little  desirable  as  might  be. 

She  was  ushered  into  the  same  book-room  in 
which  Arthur  had  been  received,  and  soon  found 
herself  seated  in  the  same  chair,  and  on  the 
same  spot  Lord  Stapledean  was  thinner  now, 
even  than  he  had  been  then ;  he  had  a  stoop 
in  his  shoulders,  and  his  face  and  hair  were 
more  gray.  His  eyes  seemed  to  his  visitor  to 
be  as  sharp  and  almost  as  red  as  those  of  ferrets. 
As  she  entered,  he  just  rose  from  his  seat  and 
pointed  to  the  chair  on  which  she  was  to  sit 

"Well,  ma'am,"  said  he;  "what's  all  this 
about  the  clergyman's  house  at  Hurst  Staple? 
I  don't  understand  it  at  all" 

"  No,  my  lord ;  I'm  sure  your  lordship  can't 
understand.  That's  why  I  have  thought  it  my 
duty  to  come  all  this  way  to  explain  it" 

"All  what  way?" 

"  All  the  way  from  Hurst  Staple,  in  Hamp- 
shire, my  lord.    When  your  lordshij^  waa  sa 
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considerate  as  to  settle  what  luy  position  io'l 
parish  was  to  be " 

"  Settle  your  position  in  the  parish  1 " 

"  Yes,  my  lord — as  to  my  having  the  income 
and  the  house." 

"  What  does  the  woman  mean  ? "  said  he, 
looking  down  towards  the  rug  beneath  his  feet, 
but  speaking  quite  out  loud.  "  Settle  her 
position  in  the  parish  !  Why,  ma'am,  1  don't 
know  who  you  are,  and  what  your  position  is, 
or  anything  about  you," 

"  I  am  the  widow  of  the  late  vicar,  Lord 
Stapledean ;  and  when  he  died " 

"  I  was  fool  enougli  to  give  the  living  to  his 
son.  I  remember  all  about  it.  He  was  an 
imprudent  man,  and  lived  beyond  his  means, 
and  there  was  nothing  left  for  any  of  you — 
wasn't  that  it?" 

"Yes,  my  lord,"  said  Mrs.  Wilkinson,  who 
was  so  troubled  in  spirit  that  she  hardly  knew 
what  to  say.  "  That  is,  we  never  lived  beyond 
our  means  at  all,  ray  lord.  There  were  seven 
children ;  and  they  were  all  educated  raost 
respectably.  The  only  boy  was  sent  to  college ; 
and  I  don't  think  there  was  any  imprudence — 
indeed  I  don't,  my  lord.  And  there  was  some- 
thing saved ;  and  the  insurance  was  always 
regulaily  paid  ;  and " 

The  marquis  absolutely  glared  at  her,  as  she 
went  on  with  her  domestic  defence.  The 
household  at  Hurst  Staple  had  been  creditably 
managed,  considering  the  income;  and  it  was 
natural  that  she  should  wish  to  set  her  patron 
■  right  But  every  word  that  she  said  canied  her 
fiirther  away  from  her  present  object. 
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"  And  what  on  earth  have  you  come  to  me 
for?"  said  Lord  Stapledean. 

"  ru  tell  your  lordship,  if  you'll  only  allow 
me  five  minutes.  Your  lordship  remembers 
when  poor  Mr.  Wilkinson  died?" 

"  I  don't  remember  anything  about  it." 

"  Your  lordship  was  good  enough  to  send  for 
Arthur." 

"  Arthur ! " 

"  Yes,  my  lord." 

"  Who's  Arthur  ?  ** 

**  My  boy,  my  lord.  Don't  you  remember  ? 
He  was  just  in  orders  then,  and  so  you  were 
good  enough  to  put  him  into  the  living^-^at  is 
to  say,  not  exactly  into  the  living;  but  to  make 
him  curate,  as  it  were ;  and  you  ^allocated  the 
income  to  me ;  and " 

^'Allocated  the  income!''  said  Lord  Staple- 
dean,  putting  up  his  hands  in  token  of  unlimited 
surprise. 

**  Yes,  my  lord.  Your  lordship  saw  just  how 
it  wasj  and,  as  I  could  not  exactly  hold  the 
living  myself " 

"  Hold  the  living  yourself !  Why,  are  you 
not  a  woman,  ma'am?" 

"Yes,  my  lord,  of  course;  that  was  the 
reason.  So  you  put  Arthur  into  the  living,  and 
you  allocated  the  income  to  me.  That  is  all  set- 
tled.  But  now  the  question  is  about  the  houser" 

"  The  woman's  mad,"  said  Lord  Stapledean, 
looking  again  to  the  carpet,  but  speaking  quite 
out  loud.  ''  Stark  mad.  I  think  you'd  better 
go  home,  ma'am ;  a  great  deal  better." 

"  My  lord,  if  you'd  only  give  yourself  the 
^r^ble  to  understand  me — ^"        . 
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"  I  don'l  understand  a  word  you  say.  I  have 
Nothing  to  do  with  the  income,  or  the  bouse,  or 
'  with  you,  or  with  your  son." 

"  Oh,  yes,  my  lord,  indeed  you  have." 

"  I  tell  you  I  haven't,  ma'am ;  and  whafs 
more,  I  won't." 

"He's  going  to  many,  my  lord,"  continued 
Mrs.  Wilkinson,  beginning  to  whimper;  "and 
we  are  to  be  turned  out  of  the  house,  unless 
you  will  interfere  to  prevent  it.  And  he  wants 
me  to  go  and  hve  at  Littlebath.  And  I'm  sure 
your  lordship  meant  me  to  have  the  house  when 
you  allocated  the  income." 

"And  youVe  come  all  the  way  to  Bowes, 
have  you,  because  your  son  wants  co  enjoy  his 
own  income?" 

"No,  my  lord;  he  doesn't  interfere  about 
that  He  knows  he  can't  touch  that,  because 
your  lordship  allocated  it  to  me — and,  to  do 
him  justice,  I  don't  think  he  would  if  he  could. 
And  he's  not  a  bad  boy,  my  lord;  only  mis- 
taken about  this." 

"Oh,  he  wants  his  own  house,  does  he?" 

"  But  it  isn't  hia  own  house,  you  know.  It 
has  been  my  house  ever  since  his  father  died. 
And  if  your  lordship  will  remember " 

"  I  tell  you  what,  Mrs,  Wilkinson ;  it  seems  to 
me  that  your  son  should  not  let  you  come  out 
so  far  by  yourself—" 

"My  lord!" 

"And  if  you'll  lake  my  advice,  you'll  go 
home  as  fast  as  you  can,  and  live  wherever  he 
bids  you." 

"  But,  my  lord " 

"At  any  rate,  I  must  beg  you  not  to  trouble 
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me  any  more  about  the  matter.  When  I  was  a 
young  man  your  husband  read  with  me  for  a  few 
mojiths ;  and  I  really  think  that  two  presenta- 
tions to  the  living  have  been  a  sufficient  pay- 
ment for  that.  I  know  nothing  about  your  son, 
and  I  don't  want  to  know  anything.  I  dare 
say  he's  as  good  as  most  other  clergjrmen — ^  " 

"  Oh,  yes ;  he  is,  my  lord." 

''  But  I  don't  care  a  straw  who  lives  in  the 
house." 

**  Don't  you,  my  lord  ?  "  said  Mrs.  Wilkmson, 
very  despondently. 

"Not  one  straw.  I  never  heard  such  a 
proposition  from  a  woman  in  my  life — never. 
And  now,  if  you'll  allow  me,  I'll  wish  you 
good-morning,  ma'am.  Good-morning  to  you." 
And  the  marquis  made  a  slight  feint,  as  though 
to  raise  himself  from  his  chair. 

Mrs.  Wilkinson  got  up,  and  stood  upright 
before  him,  with  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes. 
It  was  very  grievous  to  her  to  have  failed  so 
utterly.  She  still  felt  sure  that  if  Lord  Staple- 
dean  would  only  be  made  to  understand  the 
facts  of  the  case,  he  would  even  yet  take  her 
part  She  had  come. so  far  to  fight  her  battle, 
that  she  could  not  bring  herself  to  leave  the 
ground  as  long  as  a  chance  of  victory  remained 
to  her.  How  could  she  put  the  matter  in  the 
fewest  words,  so  as  to  make  the  marquis  under- 
stand the  very — ^very  truth  ? 

"If  your  lordship  would  only  allow  me  to 
recall  to  your  memory  the  circumstances  of  the 
case, — how  you,  yourself,  allocated "  •. 

Lord  Stapledean  turned  suddenly  at  the  bell- 
fopcj  and   gave  it  »  tremendous  ^vsiV— \X\nxs. 
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another — and  then  a  third,  harder  than  the 
others.  Down  came  Ilie  rope  about  his  ears, 
and  the  peal  was  heard  ringing  through  the 
house. 

"Thompson,"  he  said  to  the  man,  as  he 
entered,  "show  that  lady  the  door." 

"  Yes,  my  lord." 

"  Show  her  the  door  immediately." 

"Yes,  my  lord,"  said  Thompson,  standing 
irresolute.  "  Now,  ma'am ;  the  post-chaise  is 
waiting." 

Mrs.  Wilkinson  had  still  strength  enough  to 
preveat  collapse,  and  to  gather  herself  together 
with  some  little  feminine  dignity.  "  I  think  I 
have  been  very  badly  treated,"  she  said,  as  she 
prepared  to  move. 

"Thompson,"  shrieked  the  marquis,  in  his 
passion  ;  "  show  that  lady  the  door," 

"  Yes,  my  lord ; "  and  Thompson  gracefully 
waved  his  hand,  pointing  down  the  passage. 
It  was  the  only  way  in  which  he  could  show 
Mrs.  Wilkinson  the  way  out. 

And  then,  obedient  to  necessity,  she  walked 
forth.  Never  had  she  held  her  head  so  high, 
or  tossed  her  bonnet  with  so  proud  a  shake, 
as  she  did  in  getting  into  that  post-chaise. 
Thompson  held  the  handle  of  the  carriage-door : 
he  also  offered  her  his  arm,  but  she  despised 
any  such  aid.  She  climbed  in  imassisted ;  the 
post-boy  mounted  his  jade;  and  so  she  was 
driven  forth,  not  without  titters  from  the  woman 
at  the  lodge-gate.  With  heavy  heart  she  reached 
the  inn,  and  sat  herself  down  to  weep  alone  in 
her  bedroom. 
"So,  you've  comebacW  5a!\i ^^\wci4\ajiy. 
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"Ugh  !"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Wilkinson. 

We  will  not  dwell  long  on  her  painful  journey 
back  to  Hurst  Staple;  nor  on  the  wretched 
reflections  with  which  her  mind  was  laden. 
She  sent  on  a  line  by  post  to  her  eldest  daughter, 
so  that  she  was  expected ;  and  Dumpling  and 
the  phaeton  and  the  stable-boy  were  there  to 
meet  her.  She  had  feared  that  Arthur  would 
come :  but  Arthur  had  dreaded  the  meeting 
also ;  and,  having  talked  the  matter  over  with 
his  sisters,  had  remained  at  home.  He  was  in 
the  book-room,  and  hearing  the  wheels,  as  the 
carriage  drew  up  to  the  door,  he  went  out  to 
greet  his  mother  on  the  steps. 

At  the  first  moment  of  meeting  there  was 
nothing  said,  but  she  warmly  pressed  the  hand 
which  he  held  out  to  her. 

"  What  sort  of  a  journey  have  you  had  ?  "  said 
Sophia. 

"Oh,  it  is  a  dreadful  place!"  said  Mrs. 
Wilkinson. 

"  It  is  not  a  nice  country,"  said  Arthur. 

By  this  time  they  were  in  the  drawing-room, 
and  the  mother  was  seated  on  a  sofa,  with  one 
of  her  girls  on  each  side  of  her. 

"Sophy,"  she  said,  "get  up  for  a  moment; 
I  want  Arthur  to  come  here."  So  Sophy  did 
get  up,  and  her  son  immediately  taking  her 
place,  put  his  arm  round  his  mother's  waist. 

"  Arthur,"  she  whispered  to  him,  "  I  fear  I 
have  been  foolish  about  this." 

That  was  all  that  was  ever  said  to  him  about 
the  jouniey  to  Bowes.  He  was  not  the  man  to 
triumph  over  his  mother's  failure.  He  merely 
kissed  her  when  her  little  confession  was  made^ 
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and  pressed  her  slightly  Trith  his  aim.  From 
that  time  it  was  undeistood  that  Adela  was  to 
be  broi^t  thither,  as  sood  as  might  be,  to 
ragn  the  mistress  of  the  vicarage;  and  that 
then,  what  further  arrangements  might  be 
necessary,  were  to  be  made  by  them  all  at  their 
perfect  leisure.  That  question  of  the  nursery 
migltt,  at  any  rate,  remain  in  abeyaoce  for 
tweU'e  months. 

Soon  after  that,  it  was  decided  in  full  con- 
clave that  if  Adela  would  consent,  the  marriage 
should  tRkc  place  in  the  summer.  Very  fre- 
quent letters  passed  between  Hurst  Staple  and 
Littlebpth,  and  Mrs.  Wilkinson  no  longer 
alluded  to  them  with  severity,  or  even  with 
dislike.  Lord  Stapledean  had,  at  any  rate, 
thoroughly  convinced  her  that  the  vicarage- 
house  belonged  to  the  vicar — to  the  vicar  male, 
and  not  to  the  vicar  female ;  and  now  that  her 
eyes  had  been  opened  on  this  point,  she  found 
herself  obliged  to  confess  that  Adela  Gauntlet 
would  not  make  a  bad  wife. 

"  Of  course  we  shall  be  poor,  mother ;  but 
we  expect  that." 

"  I  hope  you  will,  at  least,  be  happy,"  said 
Mrs.  Wilkinson,  not  liking  at  present  to  dwell 
On  the  subject  of  their  poverty,  as  her  con- 
science began  to  admonish  her  with  reference  to 
the  three  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  per  annum. 
"  I  should    tliink    I    might   be   able   to   get 
pupils,"  continued  Arthur.     "  If  I  had  two  at 
one  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  each,  we  might 
be  comfortable  enough." 
"Perhaps  Adela  would  not  like  to  have  lads 
in  the  house." 
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Ah,  mother,  you  don't  know  Adela.  She 
will  not  object  to  anything  because  she  does 
not  herself  like  it."  And  in  this  manner  that 
affair  was  so  far  settled. 

And  then  Adela  was  invited  to  Hurst  Staple, 
and  she  accepted  the  invitation.  She  was  not 
coy  in  declaring  the  pleasure,  with  which  she 
did  so,  nor  was  she  bashful  or  shamefaced  in 
the  matter.  She  loved  the  man  that  she  was  to 
marry — ^had  long  loved  him;  and  now  it  was 
permitted  to  her  to  declare  her  love.  Now  it 
was  her  duty  to  declare  it,  and  to  assure  him, 
with  all  the  pretty  protestations  in  her  power, 
that  her  best  eflforts  should  be  given  to  sweeten 
his  cup,  and  smooth  his  path.  Her  duty  now 
was  to  seek  his  happiness,  to  share  his  troubles, 
to  be  one  with  him.  In  her  mind  it  was  not 
less  her  duty  now  than  it  would  be  when,  by 
God's  ordinance,  they  should  be  one  bone  and 
one  flesh. 

While  their  mother  had  held  her  seat  on  her 
high  horse,  with  reference  to  that  question  of 
the  house,  Sophia  and  Mary  had  almost  pro- 
fessed hostility  to  Adela.  They  had  given  in  no 
cordial  adherence  to  their  brother's  marriage ; 
but  now  they  were  able  to  talk  of  their  coming 
sister  with  interest  and  affection.  "  I  know  that 
Adela  would  like  this,  Arthur ; "  and  "  I'm  sure 
that  Adela  would  prefer  that;"  and  "when 
we're  gone,  you  know,  Adela  wiU  do  so  and  so." 
Arthur  received  all  this  with  brotherly  love  and 
the  kindest  smiles,  and  thanked  God  in  his 
heart  that  his  mother  had  taken  that  blessed 
journey  to  Bowes  Lodge. 

"  Adela,"  he  once  said  to  her,  as  the^  were 
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walking  together,  one  lonely  spring  evening, 
along  the  reedy  bank  of  that  river,  "  Adela,  had 
1  had  your  courage,  all  this  would  have  been 
settled  long  since." 

"  I  don't  know,"  she  said ;  "  but  I  am  sure  of 
this,  that  it  is  much  better  as  it  is.  Now  we 
may  fairly  trust  that  we  do  know  our  own  minds. 
Love  should  be  tried,  perhaps,  before  it  is 
trusted." 

"  I  should  have  trusted  yours  at  the  first  word 
you  could  have  spoken,  the  first  look  you  would 
have  given  me." 

"  And  I  should  Iiave  done  so  loo ;  and  then 
we  might  have  been  wrong,  la  it  not  well  as  it 
is,  Arthur  ?  " 

And  then  he  declared  that  it  was  very  well; 
vety  well,  indeed.  Ah,  yes  !  how  could  it  have 
been  better  with  him  ?  He  thought,  too,  of  his 
past  sorrows,  his  deep  woes,  his  great  disap- 
pointments; of  that  bitter  day  at  Oxford  when 
the  lists  came  down ;  of  the  half-broken  heart 
with  which  he  had  returned  from  Bowes ;  of  the 
wretchedness  of  that  visit  to  West  Putford.  He 
thought  of  the  sad  hours  he  had  passed,  seated 
idle  and  melancholy  in  the  vicarage  book-room, 
meditating  on  his  forlorn  condition.  He  had 
so  often  wailed  over  his  own  lot,  droning  out  a 
dirge,  a  melancholy  vjevictis  for  himself  I  And 
now,  for  the  first  time,  he  could  change  the 
note,  Now,  his  soog  was  lo  triumphe,  as  he 
walked  along.  He  shouted  out  a  joyful  pa;an 
with  the  voice  of  his  heart.  Had  he  taken  the 
most  double  of  all  firsts,  what  more  could  fate 
have  given  to  him?  or,  at  any  rate,  what  better 
""  luld  fate  have  done  foi  Wvftl 
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And  to  speak  sooth,  fate  had  certainly  given 
to  him  quite  as  much  as  he  had  deserved. 

And. then  it  was  settled  that  they  should  be 
married  early  in  the  ensuing  June.  '*0n  the 
first,"  said  Arthur.  "No;  the  thirtieth,"  said 
Adela,  laughing.  And  then,  as  women  always 
give  more  than  they  claim,  it  was  settled  that 
they  should  be  married  on  the  eleventh.  Let 
us  trust  that  the  day  may  always  be  regarded  as 
propitious. 
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Sir  Henry  Harcourt  had  certainly  played  his 
hand  badly,  considering  the  number  of  trumps 
that  he  had  held,  and  that  he  had  turned  up 
an  honour  in  becoming  solicitor-general.  He 
was  not  now  in  a  happy  condition.  He  was 
living  alone  in  his  fine  house  in  Eaton  Square ; 
he  was  out  of  office ;  he  was  looked  on  with  an 
evil  eye  by  his  former  friends,  in  that  he  had 
endeavoured  to  stick  to  office  too  long ;  he  was 
deeply  in  debt,  and  his  once  golden  hopes  with 
reference  to  Mr.  Bertram  were  becoming  fainter 
and  fainter  every  day.  Nor  was  this  all.  Not 
only  did  he  himself  fear  that  he  should  get  but 
litde  of  the  Hadley  money,  but  his .  creditors 
had  begun  to  have  the  same  fears.  They  had 
heard  that  he  was  not  to  be  the  heir,  and  were 
importunate  accordingly.  It  might  be  easy  to 
stave  them  off  till  Mr,  Bertram  should  be  under 
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the  ground  ;  but  then — what  then  ?  His  pro- 
fessional income  might  still  be  large,  though 
not  increasing  as  it  should  have  done.  And 
what  lawyer  can  work  well  if  his  mind  he  en- 
cumbered by  deep  troubles  of  his  own  ? 

He  had  told  George  Bertram  that  he  would 
go  down  to  Hadley  and  claim  his  wife  if  he  did 
not  receive  a  favourable  message  from  his  wife's 
grandfather ;  and  he  now  determined  to  take 
some  such  step.  He  felt  himself  driven  to  do 
something;  to  bring  about  some  arrangement; 
to  make  some  use  of  the  few  remaining  grains 
of  sand  which  were  slill  to  run  througli  the 
glass  that  was  measuring  out  the  lees  of  life  for 
that  old  man. 

So  thinking,  but  not  quite  resolved  as  to  what 
he  would  do  when  he  reached  the  house,  he 
started  for  Hadley.  He  knew  that  George  was 
still  there,  that  his  wife  was  there,  and  that  Mr. 
Bertram  was  there ;  and  he  trusted  that  he 
should  not  fail  at  any  rate  in  seeing  them.  He 
was  not  by  nature  a  timid  man,  and  liad  cer- 
tainly not  become  so  by  education  ;  but,  never- 
theless, his  heart  did  not  beat  quite  equably 
within  his  bosom  when  he  knocked  at  the  rich 
man's  door. 

Of  course  he  was  well  known  to  the  servant. 
At  first  he  asked  after  Mr.  Bertram,  and  was 
told  that  he  was  much  the  same — going  very 
fast ;  the  maid  did  not  think  that  Sir  Henry 
could  see  him.  The  poor  giri,  knowing  that 
the  gentleman  before  her  was  not  a  welcome 
visitor,  stood  in  the  doorway,  as  though  to 
guard  the  ladies  who  were  in  the  drawing- 
room. 
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"  Who  is  here  now  ?  "  said  Sir  Henry.  "  Who 
is  staying  here  ?  " 

"  Mr.  George,"  said  the  girl,  thinking  that  she 
would  be  safest  in  mentioning  his  name,  '^and 
Miss  Baker,  sir.'' 

"  Lady  Harcourt  is  here,  1  suppose  ?  " 

"Yes,  sir;  her  ladyship  is  in  the  drawing- 
room,"  and  she  shook  in  her  shoes  before  him 
as  she  made  the  announcement. 

For  a  moment  Sir  Henry  was  inclined  to 
force  his  way  by  the  trembling  young  woman, 
and  appear  before  the  ladies.  But  then,  what 
would  he  get  by  it  ?  Angry  as  he  was  with  all 
the  Hadley  people,  he  was  still  able  to  ask 
himself  that  question.  Supposing  that  he  were 
there,  standing  before  his  wife ;  supposing  even 
that  he  were  able  to  bring  her  to  his  feet  by  a 
glance,  how  much  richer  would  that  make  him  ? 
What  bills  would  that  pay?  He  had  loved  his 
wife  once  with  a  sort  of  love;  but  that  day  was 
gone.  When  she  had  been  at  such  pains  to 
express  her  contempt  for  him,  all  tenderness 
had  deserted  him.  It  might  be  wise  to  make 
use  of  her — not  to  molest  her,  as  long  as  her 
grandfather  lived.  When  the  old  miser  should 
have  gone,  it  would  be  time  for  him  to  have  his 
revenge.  In  the  meantime,  he  could  gain 
nothing  by  provoking  her.  So  he  told  the  ser- 
vant that  he  wished  to  see  Mr.  George  Bertram. 

As  it  happened,  George  and  Lady  Harcourt 
were  togetiier,  and  Miss  Baker  was  keeping 
watch  with  the  sick  man  upstairs.  The  draw- 
ing-room was  close  to  the  hall,  and  Caroline's 
eager  ear  caught  the  tones  of  her  husband's 
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"It  is  Sir  Henry,"  she  sail),  becoming  sud- 
denly pale,  and  rising  to  licr  feet,  as  though 
prepared  to  retreat  to  some  protection,  Ber- 
tram's duller  ear  could  not  hear  him,  but  he 
also  rose  from  his  chair,  "  Are  you  sure  it 
is  he  ?  " 

"  I  heard  his  voice  plainly,"  said  Caroline,  in 
a  tremulous  whisper,  "  Do  not  leave  me, 
George.  Whatever  happens,  do  not  leave  me," 
They  called  each  other  now  by  their  Cliristian 
names,  as  cousins  should  do ;  and  their  inter- 
course with  each  other  had  never  been  other 
than  cousinly  since  that  parting  in  Eaton 
Square. 

And  then  the  door  Tvas  opened,  and  the 
maidservant,  in  the  glummest  of  voices,  an- 
nounced that  Sir  Henry  wanted  to  see  Mr. 
George. 

"Show  him  into  the  dining-room,"  said 
George;  and  then  following  the  girl  after  a 
minute's  interval,  he  found  himself  once  more 
in  the  presence  of  his  old  friend. 

Sir  Henry  was  even  darker  looking,  and  his 
brow  still  more  forbidding  than  at  that  last 
interview  at  George's  chambers.  He  was  worn 
and  care-marked,  and  appeared  to  be  ten  years 
older  than  was  really  the  case.  He  did  not 
wait  till  George  should  address  him,  but  began 
at  once : — 

"  Bertram,"  said  he,  with  a  voice  intended  to 
be  stern,  "there  are  two  persons  here  I  want  lo 
see,  your  uncle  and  my  wife." 

■'I  make  no  objection  to  your  seeing  either^ 
if  they  are  willing  to  see  yoM." 
''  Yes;  but  that  won't  do  foi  -me.  "^-j  &«ji 
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compels  me  to  look  after  them  both,  and  I 
mean  to  do  so  before  I  leave  Hadley.** 

"I  will  send  your  name  to  them  at  once," 
said  George;  "but  it  must  depend  on  them 
whether  they  will  see  you."  And  so  saying,  he 
rang  the  bell,  and  sent  a  message  up  to  his 
uncle. 

Nothing  was  said  till  the  girl  returned.  Sir 
Henry  paced  the  room  backward  and  forward, 
and  George  stood  leaning  with  his  back  against 
the  chimney-piece.  "Mr.  Bertram  says  that 
he'll  see  Sir  Henry,  if  he'll  step  up  stairs,"  said 
the  girl. 

"  Very  well.    Am  I  to  go  up  now  ?  " 

"  If  you  please,  sir." 

Bertram  followed  Sir  Henry  to  the  door,  to 
show  him  the  room;  but  the  latter  turned 
round  on  the  stairs,  and  said  that  he  would 
prefer  to  have  no  one  present  at  the  interview. 

"  I  will  only  open  the  door  for  you,"  said  the 
other.  This  he  did,  and  was  preparing  to 
return,  when  his  uncle  called  him.  "  Do  not 
go  away,  George,"  said  he.  "  Sir  Henry  will 
want  you  to  show  him  down  again."  And  so 
they  stood  together  at  the  bedside. 

"  Well,  Sir  Henry,  this  is  kind  of  you,"  said 
he,  putting  his  thin,  bony  hand  out  upon  the 
coverlid,  by  way  of  making  an  attempt  at  an 
Englishman's  usual  greeting. 

Sir  Henry  took  it  gently  in  his,  and  found 
it  cold  and  clammy.  "It  is  nearly  all  over 
now,  Sir  Henry,"  said  the  old  man. 

"  I  hope  not,"  said  the  visitor,  with  the  tone 
usual  on  such  occasions.  "  You  may  rally  yet, 
Mr.  Bertram." 
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"Rally  !"  And  there  was  something  in  the 
old  man's  voice  that  faintly  recalled  the  bitter 
railing  sound  of  other  days.  "  No ;  I  don't 
suppose  I  shall  ever  rally  much  more." 

"  Well ;  we  can  only  hope  for  the  best 
That's  what  I  do,  I  can  assure  you." 

"That is  true.  We  do  hope  for  the  best — all 
of  us.     I  can  still  do  that,  if  I  do  nothing  else," 

"  Of  course,"  said  Sir  Henry.  And  then  he 
stood  stili  for  a  while,  meditating  how  best  he 
might  make  use  of  his  present  opportunity. 
What  could  he  say  to  secure  some  fraction  of 
the  hundreds  of  thousands  which  belonged  to 
the  dying  man?  That  he  had  a  right  to  at 
least  a  moiety  of  them  his  inmost  bosom  told 
him ;  but  how  should  he  now  plead  his  rights  ? 
Perhaps  after  all  it  would  have  been  as  wel!  for 
him  to  have  remained  in  London. 

"  Mr.  Bertram,"  at  last  he  said,  "  I  hope  you 
won't  think  it  unbecoming  in  me  if  I  say  one 
word  about  business  in  your  present  state?" 

"  No — no — no,"  said  the  old  man.  "  I  can't 
do  much,  as  you  see ;  but  I'll  endeavour  to 
listen." 

"You  can't  be  surprised  that  I  should  be 
anxious  about  my  wife." 

"  Umph  ! "  said  Mr.  Bertram.  "  You  haven't 
treated  her  very  well,  it  seems." 

"  Who  says  so  ?  " 

"A  woman  wouldn't  leave  a  fine  house  in 
London,  to  shut  herself  up  with  a  sick  old  man 
here,  if  she  were  well  treated.  I  don't  want 
any  one  to  tell  me  that." 

'I  can  hardly  explain  all  this  to  you  now, 
particularly " 
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"  Particularly  as  I  am  dying.  No,  you  can- 
not. George,  give  me  a  glass  of  that  stuff.  I 
am  very  weak,  Sir  Henry,  and  can't  say  much 
more  to  you." 

**May  I  ask  you  this  one  question,  su:? 
Have  you  provided  for  your  granddaughter  ?  " 

"  Provided  for  her !"  and  the  old  man  made 
a  sadly  futile  attempt  to  utter  the  words  with 
that  ominous  shriek  which  a  few  years  since 
would  have  been  sure  to  frighten  any  man  who 
would  have  asked  such  a  question.  "  What 
sort  of  man  can  he  be,  George,  to  come  to  me 
now  with  such  a  question?"  And  so  saying, 
he  pulled  the  clothes  over  him  as  though 
resolved  to  hold  no  further  conversation. 

"  He  is  very  weak,"  said  George.  "I  think 
you  had  better  leave  him." 

A  hellish  expression  came  across  the  lawyer's 
face.  "Yes,"  he  said  to  himself;  "go  away, 
that  I  may  leave  you  here  to  reap  the  harvest 
by  yourself.  Go  away,  and  know  myself  to  be 
a  beggar."  He  had  married  this  man's  grand- 
child, and  yet  he  was  to  be  driven  from  his 
bedside  like  a  stranger. 

"  Tell  him  to  go,"  said  Mr.  Bertram.  "  He 
will  know  it  all  in  a  day  or  two." 

•*  You  hear  what  he  says/'  whispered  George. 

"  I  do  hear,"  muttered  the  other,  "  and  I  will 
remember." 

**  He  hardly  thinks  I  would  alter  my  will  now, 
does  he?  Perhaps  he  has  pen  and  ink  in  his 
pocket,  ready  to  do  it." 

"I  have  only  spoken  in  anxiety  about  my 
wife,"  said  Sir  Henry ;  "  and  I  thought  you  would 
remember  that  she  was  your  child's  daughter," 
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"  I  do  remember  it.  George,  wby  doesn't 
he  leave  roe?" 

"  Harcourt,  it  will  be  better  that  you  should 
go,"  said  Bertram ;  "  you  can  have  no  idea 
how  weak  my  uncle  is;"  and  he  gently  opened 
tJie  door, 

"Good-bye,  Mr.  Bertram.  I  had  not  in- 
tended to  disturb  you."  And  so  saying,  Sir 
Henry  slunk  away. 

"  You  know  what  his  will  is,  of  course,"  said 
Sir  Henry,  when  they  were  again  in  the  dining- 
room. 

"  I  have  not  the  slightest  idea  on  the  subject," 
said  the  other;  "not  the  remost  conception. 
He  never  speaks  to  me  about  it." 

"Well;  and  now  for  Lady  Harcourt.  WJiere 
shall  I  find  her?" 

To  Ibis  question  George  gave  no  answer;  nor 
was  he  able  to  give  any.  Caroline  was  no 
longer  in  the  drawing-room.  Sir  Henry  insisted 
that  he  would  see  iier,  and  declared  his  inten- 
tion of  staying  in  the  house  till  he  did  so.  But 
Miss  Baker  at  last  persuaded  him  that  all  his 
efforts  would  be  useless.  Nothing  but  force 
would  induce  Lady  Harcourt  to  meet  him. 

"  Then  force  shall  be  used,"  said  Sir  Henry. 

"  At  any  rate  not  now,"  said  George. 

"  What,  sir !  do  you  set  yourself  up  as  her 
protector?  Is  she  base  enough  to  allow  you  to 
interfere  between  her  and  her  husband  ?  " 

"  I  am  her  protector  at  the  present  moment. 
Sir  Henry.  What  passed  between  us  long  since 
has  been  now  forgotten.  But  we  are  siiU 
cousins;  and  while  she  wants  protection,  I 
give  It  to  her." 
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"  Oh,  you  will ;  will  you  ?  " 

''  Certainly.  I  look  upon  her  as  though  she 
were  my  sister.    She  has  no  other  brother." 

"That's  very  kind  of  you,  and  very  com- 
plaisant of  her.  But  what  if  I  say  that  I  don't 
choose  that  she  should  have  any  such  brother? 
Perhaps  you  think  that  as  I  am  only  her 
husband,  I  ought  not  to  have  any  voice  in  the 
matter  ?  " 

*^  I  do  not  suppose  that  you  can  care  for  her 
much,  after  the  word  you  once  used  to  her." 

"And  what  the  devil  is  it  to  you  what  word 
I  used  to  her  ?  That's  the  tack  you  go  on,  is 
it?  Now,  I'll  tell  you  fairly  what  I  shall  do.  I 
will  wait  till  the  breath  is  out  of  that  old  man's 
body,  and  then  I  shall  take  my  wife  out  of  this 
house — ^by  force,  if  force  be  necessary."  :  And 
so  saying,  Sir  Henry  turned  to  the  front  door, 
and  took  his  departure,  without  making  any 
further  adieu. 

"What  dreadful  trouble  we  shall  have!" 
whimpered  Miss  Baker,  almost  in  tears. 

Things  went  on  at  Hadley  for  three  days 
longer  without  any  change,  except  that  Mr. 
Bertram  became  weaker,  and  less  inclined  to 
speak.  On  the  third  morning,  he  did  say  a 
few  words : — "  George,  I  begin  to  think  I  have 
done  wrong  about  you ;  but  I  fear  it  is  too 
late." 

His  nephew  declared  that  he  was  sure  that 
things  would  turn  out  well,  muttering  any  plati- 
tude which  might  quiet  the  dying  man. 

"  But  it  is  too  late,  isn't  it  ?  "  ^ 

"For  any  change  in  your  will,  sir?  Yes,  it 
is  too  late.    Do  not  think  of  it." 
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"  Ah,  yes ;  it  would  be  very  troublesome — 
TCiy  troublesome.  Oh,  me !  It  has  nearly 
come  now,  George  ;  yery  nearly." 

It  had  very  nearly  come.  He  did  not  again 
speak  intelligibly  to  any  of  them.  In  his  last 
hours  he  suffered  considerably,  and  his  own 
thoughts  seemed  to  irritate  him.  But  when  he 
did  mutter  a  few  words,  they  seemed  to  refer  to 
trivial  matters — little  plagues  which  dying  men 
feel  as  keenly  as  those  who  are  i"u!l  of  life.  To 
the  last  he  preferred  George  either  to  his  niece 
or  lo  his  granddaughter;  and  was  always  best 
pleased  when  his  nephew  was  by  him.  Once 
or  twice  he  mentioned  Mr.  Pritchelt's  name  ; 
but  he  showed  his  dissent  when  they  proposed 
to  send  for  his  man  of  business. 

On  the  afternoon  of  that  day,  he  breathed 
his  last  in  the  presence  of  his  three  relatives. 
His  nearest  relative,  indeed,  was  not  there ;  nor 
did  they  dare  to  send  for  him.  He  had  latterly 
expressed  so  strong  a  disgust  at  the  very  name  of 
Sir  Lionel,  that  they  had  ceased  by  common  con- 
sent to  mention  Bertram's  father.  He  seemed  to 
be  aware  that  his  last  moments  were  approach- 
ing, for  he  would  every  now  and  then  raise  his 
withered  hand  from  off  the  bed,  as  though  to 
give  them  warning.  And  so  he  died,  and  the 
eyes  of  the  rich  man  were  closed. 

He  died  full  of  years,  and  perhaps  in  one, 
and  that  tbe  most  usual  acceptation  of  the  word, 
full  of  honour.  He  owed  no  man  a  shilling,  had 
been  true  to  all  his  engagements,  had  been  kind 
to  his  relatives  with  a  rough  kindness :  he  had 
loved  honesty  and  industry,  and  had  hated  false- 
hood aad  fraud:  to  him  the  \v«d, ^joto  ouly 
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osume  the  fruits,  had  ever  been  odioas ;. 
he  could  be  generous,  his  conduct  in  hisw 
lew's  earliest  years  had  plainly  shown  ;  h^ 
carriedy  too,  in  his  bosom  a  heart  not  al 
ler  hardened  against  his  kind,  for  he  ha^S 
*d  his  nephew,  and,  to  a  certain  extent,  h'  ^ 
ce  also,  and  his  granddaughter. 
But  in  spite  of  all  this,  he  had  been  a  Lir? 
ui.    He  had  opened  his  heart  to  thit  w/.ic.^ 
ould  never  find  admittance  to  the  heart  of 
an.    The  iron  of  his  wealth  had  er.tered  into 
IB  very  souL    He  had  made  half  a  mil  Ion  cf 
joney,  and  that  half-million  hod  been  hi.y  gorL 
—his  only  god — and,  indeed,  men  hive   L'^t 
one  god.    The  true  worship  of  tr^  one  love"! 
shrine  prevents  all  other  worship.    The  Ttcor^U 
of  his  money  had  been  his  deity.    There,  in 
his  solitude  at  Hadley,  he  had  sat  and  coante^i 
them  as  they  grew,  mortgages  and  bond 4,  fieeii 
and  scrip,  shares  in  this  and  shares  in  that, 
thousands  in  these  funds  and  tens  of  thou».n/li 
in  those.    To  the  last,  he  had  gone  on  b^ijrlng 
and  selling,  bujring  in  the  cheip  market  zrA 
selling  in  the  dear;  and  everything  had  go«ne 
well  with  him. 

Everything  had  gone  well  with  him !  S'l^.h 
was  the  City  report  of  old  Mr.  Bertfam.  kxz 
let  the  reader  say  how  much,  or  rather  tj'^'v 
little,  had  gone  well.  Faustus-like,  he  had  vArl 
himself  to  a  golden  Mephistopheies,  ar,d  hii 
Margaret  had  turned  to  stone  within  his  err/'yTt/.^* 
How  many  of  us  make  Faust's  bar^n :  7  r>^ 
bodily  attendance  of  the  devil  may  be  K}t;.>^  ; 
but  in  the  spirit  he  is  always  with  uf .  A-v:  -'/«^ 
rarely  have  ive  the  power  to  breaV  1';a  *jr.:r^ 
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The  London  merchant  had  so  sold  himsel£  He 
had  given  himself  body  and  soul  to  a  devil.  The 
devil  had  promised  him  wealth,  and  had  kept 
his  ivord.  And  now  the  end  had  come,  though 
the  day  of  his  happiness  had  not  yet  arrived. 

But  the  end  had  not  come.  All  this  was  but 
the  beginning.  If  we  may  believe  that  a  future 
life  is  to  be  fitted  to  the  desires  and  appetites 
as  they  are  engendered  here,  what  shall  we 
think  of  tlie  future  of  a  man  whose  desire  has 
been  simply  for  riches,  whose  appetite  has  been 
for  heaps  of  money  ?  How  miserably  is  such  a 
poor  wretch  cheated !  How  he  gropes  about, 
making  his  bargain  with  blind  eyes;  thinking 
that  he  sees  beyond  bis  neighbours!  Who  is 
so  green,  so  soft,  so  foolishly  the  victim  of  the 
sorriest  sharper  as  this  man?  Weigh  out  all 
his  past,  and  what  has  it  been?  Weigh  out  his 
future — if  you  can — and  think  what  it  must  be. 
Poor,  dull  Faustus!  What!  thou  hast  lost 
everything  among  the  thimble-riggers?  Poor, 
dull,  stupid  wretch ! 

Mr.  Bertram  had  not  been  a  good  man,  nor 
had  he  been  a  wise  man.  But  be  bad  been 
highly  respectable,  and  his  memory  is  em- 
balmed in  tons  of  marble  and  heaps  of  monu- 
mental urns.  Epitaphs,  believed  to  be  true, 
testify  to  his  worth ;  and  deeds,  which  are 
sometimes  as  false  as  epitaphs,  do  the  same. 
He  is  a  man  of  whom  the  world  has  agreed  lo 
say  good  things ;  to  whom  fame,  that  rich  City 
fame,  which  speaks  with  a  cornet-a-piston  made 
of  gold,  instead  of  a  brazen  trumpet,  has  been 
very  kind, — But,  nevertheless,  he  was  not  a 
good  man.    As  tegaTds  too,  is.  -flvVi  «ni^  vwsMio 
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for  us  to  declare  what  was  his  will,  and  that 
shall  be  done  in  the  next  chapter. 

It  was  settled  that  he  should  be  buried  on 
the  sixth  day  after  his  death,  and  that  his  will 
should  be  read  after  his  funeral  George  had 
now  to  manage  everything,  and  to  decide  who 
should  be  summoned  to  the  reading.  There 
were  two  whom  he  felt  bound  to  call  thither, 
though  to  them  the  reading  he  knew  would  be 
a  bitter  grief.  There  was,  in  the  first  place,  his 
father,  Sir  Lionel,  whose  calls  for  money  had 
not  of  late  decreased  in  urgency.  It  would  be 
seemly  that  he  should  come ;  but  the  opening 
of  the  will  would  not  be  a  pleasant  hour  for 
him.  Then  there  would  be  Sir  Henry.  He 
also  was,  of  course,  summoned,  painful  as  it 
was  to  his  wife  to  have  to  leave  the  house  at 
such  a  time.  Nor,  indeed,  did  he  wait  to  be 
invited ;  for  he  had  written  to  say  that  he  should 
be  there  before  he  received  George  Bertram's 
note.  Mr.  Fritchett  also  was  sent  for,  and  the 
old  man's  attorney. 

And  then,  when  these  arrangements  had  been 
made,  the  thoughts  of  the  living  reverted  from 
the  dead  to  themselves.  How  should  those 
three  persons  who  now  occupied  that  house  so 
lovingly  provide  for  themselves?  and  where 
should  they  fix  their  residence?  George's 
brotherly  love  for  his  cousin  was  very  well  in 
theory:  it  was  well  to  say  that  the  past  had 
been  forgotten ;  but  there  are  things  for  which 
no  memory  can  lose  its  hold.  He  and  Caroline 
had  loved  each  other  with  other  love  than  that 
of  a  brother  and  a  sister ;  and  each  knew  that 
they  two  might  not  dwell  under  the  same  roof. 
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It  was  necessary  to  talk  over  these  matters,  and 
in  doing  so  it  was  very  hard  not  to  touch  (Hi 
forbidden  subjects. 

Caroline  had  made  up  her  mind  to  live  again 
with  her  aunt — had  made  up  her  mind  to  do 
so,  providing  that  her  husband's  power  was  not 
sufficient  to  prevent  it.  Miss  Bakerwould  often 
tell  her  that  the  law  would  compel  her  to  re- 
turn to  her  lord ;  that  she  would  be  forced  to 
be  again  the  mistress  of  the  house  in  Eaton 
Sriuare,  and  again  live  as  the  prosperous  wife 
of  the  prosperous  politician.  To  this  Caroline 
had  answered  but  little;  but  that  httle  had 
been  in  a  manner  that  had  thoroughly  fright- 
ened Miss  Baker.  Nothing,  Lady  Harcouit 
had  said,  nothing  should  induce  her  to  do  so, 

"  But  if  you  cannot  help  yourself,  Caroline?" 

"I  will  help  myself.     I  will  find  a  way  to 

prevent,  at  any  rate,  that^ "     So  much  she 

had  said,  but  nothing  further  :  and  so  much 
Miss  Baker  had  repeated  to  George  Bertram, 
fearing  the  worst. 

It  was  not  till  the  day  before  the  funeral  that 
Caroline  spoke  to  her  cousin  on  the  subject. 

"  George,"  she  said  to  him,  "shall  we  be  able 
to  live  here  ? — to  keep  on  this  house  ?  " 

"You  and  Miss  Baker,  you  mean?" 

"  Yes ;  aunt  and  I,  We  should  be  as  quiet 
liere  as  anywhere,— and  I  am  used  to  these 
people  now." 

"It  must  depend  on  the  will.  The  house 
was  his  own  property :  but,  doubtless.  Miss 
Baker  could  rent  it." 

"  We  should  have  raoiiey  enough  for  that,  I 
suppose." 
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**  I  should  hope  so.  But  we  none  of  us  know 
anything  yet.  All  your  own  money — the  in- 
come, at  least,  coming  from  it — is  in  Sir  Henry's 
hands." 

"  I  will  never  condescend  to  ask  for  that," 
she  said.  And  then  there  was  a  pause  in  their 
conversation. 

"  George,"  she  continued,  after  a  minute  or 
two,  "  you  will  not  let  me  fall  into  his  hands  ?  " 

He  could  not  help  rememberiag  that  his  own 
mad  anger  had  already  thrown  her  into  the 
hands  which  she  now  dreaded  so  terribly.  Oh, 
if  those  two  last  years  might  but  pass  away  as 
a  dream,  and  leave  him  free  to  clasp  her  to  his 
bosom  as  his  own !  But  the  errors  of  past  years 
will  not  turn  themselves  to  dreams.  There  is 
no  more  solid  stuff  in  this  material  world  than 
they  are.  They  never  melt  away,  or  vanish 
into  thin  air. 

"  Not  if  it  can  be  avoided,"  he  replied. 

"  Ah !  but  it  can  be  avoided ;  can  it  not  ? 
Say  that  you  know  it  can.  Do  not  make  me 
despair.  It  cannot  be  that  he  has  a  right  to 
imprison  me." 

"  I  hardly  know  what  he  has  a  right  to  do. 
But  he  is  a  stern  man^  and  will  not  easily  be  set 
aside." 

"  But  you  will  not  desert  me  ?  " 

"  No ;  I  will  not  desert  you.    But ■" 

'   *' But  what?" 

**  For  your  sake,  Caroline,  we  must  regard 
what  people  will  say.  Our  names  have  been 
mixed  together ;  but  not  as  cousins." 

"  I  know,  I  know.  But,  George,  you  do  not 
suppose  I  intended  you  should  live  here?    I 
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was  not  thinking  of  that.  I  know  that  that  may 
not  be." 

"  For  myself,  I  shall  keep  my  chambers  in 
London.  I  shall  just  be  able  to  starve  on  theie ; 
and  (hen  I  shall  make  one  more  attempt  at  the 
bar," 

"And  I  know  you  will  succeed.  Vou  are 
made  for  success  at  last ;  I  have  always  felt  that." 

"A  man  must  live  somehow.  He  must  have 
some  pursuh;  and  that  is  more  within  my 
reach  than  any  other  :  olhera-ise  1  am  not  very 
anxious  for  success.  What  is  the  use  of  it  all  ? 
Of  what  use  will  it  be  to  me  now?  " 

"Oh,  George!" 

"  Well,  is  it  not  true  ?  " 

"  Do  not  tell  me  that  I  have  made  shipwreck 
of  all  your  fortune  ! " 

"  No ;  I  do  not  say  that  you  have  done  it. 
It  was  I  that  drove  the  bark  upon  the  rocks  ;  I 
myself.  But  the  timbers  on  that  account  are 
not  the  less  shattered." 

"  You  should  strive  to  throw  off  that  feeling. 
You  have  so  much  before  you  in  the  world." 

"  I  have  striven,  I  have  thought  that  I  could 
love  other  women.  I  have  told  others  that  I 
did  love  them ;  but  my  words  were  false,  and 
they  and  I  knew  that  they  were  false.  I  have 
endeavoured  to  think  of  other  things— of  money, 
ambition,  politics ;  but  I  can  care  for  none  of 
them.  If  ever  a  man  cut  his  own  throat,  I 
have  done  so." 

She  could  not  answer  him  at  once,  because 
she  was  now  sobbing,  and  the  tears  were 
•^anjing  from  her  eyes.     "  And  what  have  I 

*"■"  she  said  at  last.    *'K^om^'»^' 


Mr.  Bertram's  Death     791 

is  shattered,  what  must  mine  be?  I  sometimes 
think  that  I  cannot  live  and  bear  it  With 
him/'  she  added,  after  another  pause,  '^  I  will 
not  live  and  bear  it.  If  it  comes  to  that,  I  will 
die,  George;"  and  rising  from  her  chair,  she 
walked  across  the  room,  and  took  him  sharply 
by  the  arm.  "George,"  she  said,  "you  will 
protect  me  from  that ;  I  say  that  you  will  save 
me  from  that" 

"  Protect  you  1 "  said  he,  repeating  her  words, 
and  hardly  daring  to  look  into  her  face.  How 
could  he  protect  her  ?  how  save  her  from  the 
lord  she  had  chosen  for  herself?  It  might  be 
easy  enough  for  him  to  comfort  her  now  with 
promises;  but  he  could  not  find  it  in  his  heart 
to  hold  out  promises  which  he  could  not  fulfil. 
If,  after  the  reading  of  the  will,  Sir  Henry  Har* 
court  should  insist  on  taking  his  wife  back  with 
him,  how  could  he  protect  her — he,  of  all  men 
in  the  world  ? 

"  You  will  not  give  me  up  to  him  ! "  she  said, 
wildly.  "  If  you  do,  my  blood  will  lie  upon 
your  head.  George  I  George !  say  that  you 
will  save  me  from  that  I  To  whom  can  I  look 
now  but  to  you  ?  " 

*'  I  do  not  think  he  will  force  you  away  with 
him." 

"  But  if  he  does  ?  Will  you  stand  by  and  see 
me  so  used  ?  " 

"  Certainly  not ;  but,  Caroline " 

"  Well." 

"  It  will  be  better  that  I  should  not  be  driven 
to  interfere.  The  world  will  forget  that  I  am 
your  cousin,  but  will  remember  that  I  was  once 
to  have  been  your  husband." 
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"  The  world  !  I  am  past  caring  for  the  world. 
It  is  nothing  to  me  now  if  all  London  knows 
how  it  is  with  me.  I  have  loved,  and  thrown 
away  my  love,  and  tied  myself  to  a  brute.  I 
have  loved,  and  do  love ;  but  my  love  can  only 
be  a  sorrow  to  me.  1  do  not  fear  the  world ; 
but  God  and  my  conscience  I  do  fear.  Once, 
for  one  moment,  George,  I  thought  that  I  would 
fear  nothing.  Once,  for  one  moment,  I  was 
still  willing  to  be  yours;  but  I  remembered 
what  you  would  think  of  me  if  I  should  so  fall, 
and  I  repented  my  baseness.  May  God  pre- 
serve me  from  such  sin !  But,  for  the  world — 
why  should  you  or  I  fear  the  world  ?  " 

"It  is  for  you  that  I  fear  it.  It  would 
grieve  me  to  hear  men  speak  lightly  of  your 
name." 

"  Let  them  say  what  they  please ;  the  wretched 
arc  always  trodden  on.  Let  them  say  what 
they  please.  I  deserved  it  all  when  1  stood 
before  the  allar  with  that  man ;  when  I  forbade 
my  feet  to  nm,  or  my  mouth  to  speak,  though 
I  knew  that  I  haled  him,  and  owned  it  to  my 
heart.  What  shall  I  do,  George,  to  rid  me  of 
that  sin?" 

She  had  risen  and  taken  hold  of  his  arm  when 
first  she  asked  him  to  protect  her,  and  she  was 
still  standing  beside  the  chair  on  which  he  sat. 
He  now  rose  also,  and  said  a  few  gentle  words, 
such  as  he  thought  might  soothe  her. 

"Yes,"  she  continued,  as  though  she  did  not 

heed   him,  "  I   said    to  myself   almost  twenty 

limes  during  that  last  night  that  I  hated  him  in 

my  very  soul,  that  I  was  bound  in  honour  even 

Bgt  to  Jeave  him — in  honow,  aaA  \n  VPa.Vaiiam3. 
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in  justice.  But  my  pride  forbade  it — my  pride 
and  my  anger  against  you." 

"It  is  useless  to  think  of  it  now,  dear." 

"  Ah,  yes  !  quite  useless.  Would  that  I  had 
done  it  then — then,  at  the  last  moment.  They 
asked  me  whether  I  would  love  that  man.  I 
whispered  inwardly  to  myself  that  I  loathed 
him;  but  my  tongue  said  "Yes,"  out  loud. 
Can  such  a  lie  as  that,  told  in  God's  holy 
temple,  sworn  before  his  own  altar — can  such 
perjury  as  that  ever  be  forgiven  me  ? 

^  But  I  shall  sin  worse  still  if  I  go  back  to 
him,"  she  continued,  after  a  while.  "I  have 
no  right,  George,  to  ask  anything  from  your 
kindness  as  a  cousin ;  but  for  your  love's  sake, 
your  old  love,  which  you  cannot  forget,  I  do 
ask  you  to  save  me  from  this.  But  it  is  this 
rather  that  I  ask,  that  you  will  save  me  from 
the  need  of  saving  myself." 

That  evening  George  sat  up  late  alone,  pre- 
paring for  the  morrow's  work,  and  trying  to 
realize  the  position  in  which  he  found  himseK. 
Mr.  Pritchett,  had  he  been  there,  would  have 
whispered  into  his  ears,  again  and  again«  those 
ominous  and  all-important  words,  "Hdf  a  million 
of  money,  Mr.  George ;  half  a  million  of  money ! " 
And,  indeed,  though  Mr.  Pritchett  was  not  there, 
the  remembrance  of  those  overflowing  coffers  did 
force  themselves  upon  his  mindt  Who  can  say 
that  he,  if  placed  as  Bertram  then  was,  would  not 
think  of  them  ? 

He  did  think  of  them — not  over  deeply,  nor 
with  much  sadness.  He  knew  that  they  were 
not  to  be  his ;  neither  the  whole  of  them,  nor 
any  pj^rt  of  them.    So  much  his  uncle  had  told 
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him  with  sufficient  plainness.  He  knew  also 
that  they  might  all  have  been  his :  and  then  he 
thought  of  that  interview  in  which  Mr,  Bertram 
had  endeavoured  to  heg  from  him  a  promise  to  do 
that  for  which  his  o^vn  heart  so  strongly  yearned. 
Yes;  he  might  have  had  the  bride,  and  the 
money  too.  He  might  have  been  sitting  at 
thai  moment  with  the  wife  of  his  bosom,  laying 
out  in  gorgeous  plans  the  splendour  of  their 
future  life.  It  would  be  vain  to  say  that  tfaeie 
was  no  disappointment  at  his  heart- 
But  yet  there  was  within  his  breast  a  feeling 
of  gratified  independence  which  sufficed  to  sup- 
port him.  At  least  he  might  boast  that  he  had 
not  sold  himself;  not  aloud,  but  with  that  in- 
ward boasting  which  is  so  common  with  most 
of  us.  There  was  a  spirit  within  him  endowed 
with  a  greater  wealth  than  any  which  Mr. 
Pritchett  might  be  able  to  enumerate ;  and  an 
inward  love,  the  loss  of  which  could  hardly  have 
been  atoned  for  even  by  the  possession  of  her 
whom  he  had  lost.  Nor  was  this  the  passion 
which  men  call  self-love.  It  was  rather  a  vigo- 
rous knowledge  of  his  own  worth  as  a  man ;  a 
strong  will,  which  taught  him  that  no  price  was 
sufficient  to  buy  his  assent  that  black  should  be 
reckoned  white,  or  white  be  reckoned  black. 

His  uncle,  he  knew,  had  misunderstood  him. 
In  rejecting  the  old  man's  offers,  he  had  ex- 
pressed his  contempt  for  riches — for  riches, 
that  is,  as  any  counterbalance  to  independence. 
Mr.  Bertram  had  taken  what  he  said  for  more 
than  it  was  worth ;  and  had  supposed  that  his 
nephew,  afflicted  with  some  singular  lunacy, 
disliked  money  for  its  owu  sa^.    George  had 
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never  cared  to  disabuse  his  uncle's  mind  Let 
him  act  as  he  will,  he  had  said  to  himself,  it  is 
not  for  me  to  dictate  to  him,  either  on  the  one 
side  or  the  other.  And  so  the  error  had  gone 
on. 

To-morrow  morning  the  will  would  be  read, 
and  George  would  have  to  listen  to  the  reading 
of  it.  He  knew  well  enough  that  the  world 
looked  on  him  as  his  uncle's  probable  heir,  and 
that  he  should  have  to  bear  Mr.  Pritchett's 
hardly  expressed  pity,  Sir  Henry's  malignant 
pleasure,  and  Sir  Lionel's  loud  disgust.  All 
this  was  nearly  as  bad  to  him  as  the  remem-^ 
brance  of  what  he  had  lost;  but  by  degrees  he 
screwed  his  courage  up  to  the  necessary  point 
of  endurance. 

"What  is  Pritchett  to  me,  with  his  kind,  but 
burdensome  solicitude?  what  Sir  Henry's  mad 
anger  ?  How  can  they  affect  my  soul  ?  or  what 
even  is  my  father? .  Let  him  rave.  I  care  not 
to  have  compassion  on  myself;  why  should  his 
grief  assail  me — grief  which  is  so  vile,  so  base, 
so  unworthy  of  compassion  ?  "  . 

And  thus  schooling  himself  for  the  morrow, 
he  betook  himself  to  bed.^ 


CHAPTER  XLV 

THE  WILL 


Th£  only  attendants  at  old  Mr.  Bertram's  funeral 
were  hb  nephew,  Mr.  Pritchett,  and  the  Hadley 
doctor,  Th«  other  gentlemen  were  to  be  present 
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only  at  the  raore  interesting  ceremony  of  reading 
the  wilL  Sir  Lionel  had  written  to  say  that  he 
was  rather  unwell ;  that  he  certainly  would  come 
up  from  Littlebath  so  as  to  be  present  at  the  latter 
performance  ;  but  that  the  very  precarious  state 
of  his  health,  and  the  very  inconvenient  hours 
of  the  trains,  unhappily  prevented  him  from 
paying  the  other  last  sad  duty  to  his  brother's 
remains.  Sir  Henry  Harcourt  had  plainly  de- 
manded at  what  hour  the  will  would  be  read ; 
and  Mr.  Stickatit,  junior — Mr,  George  Stickatit 
— of  the  firm  of  Dry  and  Stickatit,  had  promised 
to  be  at  Hadley  punctually  at  two  p.m.  And 
he  kept  his  word. 

Mr.  Pritchett  came  down  by  an  early  train, 
and,  as  was  lit  on  such  an  occasion,  was  more 
melancholy  than  usual.  He  was  very  melan- 
choly and  very  sad,  for  he  felt  that  that  half- 
million  of  money  was  in  a  great  jeopardy ;  and, 
perhaps,  even  the  death  of  his  old  friend  of 
forty  years'  standing  may  have  had  some  effect 
on  him.  It  was  a  mingled  feeling  that  pervaded 
him.  "  Oh,  Mr.  George  1 "  he  said,  just  before 
they  went  to  the  churchyard,  "  we  are  grass  of 
the  field,  just  grass  of  the  field ;  here  to-day,  and 
gone  to-morrow;  flourishing  in  the  morning, 
and  cast  into  the  oven  before  night !  It  be- 
hoves such  frail,  impotent  creatures  to  look 
close  after  their  interests — half  a  million  of 
money !  I'm  afraid  you  didn't  think  enough 
about  it,  Mr.  George." 

And  then  the  Hadley  bells  were  rung  again  ; 
but  they  were  not  rung  loudly.  It  seemed  to 
Bertram  that  no  one  noticed  that  anything  more 
than  usually  sad  was  going  on.   Uc  tuwld.  hardly 
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realise  it  to  himself  that  he  was  going  to  put 
under  the  ground  almost  his  nearest  relative. 
The  bells  rang  out  a  dirge,  but  they  did  it 
hardly  above  their  breath.  There  were  but 
three  boys  gathered  at  the  little  gate  before  the 
door  to  see  the  body  of  the  rich  man  carried  to 
his  last  home.  George  stood  with  his  back  to 
the  empty  dining-room  fireplace:  on  one  side 
stood  Mr.  Pritchett,  and  on  the  other  the  Bamet 
doctor.  Very  few  words  passed  between  them, 
but  they  were  not  in  their  nature  peculiarly 
lugubrious.  And  then  there  was  a  scuffling 
heard  on  the  stairs — a  subdued  decent  under- 
taker's scuffling — as  some  hour  or  two  before 
had  been  heard  the  muffled  click  of  a  hammer. 
Feet  scuffled  down  the  stairs,  outside  the  dining- 
room  door,  and  along  the  passage.  And  then 
the  door  was  opened,  and  in  low,  decent  under- 
taker's voice,  red-nosed,  sombre,  well-fed  Mn 
Mortmain  told  them  that  they  were  ready. 

"  These  are  yours,  sir,"  and  he  handed  a  pair 
of  black  gloves  to  George.  "And  these  are 
yours,  sir,"  and  he  gave  another  pair  to  the 
doctor.  But  the  doctor  held  them  instead  of 
putting  them  on ;  otherwise  Mr.  Mortmain 
could  not  be  expected  to  change  them  after 
the  ceremony  for  a  pair  of  lighter  colour.  They 
understood  each  other;  and  what  could  a 
country  doctor  do  with  twenty  or  thirty  pairs 
of  black  gloves  a  year?  "And  these  yours, 
Mr.  Pritchett" 

"  Oh,  Mr.  George ! ''  sighed  Pritchett.  "  To 
think  it  should  come  to  this  I  But  he  was  a 
good  gentleman ;  and  very  successful— very  suc- 

rACsfiil-'* 
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There  weie  not  len  people  in  the  church  or 
in  the  churchyard  during  the  whole  time  of  the 
funeral.  To  think  that  a  man  with  half  a  million 
of  money  could  die  and  be  got  rid  of  with  so 
Uttle  parade  I  What  money  could  do — in  a 
moderate  way — was  done.  The  coffin  was  as 
heavy  as  lead  could  make  it  The  cloth  of  the 
best.  Tlie  plate  upon  it  was  of  silver,  or  looked 
like  it  There  was  no  room  for  an  equipage  of 
hearses  and  black  coaches,  the  house  was  so 
unfortunately  near  to  the  churchyard.  It  was 
all  done  in  a  decent,  sombre,  useful,  money- 
making  way,  as  beseemed  the  remains  of  such 
a  man. 

But  it  was  on  'Change  that  he  was  truly 
buried ;  in  Capel  Court  that  his  funeral  sermon 
was  duly  preached.  These  were  the  souls  that 
knew  liim,  the  ears  to  whicii  his  name  loomed 
lai^e.  He  had  been  true  and  honest  in  all  his 
dealings — there,  at  least.  He  had  hurt  nobodjr 
byword  or  deed — excepting  in  the  way  of  trade. 
And  had  kept  his  hands  from  picking  and  steal- 
ing— from  all  picking,  that  is,  not  warranted  by 
City  usage,  and  irom  all  stealing  that  the  law 
regards  as  such.  Therefore,  there,  on  'Change, 
they  preached  his  funeral  sermon  loudly,  and 
buried  him  with  all  due  honours. 

Two  had  been  named  for  the  reading  of  the 
will,  seeing  that  a  train  arrived  at  1.45  P'M- 
And,  therefore,  when  the  ceremony  was  over, 
George  and  Mr,  Pritchett  had  to  sit  together  in 
the  dining-room  till  that  time  arrived.  The 
doctor,  who  did  not  expect  much  from  the  will, 
had  gone  away,  perhaps  to  prepare  other  friends 
for  similar  occupation.    IX  "Nas  a.  tedious  hour 
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that  they  so  passed,  certainly ;  but  at  last  it  did 
make  itself  away.  Lunch  was  brought  in ;  and 
the  sherry,  which  had  been  handed  round  with 
biscuits  before  the  funeral,  was  again  put  on  the 
table.  Mr.  Pritchett  liked  a  glass  of  sheiry, 
though  it  never  seemed  to  have  other  effect  on 
him  than  to  make  his  sadness  of  a  deeper  dye. 
But  at  last,  between  this  occupation  and  the 
muttering  of  a  few  scraps  of  a  somewhat  worldly 
morality,  the  hour  did  wear  itself  away,  and  the 
hand  of  the  old  clock  pointed  to  two. 

The  three  gentlemen  had  come  down  by  the 
same  train,  and  arrived  in  a  fly  together.  Mr. 
George  Stickatit,  junior,  paid  for  the  accommo- 
dation ;  which  was  no  more  than  right,  for  he 
could  put  it  in  the  bill,  and  Sir  Lionel  could 
not.  The  mind  of  Sir  Henry  was  too  much 
intent  on  other  things  to  enable  him  to  think 
about  the  fly. 

**  WeU,  George,"  said  Sir  Lionel ;  "  so  it's  all 
over  at  last  My  poor  brother  I  I  wish  I  could 
have  been  with  you  at  the  funeral;  but  it  was 
impossible.  The  ladies  are  not  here?" — This 
he  added  in  a  whisper.  He  could  not  well  talk 
about  Lady  Harcourt,  and  he  was  not  at  the 
present  moment  anxious  to  see  Miss  Baker. 

"They  are  not  here  to-day,"  said  George,  as 
he  pressed  his  father's  hand.  He  did  not  think 
it  necessary  to  explain,  that  they  were  staying  at 
good  old  Mrs.  Jones's,  on  the  other  side  of  the 
Green. 

i  "  I  should  have  been  down  for  the  funeral," 
said  Mr.  Stickatit;  "but  I  have  been  kept 
going  about  the  property,  ever  since  the  death, 
up  -to  this  moment,  I  may  say.    There's  the 
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document,  gentlemen."  And  the  will  was  laid 
on  the  table.  "  The  personalty  will  be  sworn 
under  five.  The  real  wilt  be  about  two  more. 
Well,  Pritchett,  and  how  are  you  this  morningp" 

Sir  Henry  said  but  little  to  anybody.  Ber- 
tram put  out  his  hand  to  him  as  he  entered, 
and  he  just  took  it,  muttering  something  ;  and 
then,  having  done  so,  he  sat  himself  down  at 
the  table.  His  face  was  not  pleasant  to  be 
seen;  his  manner  was  ungracious,  nay,  more 
than  that,  un courteous— almost  brutal ;  and  it 
seemed  as  though  he  were  prepared  to  de- 
clare himself  the  enemy  of  alt  who  were  there 
assembled.  To  Sir  Lionel  he  was  known,  and 
it  may  be  presumed  that  some  words  had  passed 
between  them  in  the  fly ;  but  there  in  the  room 
he  said  no  word  to  any  one,  but  sat  leaning 
back  in  an  arm-chair,  with  his  hands  in  his 
pockets,  scowhng  at  the  table  before  him, 

"  A  beautiful  day,  is  it  not,  Mr.  Pritchett  ?  " 
said  Sir  Lionel,  essaying  to  make  things  pleasant, 
after  his  fashion. 

"A  beautiful  day — outwardly,  Sir  Lionel," 
sighed  Mr.  Pritchett.  "  But  the  occasion  is 
not  comfortable.  We  must  all  die,  though ;  all 
of  us,  Mr.  George." 

"  But  we  shall  not  all  of  us  leave  such  a  will 
as  that  behind  us,"  said  Mr.  Stickatit.  "  Come, 
gentlemen,  are  we  ready  ?    Shall  we  sit  down  ?  " 

George  got  a  chair  for  bis  father,  and  put  it 
down  opposite  to  that  of  Sir  Henry's.  Mr. 
Pritchett  humbly  kept  himself  in  one  corner. 
The  lawyer  took  the  head  of  the  table,  and 
broke  open  the  envelope  which  contained  the 
'  will  with  a  degree  Qf  guato  NjhkU  showed  thaj 


The  Will  80 1 

the  occupation  was  not  disagreeable  to  him. 
"  Mr.  Bertram,"  said  he,  "  will  you  not  take  a 
chair?" 

"Thank  you,  no;  Fll  stand  here,  if  you 
please,"  said  George.  And  so  he  kept  his 
position  with  his  back  to  the  empty  fireplace. 

All  of  them,  then,  were  somewhat  afraid  of 
having  their  disappointment  read  in  their  faces, 
and  commented  upon  by  the  others.  They 
were  all  of  them  schooling  themselves  to  bear 
with  an  appearance  of  indifference  the  tidings 
which  they  dreaded  to  hear.  All  of  them,  that 
is,  except  the  attorney.  He  hoped  nothing, 
and  feared  nothing. 

Mr,  Pritchett  nearly  closed  his  eyes,  and 
almost  opened  his  mouth,  and  sat  with  his 
hands  resting  on  his  stomach  before  him,  as 
though  he  were  much  too  humble  to  have  any 
hopes  of  his  own. 

Sir  Lionel  was  all  smiles.  What  did  he  care  ? 
Not  he.  If  that  boy  of  his  should  get  anything, 
he,  as  an  affectionate  father,  would,  of  course, 
be  glad.  If  not,  why  then  his  dear  boy  could 
do  without  it  That  was  the  intended  inter- 
pretation of  his  look.  And  judging  of  it  alto- 
gether, he  did  not  do  it  badly;  only  he  deceived 
nobody.  On  such  occasions,  one's  face,  which 
is  made  up  for  deceit,  never  does  deceive  any 
one.  But,  in  truth.  Sir  Lionel  still  entertained 
a  higher  hope  than  any  other  of  the  listeners 
there.  He  did  not  certainly  expect  a  legacy 
himself,  but  he  did  think  that  George  might 
still  be  the  heir.  As  Sir  Henry  was  not  to  be, 
whose  name  was  so  likely?  And,  then,  if  his 
son,  his  dear  son  George,  sho''^'^  ^"^  ^ord  of  two^ 
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nay,  say  only  one,  of  those  many  hundred 
thousand  pounds,  wlial  might  not  a.  loud  father 
expect  P 

Sir  Henry  was  all  frowos;  and  yet  he  was 
not  quite  hopeless.  The  granddaugliter,  the 
only  lineal  descendant  of  the  dead  man,  was 
still  his  wife.  Anything  left  to  her  must  in 
some  sort  be  left  to  him,  let  it  be  lied  up  with 
ever  so  much  care.  It  might  still  be  probable 
that  she  might  be  named  the  heiress— perhaps 
the  sole  heiress.  It  might  still  be  probable 
that  the  old  roan  had  made  no  new  will  since 
Caroline  had  left  his  home  in  Eaton  Square. 
At  any  rate,  there  would  still  be  a  ground,  on 
wliich  to  fight,  within  his  reach,  if  Lady  Har- 
court  should  be  in  any  way  enriched  under  the 
wilL  And  if  so,  no  tenderness  on  his  part 
should  hinder  him  from  fighting  out  that  fight 
as  long  as  he  had  an  inch  on  which  to  stand. 

Bertram  neither  hoped  anything,  nor  feared 
anything,  except  this — -that  they  would  look  at 
him  as  a  disappointed  man.  He  knew  that  he 
was  to  have  nothing;  and  although,  now  that 
the  moment  had  come,  he  felt  that  wealth  might 
possibly  have  elated  him,  stllJ  the  absence  of  it 
did  not  make  him  in  any  degree  unhappy.  But 
it  did  make  him  uncomfortable  to  think  that 
he  should  be  commiserated  by  Mr.  Pritchett, 
sneered  at  by  Harcourt,  and  taunted  by  his 
father. 

"  Well,  gentlemen,  are  we  ready  ?  "  said  Mr. 
Slickatit  again.  They  were  all  ready,  and  so 
Mr.  Stickatit  began. 

I  will  not  give  an  acute  critic  any  opportunity 
jiigg  me  that  Jhg  ^ifti  m  ^^wAsd.  by 
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was  all  illegal.  I  have  not  by  me  the  ipsissima 
verba ;  nor  can  I  get  them  now,  as  I  am  very 
far  from  Doctors*  Commons.  So  I  will  give  no 
verbal  details  at  all. 

The  will,  moreover,  was  very  long — no  less 
than  fifteen  folios.  And  that  amount,  though 
it  might  not  be  amiss  in  a  three-volume  edition, 
would  be  inconvenient  when  the  book  comes  to 
be  published  for  eighteen-pence.  But  the  gist 
of  the  will  was  as  follows. 

It  was  dated  in  the  October  last  gone  by,  at 
the  time  when  George  was  about  to  start  for 
Egypt,  and  when  Lady  Harcourt  had  already 
left  her  husband.  It  stated  that  he,  George 
Bertram  senior,  of  Hadley,  being  in  full  use  of 
all  his  mental  faculties,  made  this  as  his  last 
will  and  testament  And  then  he  willed  and 
devised — 

Firstly,  that  George  Stickatit,  junior,  of  the 
firm  of  Day  and  Stickatit,  and  George  Bertram, 
junior,  his  nephew,  should  be  his  executors ;  and 
that  a  thousand  pounds  each  should  be  given 
to  them,  provided  they  were  pleased  to  act  in 
that  capacity. 

When  Sir  Lionel  heard  that  George  was  named 
as  one  of  the  executors,  he  looked  up  at  his  son 
triumphantly;  but  when  the  thousand  pounds 
were  named,  his  face  became  rather  long,  and 
less  pleasant  than  usual.  A  man  feels  no  need 
to  leave  a  thousand  pounds  to  an  executor  if 
he  means  to  give  him  the  bulk  of  his  fortune. 

Secondly,  he  left  three  hundred  pounds  a  year 
for  life  to  his  dear,  old,  trusty  servant,  Samuel 
Pritchett.  Mr.  Pritchett  put  his  handkerchief 
up  to  his  face,  and  sobbed  audvblY*    BwA.  Va 
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would  sooner  have  liad  two  ox  three  thousand 
pounds;  for  he  also  had  an  ambition  to  ieave 
money  behind  him. 

Thirdly,  he  bequeathed  five  hundred  pounds 
a  year  for  life  to  Mary  Baiter,  late  of  Ltttlebath, 
and  now  of  Hadley  j  and  the  use  of  the  house  at 
Hadley  if  she  chose  to  occupy  it.  Otherwise,  the 
house  was  to  be  sold,  and  the  proceeds  were  to 
go  to  his  estate. 

Sir  Lionel,  when  he  heard  this,  made  a  short 
calculation  in  his  mind  whether  it  would  now  be 
worth  his  while  to  marry  Miss  Baker;  and  he 
decided  that  it  would  not  be  worth  his  while. 

Fourthly,  he  gave  to  his  executors  above- 
named  a  sum  of  four  thousand  pounds,  to  be 
invested  by  them  in  the  Three  per  Cent,  Consols, 
for  the  sole  use  and  benefit  of  his  granddaughter, 
Caroline  Harcourt.  And  the  will  went  on  to  say, 
that  he  did  this,  although  he  was  aware  that 
sufficient  provision  had  already  been  made  for 
his  granddaughter,  because,  he  feared  that  un- 
toward events  might  make  it  expedient  that  she 
should  have  some  income  exclusively  her  own. 

Sir  Henry,  when  this  paragraph  was  read — 
this  paragraph  from  which  his  own  name  was 
carefully  excluded — ^dashed  his  fist  down  upon 
the  table,  so  that  the  ink  leaped  up  out  of  (he 
inkstand  that  stood  before  the  lawyer,  and  fell 
in  sundry  blots  upon  the  document.  But  no 
one  said  anything.  There  was  blotting-paper 
at  hand,  and  Mr.  Stickatit  soon  proceeded. 

In  its  fifth  proviso,  the  old  man  mentioned  his 
nephew  George.  "  I  wish  it  to  be  understood," 
he  said,  "  that  I  love  my  nephew,  George  Ber- 
U^m^nd  appreciate  hla  honom,  \ioa^^^ft^^ 
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truth."  Sir  Lionel  once  more  took  heart  of  grace, 
and  thought  that  it  might  still  be  all  right.  And 
George  himself  felt  pleased ;  more  pleased  than 
he  had  thought  it  possible  that  he  should  have 
been  at  the  reading  of  that  will.  "  But,"  con- 
tinued the  will,  **I  am  not  minded,  as  he  is 
himself  aware,  to  put  my  money  into  his  hands 
for  his  own  purposes."  It  then  went  on  to  say, 
that  a  further  sum  of  four  thousand  pounds  was 
given  to  him  as  a  token  of  affection. 

Sir  Lionel  drew  a  long  breath.  Afler  all,  five 
thousand  pounds  was  the  whole  sum  total  that 
was  rescued  out  of  the  fire.  What  was  five 
thousand  pounds  ?  How  much  could  he  expect 
to  gee  from  such  a  sum  as  that  ?  Perhaps,  after 
all,  he  had  better  take  Miss  Baker.  But  then 
her  pittance  was  only  for  her  life.  How  he  did 
hate  his  departed  brother  at  that  moment ! 

Poor  Pritchett  wheezed  and  sighed  again. 
"  Ah ! "  said  he  to  himself.  '*  Half  a  million  of 
money  gone ;  clean  gone !  But  he  never  would 
take  my  advice ! " 

But  George  felt  now  that  he  did  not  care  who 
looked  at  him,  who  commiserated  him.  The  will 
was  all  right  He  did  not  at  that  moment  wish 
it  to  be  other  than  that  the  old  man  had  made  it. 
After  all  their  quarrels,  all  their  hot  words  and 
perverse  thoughts  towards  each  other,  it  was 
clear  to  him  now  that  his  uncle  had,  at  any  rate, 
appreciated  him.  He  could  hear  the  remainder 
of  it  quite  unmoved. 

There  were  some  other  legacies  to  various 
people  in  the  City,  none  of  them  being  con- 
siderable in  amount.  Five  hundred  pounds  to 
one,  one  thousand  pounds  to  another^  ^Ct^ 


I 


806  The  Bertrams 

pounds  to  a  third,  and  so  on.     And  then  < 
the  body  of  the  wilt — the  very  will  indeed. 

And  so  Mr.  George  Bertram  willed,  that  after 
the  payment  of  all  his  just  debts,  and  of  the 
legacies  above  recapitulated,  his  whole  property 
should  be  given  to  his  executors,  and  by  them 
expended  in  building  and  endowing  a  college 
and  almshouse,  to  be  called  "The  Bertram 
College,"  for  the  education  of  the  children  of 
London  fishmongers,  and  for  the  maintenance 
of  the  widows  of  such  fishmongers  as  had  died 
in  want.  Now  Mr.  Bertram  had  been  a  member 
of  the  Honourable  Company  of  Fishmongers. 

And  that  was  the  end  of  the  will.  And  Mr, 
Stickatit,  having  completed  the  reading,  folded 
it  up,  and  put  it  back  into  the  envelope.  Sir 
Henry,  the  moment  the  reading  was  over,  again 
dashed  his  fist  upon  the  table.  "  As  heir-at-law," 
said  he,  "  I  shall  oppose  that  document." 

"  I  think  you'll  find  it  all  correct,"  said  Mr. 
Stickatit,  with  a  little  smile. 

"And  I  think  otherwise,  sir,"  said  the  late 
solicitor-general,  in  a  voice  that  made  them  all 
start.  "  Very  much  otherwise.  That  document 
is  not  worth  the  paper  on  which  it  is  ivritten. 
And  now,  I  warn  you  two,  who  have  been  named 
as  executors,  that  such  is  the  fact." 

Sir  Lionel  began  to  consider  whether  it  would 
be  better  for  him  that  the  will  should  be  a  will, 
or  should  not  be  a  will.  Till  he  had  done  so, 
he  could  not  determine  with  which  party  he 
would  side.  If  that  were  no  will,  there  might 
be  a  previous  one ;  and  if  so,  Bertram  might, 
according  to  that,  be  the  heir.  "It  is  a  very 
■lar  document,"  sal<i\ic-,  "ncvj  ^\t\s^\axj^_ 
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But  Sir  Henry  wanted  no  allies— wanted  no 
one  in  that  room  to  side  with  him.  Hostility  to 
them  all  was  his  present  desire ;  to  them  and  to 
one  other — ^that  other  one  who  had  brought  upon 
him  all  this  misfortune  j  that  wife  of  his  bosom, 
who  had  betrayed  his  interests  and  shattered  his 
hopes, 

"  I  believe  there  is  nothing  further  to  detain 
us  at  the  present  moment,"  said  Mr.  Stickatit 
"Mr.  Bertram,  perhaps  you  can  allow  me  to 
speak  to  you  somewhere  for  five  minutes  ?  " 

"  I  shall  act,"  said  George. 

"Oh,  of  course.  That's  of  course,"  said 
Stickatit.    "  And  I  also." 

"  Stop  one  moment,  gentlemen,"  shouted  Har- 
court  again.  "  I  hereby  give  you  both  warning 
that  you  have  no  power  to  act." 

*' Perhaps,  sir,"  suggested  Stickatit,  "your 
lawyer  will  take  any  steps  he  may  think  neces- 
sary." 

"  My  lawyer,  sir,  will  do  as  I  bid  him,  and 
will  require  no  suggestion  from  you.  And  now 
I  have  another  matter  to  treat  of.  Mr.  Bertram, 
where  is  Lady  Harcourt  ?  " 

Bertram  did  not  answer  at  once^  but  stood  with 
his  back  still  against  the  chimney-piece,  thinking 
what  answer  he  would  give. 

"Where,  I  say,  is  Lady  Harcourt?  Let  us 
have  no  juggling,  if  you  please.  You  will  find 
that  I  am  in  earnest.** 

"I  am  not  Lady  Harcourt's  keeper,"  said 
George,  in  a  very  low  tone  of  voice. 

"No,  by  G 1    Nor  shall  you  be.    Where 

is  she?  If  you  do  not  answer  my  question,  I 
ghall  have  recourse  to  the  police  at  pnqe  " 
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Sir  Lionel,  meaning  to  make  things  pleasaur, 
now  got  up,  and  went  over  to  his  son.  He  did 
not  know  on  what  footing,  with  reference  to  each 
other,  his  son  and  Lady  Harcourt  now  stood ;  but 
he  did  know  that  they  had  loved  each  other,  and 
been  betrothed  for  years ;  he  did  know,  also,  that 
she  had  left  her  husband,  and  that  that  husband 
and  his  son  had  been  the  closest  friends.  It 
was  a  great  opportunity  for  him  to  make  things 
pleasant.  He  had  not  the  slightest  scruple  as 
10  sacrificing  that  "dear  Carohne"  whom  he 
had  so  loved  as  his  future  daughter-in-law. 

"  George,"  said  he,  "  if  you  know  where  Lady 
Harcourt  is,  it  will  be  better  that  you  should 
tell  Sir  Henry.  No  properly  thinking  man  will 
countenance  a  wife  in  disobeying  her  husband.'' 

"  Father,"  said  George,  "  Lady  Harcourt  is 
not  in  my  custody.  She  is  the  judge  of  her 
own  actions  in  this  matter." 

"  Is  she  ?  "  said  Sir  Henry.  "  She  must  leatn 
to  know  that  she  is  not;  and  that  very  sliortly. 
Do  you  mean  to  tell  me  where  she  is  ? " 

"  I  mean  to  tell  you  nothing  about  her,  Sir 

"  George,  you  are  wrong,"  said  Sir  Lionel. 
"  If  you  know  where  Lady  Harcourt  is,  you  arc 
bound  to  tell  hira.    I  really  think  you  are." 

"  I  am  bound  to  tell  him  nothing,  father ; 
nor  will  I,  I  will  have  no  conversation  wilh 
hira  about  his  wife.  It  is  his  affair  and  hers — 
and  that,  perhaps,  of  a  hundred  other  people ; 
but  it  certainly  is  not  mine.  Nor  will  I  make 
it  so." 

"  Then  you  insist  on  concealing  her  ? "  said 
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"  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  her.  I  do  not 
know  that  she  is  concealed  at  all" 

"  You  know  where  she  is  ?  " 

"I  do.  But,  believing  as  I  do  that  she 
would  rather  not  be  disturbed,  I  shall  not  say 
where  you  would  find  her." 

"  I  think  you  ought,  George." 

"  Father,  you  do  not  understand  this  matter." 

"  You  will  not  escape  in  that  way,  sir.  Here 
you  are  named  as  her  trustee  in  this  will *' 

"  I  am  glad  that  you  acknowledge  the  will, 
at  any  rate,"  said  Mr.  Stickatit. 

"  Who  says  that  I  acknowledge  it  ?  I  acknow- 
ledge nothing  in  the  wilL  But  it  is  clear,  from 
that  document,  that  she  presumes  herself  to  be 
under  his  protection.  It  is  manifest  that  that 
silly  fool  intended  that  she  should  be  so.  Now 
I  am  not  the  man  to  put  up  with  this.  I  ask 
you  once  more,  Mr.  Bertram,  will  you  tell  me 
where  I  shall  find  Lady  Harcourt  ?  " 

•*  No,  I  will  not." 

"  Very  well ;  then  I  shall  know  how  to  act. 
Gentlemen,  good-morning.  Mr.  Stickatit,  I 
caution  you  not  to  dispose,  under  that  will,  of 
anything  of  which  Mr.  Bertram  may  have  died 
possessed."  And  so  saying,  he  took  up  his 
hat,  and  left  the  house. 

And  what  would  he  have  done  had  Bertram 
told  him  that  Lady  Harcourt  was  staying  at 
Mr.  Jones's,  in  the  red-brick  house  on  the  other 
side  of  the  Green?  What  can  any  man  do 
with  a  recusant  wife?  We  have  often  been 
told  that  we  should  build  a  golden  bridge  for  a 
flying  enemy.  And  if  any  one  can  be  regarded 
as  a  man's  enemy,  it  is  a  wife  who  is  not  his  friend. 
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After  a  little  while,  Sir  Lionel  went  away 

'  with  Mr.  Pritchett     Bertram  asked  them  both 

to  stay  for  dinner,  but  the  invitation  was  not 

given  in  a  very  cordial  manner.    At  any  rate, 

it  was  not  accepted. 

"  Good-bye,  then,  George,"  said  Sir  Lionel. 
"  I  suppose  I  shall  see  you  before  I  leave  town. 
I  must  say,  you  have  made  a  bad  affair  of  this 
will." 

"  Good-bye,  Mr,  George ;  good-bye,"  said 
Mr.  Pritchett,  "  Make  my  dutiful  compliments 
to  Miss  Baker — and  to  the  other  lady," 

"  Yes,  I  will,  Mr,  Pritchett." 

"  Ah,  dear  I  well.  Yoii  might  have  had  it 
all,  instead  of  the  fishmongers'  children,  if  you 
had  chosen,  Mr.  George." 

And  we  also  will  say  good-bye  to  the  two 
gentlemen,  as  we  shall  not  see  them  again  in 
these  pages.  That  Mr.  Pritchett  will  live  for  the 
remainder  of  his  days  decently,  if  not  happily, 
on  his  annuity,  may  be  surmised.  That  Sir 
Lionel,  without  any  annuity,  but  with  a  fair 
income  paid  from  tlie  country's  taxes,  and  with 
such  extra  pecuniary  aid  as  he  may  be  able  to 
extract  from  his  son,  will  continue  to  live 
indecently  at  Littlebath — for  he  never  again 
'  'eturned  to  active  service— that  also  may  be 
surmised.  And  thus  we  will  make  our  hows  to 
these  old  gentlemen — entertaining,  however, 
very  different  feelings  for  them. 

And  soon  afterwards  Mr,  Stickatit  also  went, 
slight,  necessary  legal  information  as  to 

fean^utorship  was  first  imparted ;  Sir  Henry's 

-ftneiwere  ridiculed ;  Ihe  good  fortune  of  the 
:rs  -was  wondered  at.  a&a.  ■^^eii  "a-t. 
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ickatit  took  his  hat.  The  four  gentlemen  no 
oubt  went  up  to  London  by  the  same  train. 

In  the  evening,  Miss  Baker  and  Lady  Har- 
:ourt  came  back  to  their  own  house.  It  was 
Miss  Baker's  own  house  now.  When  she  heard 
what  her  old  friend  had  done  for  her,  she  was 
bewildered  by  his  generosity.  She,  at  any  rate, 
had  received  more  than  she  had  expected. 

"And  what  does  he  mean  to  do?*'  said 
Caroline. 

"  He  says  that  he  will  dispute  the  will.  But 
that,  I  take  it,  is  nonsense." 

"But  about  —  you  know  what  I  mean, 
George  ?  " 

"  He  means  to  insist  on  your  return.  That, 
at  least,  is  what  he  threatens." 

"  He  shall  insist  in  vain.  No  law  that  man 
ever  made  shall  force  me  to  live  with  him 
again." 

Whether  or  no  the  husband  was  in  earnest, 
it  might  clearly  be  judged,  from  the  wife's  face 
and  tone,  that  she  was  so.  On  the  next  morn- 
ing, George  went  up  to  London,  and  the  two 
women  were  left'  alone  in  their  dull  house  at 
Hadley. 


CHAPTER    XLVI 

EATON  SQUARE 

Sir  Henry  Harcourt  had  walked  forth  first 
from  that  room  in  which  the  will  had  been 
read,  and  he  had  walked  forth  with  a  threat  in 
his  mouth.    But  be  knew  when  making  it  that 
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that  tbreat  was  an  empty  bravado.  The  will 
was  as  valid  as  care  and  law  could  make  it,  and 
the  ex-solici tor-general  knew  very  well  that  it 
was  valid 

He  knew,  moreover,  that  the  assistance  of  no 
ordinary  policeman  would  suffice  to  enable  him 
to  obtain  possession  of  his  wife's  person;  and 
he  knew  also  that  if  he  had  such  possession,  it 
would  avail  him  nothing.  He  could  not  pay 
his  debts  with  her,  nor  could  he  make  his  home 
happy  with  her,  nor  could  he  compel  her  to  be 
in  any  way  of  sen'ice  to  him.  It  had  all  been 
bravado.  But  when  men  are  driven  into  corners 
— ^when  they  are  hemmed  in  on  all  aides,  so 
that  they  have  no  escape,  to  what  else  than 
bravado  can  they  have  recourse?  With  Sir 
Henry  the  game  was  up;  am!  no  one  knew 
this  better  than  himself. 

He  was  walking  up  and  down  the  platform, 
with  his  hat  over  Jiis  brows,  and  bis  hands  in 
his  trousers-pockets,  when  Mr,  Stickatit  came 
up.  "We  shall  have  a  little  rain  this  after- 
noon," said  Mr.  Stickatit,  ansious  to  show  tliat 
he  had  dropped  the  shop,  and  that  having  done 
so,  he  was  ready  for  any  of  the  world's  ordinary 
converse. 

Sir  Henry  scowled  at  him  from  under  the 
pent-house  lid  of  his  hat,  and  passed  on  in  his 
walk,  without  answering  a  word.  The  thing 
had  gone  too  far  with  him  for  affectation.  He 
did  not  care  to  make  sacrifice  now  to  any  of 
the  world's  graces.  His  inner  mind  was  hostile 
to  that  attorney  of  Bucklersbury,  and  he  could 
dsre  to  show  that  it  was  so.  After  thai,  Mr. 
Stickatit  made  no  further  lemMls.  \o  Vm.        
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Yes ;  he  could  afford  now  to  be  forgetful  of 
the  world's  graces,  for  the  world's  heaviest  cares 
were  pressing  very  heavily  on  him.  When  a 
man  finds  himself  compelled  to  wade  through 
miles  of  mud,  in  which  he  sinks  at  every  step 
up  to  his  knees,  he  becomes  forgetful  of  the 
blacking  on  his  boots.  Whether  or  no  his  very 
skin  will  hold  out,  is  then  his  thought.  And 
so  it  was  now  with  Sir  Henry.  .  Or  we  may 
perhaps  say  that  he  had  advanced  a  step  beyond 
that.  He  was  pretty  well  convinced  now  that 
his  skin  would  not  hold  out 

He  still  owned  his  fine  house  in  Eaton  Square, 
and  still  kept  his  seat  for  the  Battersea  Hamlets. 
But  Baron  Brawl,  and  such-like  men,  no  longer 
came  willingly  to  his  call ;  and  his  voice  was  no 
longer  musical  to  the  occupants  of  the  Treasury 
bench.  His  reign  had  been  sweet,  but  it  had 
been  very  short  Prosperity  he  had  known 
how  to  enjoy,  but  adversity  had  been  too  much 
for  him. 

Since  the  day  when  he  had  hesitated  to  resign 
his  high  office,  his  popularity  had  gone  down 
like  a  leaden  plummet  in  the  salt  water.  He 
had  become  cross-grained,  ill-tempered,  and 
morose.  The  world  had  spoken  evil  of  him 
regarding  his  wife ;  and  he  had  given  the  world 
the  lie  in  a  manner  that  had  been  petulant  and 
injudicious.  The  world  had  rejoined,  and  Sir 
Henry  had  in  every  sense  got  the  worst  of  it 
Attorneys  did  not  worship  him  as  they  had 
done,  nor  did  vice-chancellors  and  lords-justices 
listen  to  him  with  such  bland  attention.  No 
legal  luminary  in  the  memory  of  man  had  risen 
so  quickly  and  fallen  so  suddenly.     It  had  not 
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been  given  to  him  to  preserve  an  even  i 
when  adversity  came  upon  him. 

But  the  worst  of  his  immediate  troubles  were 
his  debts.  He  had  boldly  resolved  to  take  a 
high  position  in  London ;  and  he  had  taken  it. 
It  now  reraaincd  that  the  piper  should  be  paid, 
and  the  piper  required  payment  not  in  the 
softest  language.  While  that  old  man  was  still 
living,  or  rather  still  dying,  he  had  had  an 
answer  to  give  to  all  pipers.  But  that  answer 
would  suffice  him  no  longer.  Every  clause  in 
that  will  would  be  in  the  "  Daily  Jupiter "  of 
the  day  after  to-raorrow — the  "  Daily  Jupiter  " 
which  had  already  given  a  wonderfully  correct 
biography  of  the  deceased  great  man. 

As  soon  as  he  reached  the  London  station, 
he  jumped  into  a  cab,  and  was  quickly  whirled 
to  Eaton  Square.  The  house  felt  dull,  and 
cold,  and  wretched  to  him.  It  was  still  the 
London  season,  and  Parliament  was  sitting. 
After  walking  up  and  down  his  own  dining-room 
for  half  an  hour,  he  got  into  another  cab,  and 
was  whirled  down  to  the  House  of  Commons. 
But  there  it  seemed  as  though  all  the  men  round 
him  already  knew  of  his  disappointment — as 
though  Mt.  Bertram's  will  had  been  read  in  a 
Committee  of  the  whole  House.  Men  spoke 
coldly  to  him,  and  looked  coldly  at  him;  or  at 
any  rate,  he  thought  that  they  did  so.  Some 
debate  was  going  on  about  the  Ballot,  at  which 
members  were  repeating  their  last  year's  speeches 
with  new  emphasis.  Sir  Hemy  twice  attempted 
to  get  upon  his  legs,  but  the  Speaker  would  not 
have  his  eye  caught.  Men  right  and  left  of 
Aim,  who  were  minnows  Vo  foitv  ia.  ^wwess. 
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found  opportunities  for  delivering  themselves; 
but  the  world  of  Parliament  did  not  wish  at 
present  to  hear  anything  further  from  Sir  Henry, 
So  he  returned  to  his  house  in  Eaton  Square. 

As  soon  as  he  found  himself  again  in  his  own 
dining-room,  he  called  for  brandy,  and  drank 
ofif  a  brimming  glass ;  he  drank  off  one,  and 
then  another.  The  world  and  solitude  together 
were  too  much  for  him,  and  he  could  not  bear 
them  without  aid.  Then,  having  done  this,  he 
threw  himself  into  his  arm-chair,  and  stared  at 
the  fireplace.  How  tenfold  sorrowful  are  our 
sorrows  when  borne  in  solitude  1  Some  one 
has  said  that  grief  is  half  removed  when  it  is 
shared.  How  little  that  some  one  knew  about 
it !  Half  removed !  When  it  is  duly  shared 
between  two  loving  hearts,  does  not  love  fly  off 
with  eight-tenths  of  it?  There  is  but  a  small 
remainder  left  for  the  two  to  bear  between  them. 

But  there  was  no  loving  heart  here.  All 
alone  he  had  to  endure  the  crushing  weight  of 
his  misfortunes.  How  often  has  a  man  said, 
when  evil  times  have  come  upon  him,  that  he 
could  have  borne  it  all  without  complaint,  but 
for  his  wife  and  children  ?  The  truth,  however, 
has  been  that,  but  for  them,  he  could  not  have 
borne  it  at  all.  Why  does  any  man  suffer  with 
patience  "  the  slings  and  arrows  of  outrageous 
fortune,"  or  put  up  with  "the  whips  and  scorns 
of  time,"  but  that  he  does  so  for  others,  not  for 
himself?  It  is  not  that  we  should  all  be  ready, 
each  to  make  his  own  quietus  with  a  bare  bod- 
kin ;  but  that  we  should  run  from  wretchedness 
when  it  comes  in  our  path.  Who  fights  for 
himself  alone?    Who  would  not  be  a  coward,  if 
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none  but  himself  saw  the  battle — if  none 
were  concerned  in  it? 

^Vith  Sir  Henry,  there  was  none  other  to  see 
the  battle,  none  to  take  concern  in  it.  If  soli- 
tude be  bad  in  times  of  misery,  what  shall  we 
say  of  unoccupied  solitude  ?  of  solitude,  too, 
without  employment  for  the  man  who  has  beea 
used  to  labour  ? 

Such  was  the  case  with  him.  His  whole 
mind  was  out  of  tune.  There  was  nothing  now 
that  he  could  do  ;  no  work  to  which  he  could 
turn  himself.  He  sat  there  gazing  at  the  empty 
fireplace  till  the  moments  became  unendurably 
long  to  him.  At  last  his  chief  suffering  arose, 
not  from  his  shattered  hopes  and  lost  fortunes, 
but  from  the  leaden  weight  of  the  existing  hour. 

What  could  he  do  to  shake  this  off?  How 
could  he  conquer  the  depression  that  was  u]_ 
him  ?  He  reached  his  hand  to  the  paper  tl 
was  lying  near  him,  and  tried  to  read  ;  but '. 
mind  would  not  answer  to  the  call.  He  coult 
not  think  of  the  right  honourable  gentleman's 
speech,  or  of  the  very  able  leading  article  in 
which  it  was  discussed.  Though  the  words 
were  before  his  eyes,  he  still  was  harping  back 
on  the  injustice  of  that  will,  or  the  iniquity  of 
his  wife ;  on  the  iraperturable  serenity  of  George 
Bertram,  or  the  false,  fleeting  friends  who  bad 
fawned  on  him  in  his  prosperity,  and  now  threw 
him  over,  as  a  Jonah,  with  so  little  remorse. 

He  dropped  the  paper  on  the  ground,  and 
then  again  the  feeling  of  solitude  and  of  motion- 
less time  oppressed  him  with  a  weight  as  of 
tons  of  lead.  He  jumped  from  his  chair,  and 
psced  up  and  down  the  looia  ■,  but  t\i&  room 
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was  too  confined.  He  took  his  hat,  and  press- 
ing it  on  his  brow,  walked  out  into  the  open 
air.  It  was  a  beautiful  spring  evening  in  May, 
and  the  twilight  still  lingered,  though  the  hour 
was  late.  He  paced  three  times  round  the 
square,  regardless  of  the  noise  of  carriages  and 
the  lights  which  flashed  forth  from  the  revehries 
of  his  neighbours.  He  went  on  and  on,  not 
thinking  how  he  would  stem  the  current  that 
was  running  against  him  so  strongly;  hardly 
trying  to  think ;  but  thinking  that  it  would  be 
well  for  him  if  he  could  make  the  endeavour. 
Alas !  he  could  not  make  it ! 

And  then  again  he  returned  to  the  house, 
and  once  more  sat  himself  down  in  the  same 
arm-chair.  Was  it  come  to  this,  that  the  world 
was  hopeless  for  him  ?  One  would  have  said 
not.  He  was  in  debt,  it  is  true;  had  fallen 
somewhat  from  a  high  position;  had  lost  the 
dearest  treasure  which  a  man  can  have;  not 
only  the  treasure,  but  the  power  of  obtaining 
such  treasure;  for  the  possession  of  a  loving 
wife  was  no  longer  a  possibility  to  him.  But 
still  he  had  much ;  his  acknowledged  capacity 
for  law  pleadings,  his  right  to  take  high  place 
among  law  pleaders,  the  trick  of  earning  money 
in  that  fashion  of  life ;  all  these  were  still  his. 
He  had  his  gown  and  wig,  and  forensic  brow- 
beating, brazen  scowl ;  nay,  he  still  had  his  seat 
in  Parliament.    Why  should  he  have  despaired  ? 

But  he  did  despair — ^as  men  do  when  they 
have  none  to  whom  they  can  turn  them  trustingly 
in  their  miseries.  This  man  had  had  friends 
by  hundreds;  good,  serviceable,  parliament- 
ary, dinner-eating,  dinner-giving  friends ;   fine, 
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'  pleasant  friends,  as  such  friends  g 
such  friends  by  hundreds ;  but  he  had  failedTl 
prepare  for  stormy  times  a  leash  or  so  of  true 
hearts  on  which,  in  stress  of  weather,  he  could 
throw  himself  with  undoubting  confidence.  One 
such  friend  he  may  have  had  once;  but  he 
now  was  among  his  bitterest  enemies.  The 
horizon  round  him  was  all  black,  and  he  did 
despair. 

How  many  a  man  lives  and  dies  without 
giving  any  sign  whether  he  be  an  arrant  coward, 
or  a  true-hearted,  brave  hero  !  One  would  have 
said  of  this  man,  a  year  since,  that  he  was 
brave  enough.  He  would  stand  up  before  a 
bench  of  judges,  with  the  bar  of  England  round 
him,  and  shout  forth,  with  brazen  trumpet, 
things  that  were  true,  or  things  that  were  not 
true;  striking  down  a  foe  here  to  the  right,  and 
slaughtering  another  there  to  the  left,  in  a 
manner  which,  for  so  young  a  man,  filled  be- 
holders with  admiration.  He  could  talk  by  the 
hour  among  the  Commons  of  England,  and  no 
touch  of  modesty  would  ever  encumber  his 
speech.  He  could  make  himself  great,  by 
making  others  little,  with  a  glance.  But,  for  all 
that,  he  was  a  coward.  Misfortune  had  come 
upon  him,  and  he  was  conquered  at  once. 

Misfortune  had  come  upon  him,  and  he 
found  it  unendurable— yes,  utterly  unendurable. 
The  grit  and  substance  of  the  man  within  were 
not  sufficient  to  bear  the  load  which  fate  had 
put  upon  them.  As  does  a  deal-table  in  similar 
case,  they  were  crashed  down,  collapsed,  and 
fd!  in.  The  stuff  there  was  not  good  mahogany, 
'IsaMcieat  hard  vioa^t^Si-?? 
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porous,  deal-board^  utterly  unfit  to  sustain  such 

Eressure.  An  unblushing,  wordy  barrister  may 
e  very  full  of  brass  and  words,  and  yet  be  no 
better  than  an  unseasoned  porous  deal-board, 
even  though  he  have  a  seat  in  Parliament. 

He  rose  from  his  chair,  and  again  took  a  glass 
of  brandy*  How  impossible  it  is  to  describe  the 
workings  of  a  mind  in  such  a  state  of  misery  as 
that  he  then  endured  I  What — what  1  was  there 
no  release  for  him?  no  way,  spite  of  this  black 
fit,  to  some  sort  of  rest — to  composure  of  the 
most  ordinary  kind?  Was  there  nothing  that 
he  could  do  which  would  produce  for  him,  if 
not  gratification,  then  at  least  quiescence  ?  To 
the  generality  of  men  of  his  age,  there  are  re- 
sources in  misfortune.  Men  go  to  billiard-tables, 
or  to  cards,  or  they  seek  relief  in  woman's 
society,  from  the  smiles  of  beauty,  or  a  laughter- 
moving  tongue.  But  Sir  Henry,  very  early  in 
life,  had  thrown  those  things  from  him.  He 
had  discarded  pleasure,  and  wedded  himself  to 
hard  work  at  a  very  early  age.  If,  at  the  same 
time,  he  had  wedded  himself  to  honesty  also, 
and  had  not  discarded  his  heart,  it  might  have 
been  well  with  him. 

He  again  sat  down,  and  then  he  remained  all 
but  motionless  for  some  twenty  minutes.  It  had 
now  become  dark,  but  he  would  have  no  lights 
lit.  The  room  was  very  gloomy  with  its  red 
embossed  paper  and  dark  ruby  curtains.  As  his 
eye  glanced  round  during  the  last  few  moments 
of  the  dusk,  he  remembered  how  he  had  inquired 
of  his  Caroline  how  many  festive  guests  might 
sit  at  their  ease  in  that  room,  and  eat  the  dainties 
iriiich  he,  with  liberal  hand,  would  put  before 
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ttiem.  Where  was  his  Caroline  now?  wha 
Were  liis  guests  ?  what  anxiety  now  had  he  tlu 
they  should  have  loom  enough?  what  cared  he 
now  for  their  dainties  ? 

It  was  not  to  be  borne.  He  clasped  liis  hand 
to  his  brow,  and  rising  from  his  chair,  he  went 
up  stairs  to  his  dressing-room.  For  what  pur- 
pose, he  had  not  even  asked  himself.  Of  bed, 
and  rest,  and  sleep  he  had  had  no  thought. 
When  there,  he  again  sat  down,  and  mechani- 
cally dressed  himself — dressed  himself  as  though 
he  were  going  out  to  some  gay  evening-party — 
was  even  more  than  ordinarily  particular  about 
his  toilet.  One  white  handkerchief  he  threw 
aside  as  spoiled  in  the  tying.  He  looked  speci- 
ally to  his  boots,  and  with  scrupulous  care 
brushed  the  specks  of  dust  from  the  sleeve  of 
his  coat.  It  was  a  blessing,  at  any  rate,  to  have 
something  to  do.     He  did  this,  and  then- ■ 

When  he  commenced  his  work,  he  had,  per- 
haps, some  remote  intention  of  going  some- 
where. If  so,  he  had  quickly  changed  his  mind, 
for,  having  finished  his  dressing,  he  again  sat 
himself  down  in  an  arm-chair.  The  gas  in  his 
dressing-room  had  been  lighted,  and  here  he 
was  able  to  look  around  him  and  see  what 
resources  he  had  to  his  hand.  One  resource 
be  did  see. 

Ah,  me!  Yes,  he  saw  it,  and  his  mind  ap- 
proved— such  amount  of  mind  as  he  had  then 
left  to  him.  But  he  waited  patiently  awhile — 
with  greater  patience  than  he  had  hitherto  ex- 
hibited that  clay.  He  waited  patiently,  sitting 
in  his  chair  for  some  hour  or  so;  nay,  it  may 

re  been  for  two  houis,  to^M\gm^m^^ 
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and  the  servants  were  in  bed.  Then,  rising 
from  his  chair,  he  turned  the  lock  of  his  dress- 
ing-room door.  It  was  a  futile  precaution,  if 
it  meant  anything,  for  the  room  had  another 
door,  which  opened  to  his  wife's  chamber, 
and  the  access  on  that  side  was  free  and 
open. 

Early  on  the  following  morning,  George  Ber- 
tram went  up  to  town,  and  was  driven  directly 
from  the  station  to  his  dull,  dingy,  dirty  cham- 
bers in  the  Temple.  His  chambers  were  not 
as  those  of  practising  lawyers.  He  kept  no 
desk  there,  and  no  servant  peculiar  to  himself. 
It  had  suited  him  to  have  some  resting-place 
for  his  foot,  that  he  could  call  his  home ;  and 
when  he  was  there,  he  was  waited  upon  by  the 
old  woman  who  called  herself  the  laundress — 
probably  from  the  fact  of  her  never  washing 
herself  or  anything  else. 

When  he  reached  this  sweet  home  on  the 
morning  in  question,  he  was  told  by  the  old 
woman  that  a  very  express  messenger  had  been 
there  that  morning,  and  that,  failing  to  find 
him,  the  express  messenger  had  gone  down  to 
Hadley.  They  had,  therefore,  passed  each  other 
upon  the  road.  The  express  messenger  had 
left  no  message,  but  the  woman  had  learned 
that  he  had  come  from  Eaton  Square. 

"And  he  left  no  letter?" 

"No,  sir;  no  letter.  He  had  no  letter;  but 
he  was  very  eager  about  it.  It  was  something 
of  importance  sure — ^ly.*' 

It  might  have  been  natural  that,  under  such 
circumstances,  George  should  go  off  to  Eaton 
Square;  but  it  struck  him  as  very  probable  that 


i 


The  Bertrams 

Sir  Henry  might  desire  to  have  some  commuc^', 
cation  witli  him,  but  that  he,  when  he  should 
know  what  that  communication  was,  would  in 
no  degree  reciprocate  that  desire.  The  less 
that  he  had  to  say  to  Sir  Henry  Harcourt  at 
present,  perhaps,  the  better.  So  he  made  up 
his  mind  that  he  would  not  go  to  Eaton  Square. 

After  he  had  been  in  his  rooms  for  about  half 
an  hour,  he  was  preparing  to  leave  them,  and 
had  risen  with  that  object,  when  he  heard  a 
knock  at  his  door,  and  quickly  following  the 
^ock,  the  young  attorney  who  had  read  the 
will  was  in  his  room. 

"You  have  heard  the  news,  Mr,  Bertram! 
said  he. 

"No,  indeed!  What  news?  I  have  ji 
come  op." 

"Sir  Henry  Harcourt  has  destroyed  himsi 
He  shot  himself  in  his  own  house  yesterday,  lal 
at  night,  after  the  servants  had  gone  to  bed 

George  Bertram  fell  back,  speechless,  on 
ihe  sofa  behind  him,  and  stared  almost  uncoil- 
piously  at  the  lawyer, 

,  "It  is  too  true,  sir.  That  will  of  Mr.  Ber- 
tram's was  too  much  for  him.  His  reason  must 
iave  failed  him,  and  now  he  is  no  more."  And 
go  was  made  clear  what  were  the  tidings  with 
which  that  express  messenger  had  been  laden. 

There  was  little  or  nothing  more  to  be  said 
on  the  matter  between  George  Bertram  and  Mr. 
Stickatit,  The  latter  declared  that  the  fact  had 
been  communicated  to  him  on  authority  whicl 

Emitted  of  no  doubt ;  and  the  other,  when 

id  believe,  was  but  little  inclined  to  share 
■uhitiom  on  it  with  the  lawyeT. 
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Nor  was  there  much  for  Bertram  to  do — not 
at  once.  The  story  had  ahready  gone  down  to 
Hadley — had  already  been  told  there  to  her  to 
whom  it  most  belonged ;  and  Bertram  felt  that 
it  was  not  at  present  his  province  to  say  kind 
things  to  her,  or  seek  to  soften  the  violence  of 
the  shock.    No,  not  at  present. 


CHAPTER  XLVII 

CONCLUSION 

Methinks  it  is  almost  unnecessary  to  write  this 
last  chapter.  The  story,  as  I  have  had  to  tell 
it,  is  all  told.  The  object  has  been  made  plain 
— or,  if  not,  can  certainly  not  be  made  plainw 
in  these  last  six  or  seven  pages.  The  rcawU* 
of  weakness  and  folly — of  such  weaknean  mA 
such  folly  as  is  too  customary  amovtjt  w« — \^\^ 
been  declared.  What  further  fortune  M^  \m\ 
in  store  for  those  whose  namen  Iwvi^  ^W¥i 
familiar  to  us,  might  be  guew^^l  Uy  i^tt-.  ^ri^, 
nevertheless,  custom,  and  \\\<^  rt^h^  ^rM  Wt.AitSi 
an  end  of  the  undertaken  \Xi\%\^  Ay\A  \A  '^Hvo 
sort  completing  it,  compel  \\\^  V6  lhi>n^hrIiid!nR 
chapter. 

Within  SIX  weekn  rtrtev  tht»  \\^^h  nf  Rfr  TTrni^r 
Harcourt,  the  vlcrtf  t^r  \\\\t^\  Rlni^lc  wdn  mniried 
to  Adela  Gauntlot  Kvny  nilif:  who  \volgh?i 
the  demcrilH  of  thrse  pr\HfS  nny,  every  i*im!rr, 
indulgent  or  other\\»ise,  wno  ftVlms  ihfotigh  thiim, 
will  dcrlard  thai  the  gcnllcmnn  was  not  worthy 
of  t}w  My,     1  Impr  r.ii,  with  nil  my  heart.    1 
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da  mea^j  tnnt  tint  ^ej  «S  AUe  an. 
■oC,  B^  hbosT  has  been  ta  vam. 

Ur.  AntaB  WBkinsoa  was  not  voithj  of  the 
wife  with  wboBi  a  kind  Pivridence  bad  blessed 
Ion — was  not  wnthj  of  bet  ia  the  vstial  aictxp- 
i3tioD  4]f  tfae  word.    Be  was  not  a  bad  man,  as 

men  go;  tjot  she  was I  mast  not  trust 

■DTsdf  to  praise  her,  a  I  shall  be  told,  not 
alEogetber  tmlj,  that  she  was  of  vay  own  crcitmg. 

He  was  not  worthy  of  her.  That  is,  the 
amoont  of  wealth  of  character  which  he  brought 
into  that  life  partnership  was,  when  coonted  up, 
much  less  than  her  conuibatioo.  But  that  she 
was  fully  satisfied  with  her  bargain — that  she 
was  so  then  and  so  continned — was  a  part  of 
her  worthiness.  If  ever  she  weighed  herself 
against  him,  the  scale  in  which  he  was  placed 
never  in  her  eyes  showed  itself  to  be  lighL  She 
took  him  for  her  lord,  and  with  a  leal  heart  and 
a  loving  bosom  she  ever  recognized  bim  as  her 
head  and  master,  as  the  pole-star  to  which  she 
must  turn,  compelled  by  laws  of  adamasl. 
^Vo^tlly  or  unworthy,  he  was  all  that  she  ex- 
pected, all  that  she  desired,  bone  of  her  bon^ 
flesh  of  her  flesh,  the  father  of  her  bairns,  thg_ 
lord  of  her  bosom,  the  staff  of  her  maintenanci^.l 
the  prop  of  her  house,  , 

And  what  man  was  ever  worthy,  perfectllB| 
worthy,  of  a  pure,  true,  and  honest  girl  ?  Kfan^ 
life  admits  not  of  such  purity  and  honestyg 
rarely  of  such  truth.  But  one  would  not  choosr 
that  sacli  flowers  should  remain  unpluckefl 
because  no  hands  are  fit  to  touch  them.  ^ 

As  to  the  future  life  of  the  vicar  of  Hur^ 
iph  and  his  wife,  it  is  siiTc\f  uwitca^gj 
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say  much — or  perhaps  anything.  It  cannot  be 
told  that  they  became  suddenly  rich.  No  prime 
minister,  won  by  her  beauty  or  virtue,  placed 
him  upon  the  bench,  or  even  offered  him  a 
deanery.  Vicar  of  Hurst  Staple  he  is  still,  and 
he  still  pays  the  old  allowance  out  of  his  well- 
earned  income  to  his  mother,  who  lives  with 
her  daughters  at  Littlebath.  One  young  lad 
after  another,  or  generally  two  at  a  time,  share 
the  frugal  meals  at  the  parsonage;  and  our 
friend  is  sometimes  heard  to  boast  that  none 
of  these  guests  of  his  have  as  yet  been  plucked. 
Of  the  good  things  of  the  world,  there  is  quite 
enough  for  her  j  and  we  may  perhaps  say  nearly 
enough  for  him.  Who,  then,  shall  croak  that 
they  are  poor  ? 

And  now  and  then  they  walk  along  the  river 
to  West  Putford;  for  among  their  choicest 
blessings  is  that  of  having  a  good  neighbour  in 
the  old  rectory.  And  walking  there,  how  can 
they  but  think  of  old  sorrows  and  present  joys  ? 

"  Ah ! "  she  whispered  to  him  one  day,  as 
they  crept  along  the  reedy  margin  in  the  summer 
evening,  not  long  after  their  marriage.  "  Ah  ! 
dearest,  it  is  better  now  than  it  was  when  you 
came  here  once." 

"  Is  it  love  ?  " 

"  Is  it  not  ?  But  you  misbehaved  then — ^you 
know  you  did.    You  would  not  trust  me  then." 

"  I  could  not  trust  myself." 

"  I  should  have  trusted  you  ; — in  all  things, 
in  everything.    As  I  do  now." 

And  then  he  cut  at  the  rushes  with  his  walk- 
ing-stick, as  he  had  done  before ;  and  bethought 
himself  that  in  those  days  he  had  been  an  ass. 
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And  BO  we  will  leave  them,  May  tliey  walk 
in  those  quiet  paths  for  long  days  yet  to  come  ; 
and  may  he  learn  lo  know  that  God  has  given 
him  an  angel  to  watch  at  his  side  ! 

Of  the  rosy  Miss  Todd,  there  is  nothing  to 
be  said  but  this,  that  she  is  still  Miss  Todd, 
and  still  rosy.  Whether  she  be  now  at  Litde- 
bath,  or  Baden,  or  Dieppe,  or  Hanogate,  at 
New  York,  Jerusalem,  or  Frazer's  River,  matters 
but  little.  Where  she  was  last  year,  there  she 
is  not  now.  Where  she  is  now,  there  she  will 
not  be  next  year.  But  she  slili  increases  the 
circle  of  her  dearly  loved  friends ;  and  go  where 
she  will,  she,  at  any  rate,  does  more  good  to 
others  than  others  do  to  her.  And  so  we  will 
make  our  last  bow  hefore  her  feet. 

We  have  only  now  to  speak  of  George  Bertram 
and  of  Lady  Harcourt — of  tiiem  and  of  Miss 
Baker,  who  need  hardly  now  be  considered  a 
personage  apart  from  her  niece.  No  sooner 
was  the  first  shock  of  Sir  Henry  Harcourl's 
death  past,  than  Bertram  felt  that  it  was  im- 
possible for  him  at  the  present  moment  to  see 
the  widow.  It  was  but  a  few  days  since  she 
had  declared  her  abhorrence  of  the  man  to 
whom  her  fate  was  linked,  apparently  for  life, 
and  who  was  now  gone.  And  that  declaration 
had  implied  also  that  her  heart  still  belonged  to 
hira — to  him,  George  Bertram — him  to  whom 
it  had  first  been  given — to  him,  rather,  who 
had  first  made  himself  master  of  it  almost  with- 
out gift  on  her  part.  Now,  as  regarded  God's 
laws,  her  hand  was  free  again,  and  might  follow 
Jier  heart, 
■But  death  doses  many  a  Ions  accoMTvij  «iii 
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settles  many  a  bitter  debt.  She  could  remem- 
ber now  that  she  had  sinned  against  her  husband, 
as  well  as  he  against  her ;  that  she  had  sinned 
the  first,  and  perhaps  the  deepest.  He  would 
have  loved  her,  if  she  would  have  permitted  it ; 
have  loved  her  with  a  cold,  callous,  worldly 
love ;  but  still  with  such  love  as  he  had  to  give. 
But  she  had  married  him  resolving  to  give  no 
love  at  all,  knowing  that  she  could  give  none ; 
almost  boasting  to  herself  that  she  had  told 
him  that  she  had  none  to  give. 

The  man's  blood  was,  in  some  sort,  on  her 
head,  and  she  felt  that  the  burden  was  very 
heavy.  All  this  Bertram  understood,  more 
thoroughly,  perhaps,  than  she  did ;  and  for  many 
weeks  he  abstained  altogether  from  going  to 
Hadley.  He  met  Miss  Baker  repeatedly  in 
London,  and  learned  from  her  how  Lady  Har- 
court  bore  herself.  How  she  bore  herself  out- 
wardly, that  is.  The  inward  bearing  of  such  a 
woman  in  such  a  condition  it  was  hardly  given  to 
Miss  Baker  to  read  She  was  well  in  health.  Miss 
Baker  said,  but  pale  and  silent,  stricken,  and  for 
hours  motionless.  "Very  silent,"  Miss  Baker 
would  say.  "  She  will  sit  for  a  whole  morning 
without  speaking  a  word  3  thinking — thinking- 
thinking."  Yes ;  she  had  something  of  which  to 
think.  It  was  no  wonder  that  she  should  sit  silent. 

And  then  after  a  while  he  went  down  to 
Hadley,  and  saw  her. 

"  Caroline,  my  cousin,"  he  said  to  her. 

"George,  George,"  And  then  she  turned 
her  face  from  him,  and  sobbed  violently.  They 
were  the  first  tears  she  had  shed  since  the  news 
had  reached  her. 
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,,  She  did  feel,  in  very  deed,  that  the  maa's' 
blood  was  on  her  head.     But  for  her,  would  ' 

fiot  be  sitting  among  the  proud  ones  of  the 
and?  Had  she  permitted  him  to  walk  hia  own 
course  by  himself,  would  (his  utter  destruction 
have  come  upon  him  ?  Or,  having  sworn  to 
cherish  him  as  his  wife,  had  she  softened  her 
heart  towards  him,  would  this  deed  have  been 
done?  No;  fifty  times  a  day  she  would  asfc 
herself  the  question  ;  and  as  often  would  she 
answer  it  by  the  same  words.  The  man's  blood 
was  upon  her  head. 

For  many  a  long  day  Bertram  said  nothing 
to  her  of  her  actual  state  of  existence.  H^ 
spoke  neither  of  her  past  life  as  a  wife  nor  het 
present  life  as  a  widow.  The  name  of  that 
pian,  whom  living  they  had  both  despised  and 
iated,  was  never  mentioned  between  them 
during  all  these  months. 

And  yet  he  was  frequently  with  her.  He 
was  with  her  aunt,  rather,  and  thus  she  became 
used  to  have  him  sitting  in  the  room  beside  her. 
■When  in  her  presence,  he  would  talk  of  their 
inoney-matters,  of  the  old  man  and  his  will,  in 
which,  luckily,  the  name  of  Sir  Henry  HarcoQrt 
was  not  mentioned;  and  at  last  they  brought 
themselves  to  better  subjects,  higher  hopes- 
hopes  that  might  yet  be  high,  and  solace  that 
was  trustworthy,  in  spite  of  all  that  was  come 
and  gone. 

And  she  would  talk  to  him  of  himself;  of 
himself  as  divided  from  her  in  all  things,  except 
in   cousinhood.      And,  at   her  instigati 
again  put  himself  to  work  in  the  dusky  purlieus 
of  Chancery  Lane.    Mr,  Die  \iai  ft^aw  ■s«.^«< ' ' 
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and  drank  his  port  and  counted  his  per  cents. 
in  the  blessed  quiet  of  his  evening  days ;  but  a 
Gamaliel  was  not  wanting,  and  George  sat 
himself  down  once  more  in  the  porch.  We 
may  be  sure  that  he  did  not  sit  altogether  in 
vain. 

And  then  Adela — Mrs.  Wilkinson  we  should 
now  call  her — visited  the  two  ladies  in  their 
silent  retirement  at  Hadley.  What  words  were 
uttered  between  her  and  Lady  Harcourt  were 
heard  by  no  other  human  ear ;  but  they 
were  not  uttered  without  effect.  She  who  had 
been  so  stricken  could  dare  again  to  walk  to 
church,  and  bear  the  eyes  of  the  little  world 
around  her.  She  would  again  walk  forth  and 
feel  the  sun,  and  know  that  the  fields  were 
green,  and  that  the  flowers  were  sweet,  and  that 
praises  were  to  be  sung  to  God. — For  His 
mercy  endureth  for  ever. 

It  was  five  years  after  that  night  in  Eaton 
Square  when  George  Bertram  again  asked  her 
— her  who  had  once  been  Caroline  Waddington 
— to  be  his  wife.  But,  sweet  ladies,  sweetest, 
fairest  maidens,  there  were  no  soft,  honey  words 
of  love  then  spoken;  no  happy,  eager  vows, 
which  a  novelist  may  repeat,  hoping  to  move 
the  soft  sympathy  of  your  bosoms.  It  was  a 
cold,  sad,  dreary  matter  that  offer  of  his ;  her 
jnelancholy,  silent  acquiescence,  and  that  mar- 
riage in  Hadley  church,  at  which  none  were 
present  but  Adela  and  Arthur,  and  Miss  Baker. 

It  was  Adela  who  arranged  it,  and  the  result 
has  shown  that  she  was  right  They  now  live 
together  very  quietly,  very  soberly,  but  yet 
happily.     They  have  not   Adela's    blessings. 
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No  baby  lies  in  Caroline's  arras,  no  noisy  boy 
climbs  on  Ihe  arm  of  George  Bertram's  chair. 
Their  house  is  childless,  and  very,  very,  quiet ; 
but  they  are  not  unhappy. 

Reader,  can  you  call  to  mind  what  was  tlie 
plan  of  life  which  Caroline  Waddinglon  had 
formed  in  the  boldness  of  her  young  heart? 
Can  you  remember  the  aspirations  of  George 
Bertram,  as  he  sat  upon  the  Mount  of  Olives, 
watching  the  stones  of  the  temple  over  against 
him? 
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